
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



I ?Vf'i-. ^ 



;\nAR 6 1906 




f^arbarH College Eifirats 



JdiruJi. KMu^oL.. 



O-VA^ 



jt....rk.....XA<h^tl^ 




(^nV.'i'r J,, h: v:.\r k r.>'. ^-'t 



II llfsl tl< 






MASilA EUC-'JE-WOirJ'B 



I, Trn Vi.lnii.i-. 



') 



VC) I,,. 1. 




1 p. .•\ '? 



® Karper^s Stereotype Edition* 

TALES AND NOVELS 



BY 



MARIA EDGEWORTH. 



ICIOHTECN VOLUMES BOUND IN NINE. 



VOLS. I. & II. 



f VOL. L 

C^TTAININO 

CATTLE lUCKRENT ; AN ESSAY ON IRISH BULLS ; AN ES8AT QW 

THE NOBLE SCIENCE OF SELT^USTiriCATIOIf ) 

AND MORAL TALES. 



NEW-YORK: 
PUBLISHED BY HARPER & BROTHERS, 

NO. 62 CLIFF -STB BIT. 

183 5. 



/^>2 , 5" 



'f , 



3 






/- 






/ 



.^-^ 



PUBLISHERS' ADVERTISEMENT. 



This edition of the Tales and Novels of Miss 
Edoeworth, which, in conformily with the present pre- 
vailing taste, is embellished with plates, will consist of 
Castle Rackrent, Irish Bulls, The Moral Tales, Popular 
Tales, Tales of Fashionable Life, The Modem Gri- 
selda, Belinda, Leonora, Patronage, Harrington and 
Ormond, and a few smaller pieces. It is not intended 
to include in it any of those writings of Miss Edge- 
worth which are of a more juvenile character than the 
Moral Tales, a smaller size being deemed more appro- 
priate. Of thel^ a fitter opportunity for speaking will 
occur hereafter. At present it is only necessary to say 
that there are few persons who have not, in their earliest 
years, experienced the greatest pleasure, and imbibed 
the highest moral truths, from the perusal of the *' Early 
Lessons" and " The Parent's Assistant" ^ Rosamond 
and Frank," "The Little Dog Trusty," and "TheCheny 
Orchard" will not be easily forgotten by them ; and in 
their afler-years they will delight to renew, and will profit 
by renewing, their early acquaintance, by a perusal of 
woiks from the same pen, but adapted to maturer age. 

With respect to her woiks of higher pretensions, it 
may be jusdy said that her Tales and Novels form 
a class by themselves. They are for the most part 
Irish, but without any of those savage features so pain- 
fuDy characteristic of the novels which for the last few 
years have turned on the circumstances of Ireland, or 
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that admixture of foreign maimers which is so striking 
in the works of Lady Morgan. They contain highly- 
finished pictures of fashionable and domestic life, and 
yet have few points of similarity, if any, to the novels 
of Hook, Bulwer, Lord Mulgrave, on one side, or Miss 
Ferier, Miss Austin, or Mrs. Brunton on the other. 
Though they camibf t)e said strictly to be historical, yet 
they will be found to resemble no contemporary works 
in the department of romance so much as the earlier 
novels of the author of Waverley. Sir Walter Scott, 
indeed, with his characteristic frankness, has acknow- 
ledged that his original idea, when he commenced his 
career as a novelist, was to be to Scotland what Miss 
Edgeworth was to Ireland — to portray peculiarities of 
manners belonging rather to the generation passing away 
than to that which now exists ; and to give Kfe to the 
natural scenery, ainl permanence to the national charac- 
teristics of his countrymen. Waverley, Guy Maimering, 
Rob Roy — ^the novels to which Sir Walter Scott origin- 
ally intended to have confined himself, bear in their most 
striking features a considerable likeness^ Castle Rack- 
rent, Eimui, Ormond, &c. ; and the works of Miss 
Edgeworth will not suffer by a comparison which to 
almost any other series could not fail to be fatal, while 
she may also justly claim the merit of priorily.* 

* *< Two circtimstances in particular recalled my recoUection 
•of the mislaid manuscript. The first was the extended and well- 
merited fame of Miss Edgeworth, whose Irish characters have 
gone so far to make the English famlHar with the character of 
their gay and kind-hearted neighbours of Ireland, that she may 
be truly said to have done more towards completing the Union 
than perhaps all the legislative enactments by which it has been 
followed up. 

** Without being so presumptuous as to hope to ehiulate the 
rich humour, pathetic tenderness, and admirable tact which per- 
vade the works of my accomplished friend, I felt that something 
might be attempted for my own country of the same kind with 
iiat which Miss Edgeworth so fortunately achieved for Ireland 
—something which might introduce her natives to those of the 
(lister kingdom in a more favourable light than they had been 
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In depicting the strange varieties of Irish character, 
whether grave or gay, she is confessedly without an 
. equal ; and when she puts her foot upon a soil foreign 
to her own, she does not tread it as a stranger. The 
same felicity which inspires her in the unequalled char- 
acters of Sir Phelim, King Corny, &c. presides over the 
pictures which, in ** Patronage" and other works, she 
draws from the higher classes of English society. Her 
comic and playful satire ranks her high in the domin- 
ions of humour^ while it is combmed with a sterling 
common sense, and a power of picturesque description 
which seldom fall to the lot of the wit or the satirist. 
Her story-telling powers are admirable. "Who but her- 
self could infuse so much grace and shrewdness into so 
smaU a compass as we find them in the Moral an^ 
Popular Tales, in "To-morrow," "Murad the Unlucky," 
and many others 1 It is, however, unnecessary now to 
eulogize the works of Miss Edgeworth. They have 
taken an enduring position in the titerature of the coun- 
try, and the publishers of this series give it to the world 
in a well-grounded confidence of its successful recep- 
tion. * 

The whole of the works have undergone a careful 
re\dsion and correction by the author herself. 
Patkrnostsb-bow, April 30, 1832. 

placed hitherto, and tend to procure sympathy for their virtues 
and mdulgence for their foibles."-* Extract from Sir WaU<ir 
Scotfs General Preface to the Waverley NoveU, 



PREFACE. 



The prevailing taste of the public for anecdote has 
been censured and ridiculed by critics who aspire to the 
character of superior wisdcm : but if we consider it in 
a prop^ pmnt of view, tins taste is an incontestable 
proof of the good a&aae and profoundly {^osophic 
temp^ of the present times. Of the numbers who 
study, or at least who read history, how few deiive any 
advantage from their labours ! The heroes of history 
are so decked out by the fine fancy of the professed 
historian ; they talk in such measured prose, and act 
from such sublime or such diabolical motives, that few 
have sufficient taste, wickedness, or heroism to sympa- 
thize in their &te. Besides, there is much uncertainty 
even in the best authenticated ancient or modem his- 
tcnies ; and that love of truth which in some minds is 
innate and immutable, necessarily leads to a love of 
secret memoirs and private anecdotes. We cannot 
judge either o£ the feelings or of the characters of men 
with perfect accuracy from their actions or their iq>pear- 
ance in public ; it is fi*om their careless conversations, 
their half-finished sentences, that we may hope with the 
greatest probabiUty of success to discover their real 
characters. The life of a great or of a tittle man written 
by himself, the familiar letters, the diary of any indi 
vidual published by his fiiends or by his enemies aflei 
his decease, are esteemed important Uterary curiosities. 
We are surely justified in this eager desire to collect the 
most minute facts relative to the domestic tives, not 
A3 
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only of the great and good, but even of the wordiless 
and insignificant, since it is only by a conq[>arison of 
their actual happiness or misery in the privacy of do- 
mestic life that we can form a just estimate of the real 
reward of virtue or the real punishment of vice. That 
the great are not as happy as they seem, that the ex- 
ternal circumstances of fortune and rank do not consti- 
tute felicity, is asserted by eveiy moralist. The historian 
can seldom, consistently with his dignity, pause to illus- 
trate this truth; it is therefore to the biographer we 
must have recourse. After we have beheld splendid 
characters playing theur parts on the great theatre of the 
worid, with all the advantages of stage effect and deco- 
ration, we anxiously beg to be admitted behind the 
scenes, that we may take a nearer view of the actors and 
actresses. 

Some may perhaps imagine that the value of biogra- 
phy depends upon the judgment and taste of the biogra- 
pher ; but, on the contrary, it may be maintained that the 
merits of a biographer are inversely as the extent of his 
intellectual powers and of his Uteraiy talents. A plain 
unvarnished tale is preferable to the most highly orna- 
mented narrative. Where we see that a man has the 
power, we may naturally suspect that he has the will, to 
deceive us ; and those who are used to hterary manu- 
facture know how much is oflen sacrificed to the round- 
ing of a period or the pointing of an antithesis. 

That the ignorant may have their prejudices as well 
as the learned cannot be disputed ; but we see and de- 
spise vulgar errors ; we never bow to the authority of 
him who has no great name to sanction his absurdities. 
The partiality which blinds a biographer to the defects of 
his hero m proportion as it is gioss ceases to be danger- 
ous ; but if it be concealed by the appearance of candour, 
which men of great abihties best know how tp assume, 
it endangers our judgm^it sometimes, and smnetimes 
our morcds. If her grace the Duchess of Newcastle, 
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inslead ot penning her lord's elaborate eulogium, had 
undertaken to write the Hfe of Savage, we should not 
have been in any danger of mistaking an idle ungrateful 
libertine for a man of genius and virtue. The talents 
of a biographer are often fatal to his reader. For these 
reasons the pubhc often judiciously countenance those 
who, without sagacity to discriminate character, without 
elegance of style to reheve the tediousness of narrative, 
without enlargement of mind to draw any conclusions 
from the facts they relate, simply pour forth anecdotes, 
and retail conversations, \\(ith, all the minute prolixity of 
a gossip in a country town. 

The autiior of the following memoirs has upon these 
grounds fair claims to the pubhc favour and attention. 
He was ,an ilhterate old steward, whose partiahty to the 
family^ in which he was bred and bom, must be obvious 
to the reader. He tells the history of the Rackrent 
family in his vernacular idiom, and in the full confidence 
that Sir Patrick, Sir Murtagh, Sir Kit, and Sir Condy 
• Rackrent's affairs will be as interesting to all the world 
as they were to himself. Those who were acquainted 
with the manners of a certain class of the gentry of Ire- 
land some years ago wiD want no evidence of the truth 
of honest Thady's narrative : to those who are totally 
imacquainted vrith Ireland the following Memoirs wiH 
perhaps be scarcely intelligible, or probably they may 
appear perfectly incredible. For the information of 
the ignorant English reader, a few notes have been sub- 
joined by the editor, and he had it once in contemplation 
to translate Ihe language of Thady in plain English ; 
but Thady's idiom is incapable of translation, and be- 
sides, the authenticity of his story would have been 
more exposed to doubt if it were not told in his own 
characteristic manner. Several years ago he related to 
the editor the history of the Raclarent family, and it was 
with some difHculty that he was persuaded to have it 
oonunitted to writing ; however, his feelings for ^ th$ 
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honour of the JamHy^^ as he expressed himself pre* 
vailed over his habitual laziness, and he at length com- 
pleted the narrative which is now laid before the pubUc. 

The editor hopes his readers will observe that these 
are '* tales of other times ;" that the manners depicted 
in the following pages are not those of the present age : 
the race of the Rackrents has long since been extinct 
in Ireland ; and the drunken Sir Patrick, the litigious Sir 
Murtagh, the fighting Sir Kit, and the slovenly Sir 
Oondy are characters which could no more be met with 
at present in Ireland than Sauire Western or Parson 
Trulhber in England. There is a time when individuab 
can bear to be rallied for their past foUies and absurdi- 
ties, after they have acquired new habits and a new con- 
sciousness. Nations as well as individuab gradually 
lose attachment to their identity, and the present genera- 
tion is amused rather than offended by the ridicule that 
is thrown upon its ancestors. / 

Probably we shall soon have it in pur power, in a 
hundred instances, to verify the truth of these observa- 
tions. 

When Ireland loses her identity by a union with 
Great Britain, she wiU look back with a smile of good- 
humoured complacency on the Sir Kits and Sir Ccmdya 
of her former existence. 



CONTENTS 

OP 

THE FIRST TOLVMB* 



CASTLE RACKRENT 17 

ESSAT ON IRISH BULLS 93 

Introduction 95 

Chap. I. Origiiflility of Irish BtiUi examined .... 99 
II. Irish Newspapers 104 

III. The Criminal Law of Bulls and Blunders . .111 

IV. Little Dominick 115 

y. The Bliss of Ignorance 123 

YI. «« Thoughts that breathe, and Words that bom'* 128 

VIL Practical Bulls 133 

Yin. The Dublin Shoebladt 137 

IX. The Hibernian Mendicant 144 

X. Irish Wit and Eloquence 149 

XL The Brogue 157 

XII. Bath Coach CouTersation '. .162 

XIII. Bnth Coach Conversation 169 

XIV. The Irish Incognito 171 

Conclusion '193 

Appendix 197 

An Essay on the Noblb Soiknob or SiLr-JusTirioATioN 205 



SECOND TOLVME* 

FORESTER 9 

THE PRUSSIAN VASE 113 

THE GOOD AUm: 145 



CASTLE RACKRENT: 

AN 

HIBERNIAN TALE. 

TAKEN FROM FACTS, 

AND rROM 

THE MANNERS OF THE IRISH SQUIRES 

BKrORfi THB TKAB 1783. 



CASTLE RACKRENT. 



Monday Morning. 
Havimo, out of friendship for the family upon whose 
estate, praised be Heaven ! I and mine have lived rent- 
free time out of mind, voluntanly undertaken to publia^ 
the M BMoiBs of the Racerent Family, I think it my duty 
to say a few words, in the first place, concerning myself. 
My real name is Thady Quirk, though in the family I 
have always been known by no other than ^^ honest 
Thady ;^ afterward, in the time of Sir Murtagh, de- 
ceased, I remember to hear them calling me ^^old 
Thady ^^ and now I'm come to "poor Thady;" for I 
wear a long great-coat* winter and summer, which is 

* The cloak, or mantle, as deecribed bv Thady, it of higli antiquity Spen- 
cer, in hie ** View of the Stato of Ireland," proves that it is not, as some have 
imagined, peculiarly d&ived (Vom the Scytliians, but that " most nations of 
the world anciently used the mantle ; Ibr the Jews used it, as yoa may read 
of Elias's mantle, &c. ; the Chaldeans also used it, as yea may read in 
Dlodonis ; the Egyptians likewise used it, as you may read in Herodotus, and 
may be gathered by the description of Berenice, in the Greek Commentary, 
upon Calliroacbus ; the Greeks also used it anciently, as appeared by Venus's 
mantle, lined with stars, though afterward tliey changed the fbnn thereof 
into their cloaks, called Pallai, as some of the Irish also use: and the 
ancient Latins and Romans used it, as you may read in Virgil, who wa* 
a very great antiquary, that Evander, when JEneas came to him at his fbast, 
did entertain and feast him sitting on the ground, and lying on mantles: in- 
somuch as he useth the very word mantile for a mantle,— 

• Humi mantilla stemnnt :» 

eo that it seemeth the mantle was a general habit to moat nations, and not 
proper to the Scythians only.** 

Spencer knew the convenience of the said mantle, as housing, bedding, and 
clothing. 

^^Ireiu Because the commodity doth not countervail the discommodity: 
for the inconveniences which thereby do arise are maeh more many ; for it 
is a fit house for an outlaw, a meet bed for a rebel, and an apt cImUc for a 
thief. First, the outlaw, being for his many crimes and villanies banished 
from the towns and houses of honest men, and wandering in waste places, 
Tm IVom danger of law, maketh his mantle his house, and under it oovereth 
himself from the wrath of Heaven, flrom the oflfbnoe of the earth, and flrom the 
sight of men. When it raineth it is his penthouse ; when it bloweth it is his 
tent ; when it freezeth it is his tabernacle. In summer he can wear it loose; 
in winter be can wrap it close ; at all times he can use it ; never heavy, never 
Gombersoma. Iiikewise for a rebel it is as serviceable; ibr in this vrar that 
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rery handy, as I never put my arms into the sleeves ; 
they are as good as new, though come Hoiantide next 
I've had it these seven years ; it holds on by a single 
button round my neck, cloak-fashion. To look at me 
you would hardly think " poor Thady" was the father 
of Attorney Quirk ; he is a high gentleman, and never 
minds what poor Thady says, and having better than 
fifteen hundred a year, landed estate, looks down upon 
honest Thady ; but I wash my hands of his doings, and 
is I have lived so will I die, — true and loyal to the family. 
The family of the Rackrents is, I am proud to say, one 
of the most ancient in the kingdom.-. Everybody knows 
this is not the old family name, which was O'Shaughlin, 
related to the kings of Ireland — ^but that was before my 
time. My grandfather was driver to the great Sir Pat- 
rick O'Shaughlin, and I heard him, when I was a boy, 
telling how-- the Castle Rackrent estate came to Sir 
Patrick ; Sir Tallyhoo Rackrent was cousin-german to 
him, and had a fine estate of his own, only never a gate 
upon it, it being his maxim that a car was the best gate. 
Poor gentleman ! he lost a fine hunter and his life, at last, 
by it, all in one day's hunt. But I ought to bless that day, 
for the estate came straight into the family, upon one 
condition, which Sir Patrick O'Shaughlin at the time took 
sadly to heart, they say^ but tHought better of it after- 
ward, seeing how large a stake depended upon it, — that 
he should, by act of parliament, take and bear the sur- 
name and arms of Rackrent. 

Now it was that the world was to see what was in 
Sir Patrick. On coming into the estate he gave the finest 
entertainment ever was heard of in the country ; not a 
man could stand after supper but Sir Patrick himself, who 
could sit out the best man in Ireland, let alone the three 
kingdoms itself. He had his house, from one year's 
end to another, as full of company as ever it could hold, 
and fuller ; for rather than be left out of the parties at 
Castle Rackrent, many gentlemen, and those men of the 
first con*feequence and landed estates in the country, — such 
as the O'Neils of Ballynagrotty, and the Moneygawls of 
Mount Juliet's Town, and O'Shannons of New Town 
Tullyhog, — made it their choice, often and often, when 

he maketh (if at least it deserves tbe name ofwarV when he still flieth from 
his foe, and lurketh in the thick woods (thia should be black bogs) and 
straight passages waitinf tat advantages, it is his hed, yea, axul almost bta 
Itoosehold staa." 
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there was no moon to be had for love nor money, in 
long: winter nights, to sleep m the chicken-house, which 
Sir Patrick had fitted up for the purpose of accommo- 
dating his friends and the public in general, who hon- 
oured him with their company unexpectedly at Castle 
Rackrent ; and this went on I can't tell you how long — 
the whole country rang with his praises — Long life to 
him ! I'm sure I love to look upon his picture, now op- 
posite to me; though I never saw him, he must have 
been a portly gentleman — his neck something short, and 
remarkable for the largest pimple on his nose, which, 
by his particular desire, is still extant in his picture, said 
to be a striking likeness, though take» when young. He 
is said also to be the inventor of raspberry whiskey ; 
which is very likely, as nobody has ever appeared to 
dispute it with him, and as there still exists a broken 
punch-bowl at Castle Rackrent, in the garret, with an 
inscription to that effect — a great curiosity. A few 
days before his death he was very merry ; it being his 
honour's birth-day, he called my grandfather in, God 
bless him ! to drink the company's health, and filled a 
bumper himself, but could not carry it to his head, on 
account of the great shake in his hand ; on this he cast 
his joke, saying, " What would my poor father say to 
me if he was to pop out of the grave and see me now t 
I remember when I was a httle boy, the first bumper of 
claret he gave me after dinner, how he praised me for 
carrying it so steady to my mouth. Here's my thanks 
to him — a bumper toast." Then he fell to singing the 
favourite song he learned from his father — for the last 
time, poor gentleman ; he sung it that night as loud and 
as hearty as ever, with a chorus : 

** He that goes to bed, and goes to bed sober. 
Falls as the leaves do, ftlls as the leaves do, and dies in October; 
But he that goes to bed| and goes to bed mellow, 
Lives as he ought to do, lives as he ought to do, and dies an honest fellow." 

Sir Patrick died that night : just as the company rose 
to drink his health with three cheers, he fell down in a 
sort of fit, and was carried off: they sat it out, and were 
surprised, on inquiry in the morning, to find that it was 
all over with poor Sir Patrick. Never did any gentle- 
man live and die more beloved in the country by rich 
and poor. His funeral was such a one as was never 
known before or since in the coimty ! All the gentle- 
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men in the three counties were at it ; far and near how 
they flocked I my great-grandfather said, that to see all 
the women even in their red cloaks, you would have 
taken them for the army drawn out. Then such a £ne 
vsrhillaluh ! you might have heard it to the farthest end 
of the county, and happy the man who could get but a 
sight of the hearse ! But who'd have thought it ? just as 
all was going on right, through his own town they were 
passing, when the body was seized for debt : a rescue 
was apprehended from the mob, but the heir, who at- 
tended the funeral, was against that, for fear of conse- 
quences, seeing that those villains who came to serve 
acted under the disguise of the law : so, to be sure, the 
law must take its course, and little gain had the creditors 
for their pains. First and foremost, they had the curses 
of the country; and Sir Murtag h Rac krent, the new 
heir, in the next place, on acciTum oTlRis affront to the 
body, refused to pay a shilling of the debts, in which he 
was countenanced by all the best gentlemen of property, 
and others of his acquaintance : Sir Murtagh alleging m 
all companies, that he all along meant to pay his father's 
debts of honour, but the moment the law was taken of 
him there was an end of honour to be sure. It was 
whispered (but none but the enemies of the family be^ 
lieved it), that this was* all a sham seizure to get quit of 
the debts, which- he had bound himself to pay inhonoun 
It's a long time ago, there's no saying how it was, but 
this for certain, the new man did not take at all after 
the old gentleman ; the cellars were never filled after his 
death, and no open house, or any thing as it used to be ; 
the tencmts eveh were sent away without their whiskey. 
I was ashamed myself, and knew not what to s^y for 
the honour of the family ; but I made the best of a bad 
case, and laid it all at my lady's door, for I did not like 
her anyhow, nor anybody else ; she was of the family 
of the Skinflints, and a widow ; it was a strange match 
for Sir Murtagh ; the people in the country thought he 
demeaned himself greatly, but I said nothmg : I knew 
how it was ; Sir Murtagh was a great lawyer, and looked 
to the ^eat Skinflint estate ; there, however, he over- 
shot himself; for though one of the co-heiresses, he was 
never the better for her, for she outlived him many's the 
long day — he could not see that to be sure when he mar- 
ried her. I must say for her, she made him the best 
of wives, being a very notable stirring woman, and 
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looking close to every thing. But I always suspected 
she h^ Scotch blood in her veins ; any thing else I 
could have looked over in her from a regard to the 
family. She was a strict observer for self aind servants 
of lent, and all fast-days, but not holydays. One of the 
maids having fainted three times the last day of lent, to 
keep soul and body together we put a morsel of roast 
beef in her mouth, which came from Sir Murtagh's din- 
ner, who never fasted, not he ; but somehow or other it 
unfortunately reached my lady's ears, and the priest of 
the parish had a complaint made of it the next day, and 
the poor girl was forced as soon as she could walk to do 
penance for it, before she could get any peace or abso- 
lution, in the house or out of it. However, my lady 
was very charitable in her own way. She)iad a charity- 
school for poor children, where they were taught to read 
and write gratis, and where they were kept well to 
spinning gratis for my lady in return ; for she had always 
nieaps of duty-yam from the tenants, and got all her 
household linen out of the estate from first to last ; for 
after the spinning, the weavers on the estate took it in 
hand for nothing, because of the looms my lady's interest 
could get from the linen board to distribute gratis. Then 
there was a bleach-vard near us, and the tenant dare 
refuse my lady nothing, for fear of a lawsuit Sir Mur- 
tagh kept hanging over, him about the water-course. 
With these ways of managing. His surprising how cheap 
my lady got things done, an^ how proud she was of it. 
Her table, the same way, kept for next to nothing, — duty- 
fowls, and duty-turkeys, and duty-geese came as fast as 
we could eat 'em ; for my lady kept a sharp look-out, 
and knew to a tub of butter every thing the tenants had, 
all round. They knew her way, and what with fear of 
driving for rent and Sir Murtagh's lawsuits, they were 
kept in such good order, they never thouffht of coming 
near Castle Rackrent without a present of something or 
other—nothing too much or too little for my lady — eggs, 
honey, butter, meal, fish, game, grouse, and herrings, 
fresh or salt, all went for something. As for their young 
pigs, we had them, and the best bacon and hams they 
could make up, with all younff chickens in spring; but 
they were a set of poor wretches, and we had nothing 
but misfortunes with them, always breaking and running 
away. This, Sir Murtagh and my lady said, was all 
their former landlord Sur Patrick's fault, who let 'em 
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all get the half-year's rent into arrear ; theje was some* 
thing in that to be sure. But Sir Murtagh was as much 
the contrary way ; for let alone making English tenants 
of them, every soul, he was always driving and driving 
and pounding and pounding, and canting and canting 
and replevying and replevying, and he made a gocMJ 
living of trespassing cattle; there was always som* 
tenant's pig, or horse, or cow, or calf, or goose tres 
passing, which was so great a gain to Sir Murtagh that 
he did not like to hear me talk of repairing fences. 
Then his heriots and duty- work brought him in some- 
thing, his turf was cut, his potatoes set and dug, his hay 
brought home, and, in short, all the work about his house 
done for nothing; for in all our leases there were strict 
clauses heavy with penalties, which Sir Murtagh knew 
well how to enforce : so many days' duty- work of man and 
horse from every tenant he was to have, and had, every 
year ; and when a man vexed him, why, the finest day 
he could pitch on, when the cratur was getting in his 
own harvest, or thatching his cabin, Sir Murtagh made 
it a principle to call upon him and his horse ; so he taught 
'em all, as he said, to know the law of landlord and 
tenant. As for law, I believe no man, dead or alive^ 
efver loved it so well as Sir Murtagh. He had once six- 
teen suits pending at a time, and I never saw him so 
much himself; roads, lanes, bogs, wells, ponds, ell-wires, 
orchards, trees, tithes, vagrants, gravelpits, sandpits, 
dung-hills, and nuisances, every thing upon the face of 
the earth furnished him good matter for a suit. He used 
to l)oast that he had a lawsuit for every letter in the 
alphabet. How I used to wonder to see Sir Murtagh in 
the midst of the papers in his office ! Why, he couM 
hardly turn about for them. I made bold to shrug my 
shoulders once in his presence, and thank my stars 1 
was not born a gentleman to so much toil and trouble ; 
but Sir Murtagh took me up short with his old proverb, 
" Learning is better than house or land." Out of forty- 
nine suits which he had, he never lost one but seven- 
teen ; the rest he gained with costs, double costs, treble 
costs sometimes ; but even that did not pay. He was a 
very learned man in the law, and had the character of 
it ; but how it was I can't tell, these suits that he carried 
cost him a power of money; in the end he sold some 
hundreds a year of the famSy estate ; but he was a very 
learned man in the law, and I know nothing of the matter, 
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except having a ^eat regard for the family; and I 
could not help grieving when he sent me to post up 
notices of tht sale of the fee-simple of the lands and ap- 
purtenances of Timoleague. " I know, honest Thady," 
says he, to comfort me, ^ what Fm about better than 
you do ; I'm only selling to get the ready money want- 
ing to carry on my suit with spirit with the Nugents of 
Carrickashaughhn." 

He was very sang[uine about that suit with the Nugents 
of Carrickashaughlin. He could have gained it, they 
say, for certain, had it pleased Heaven to have spared 
him to us, and it would have been at the least a plump 
two thousand a year in his way ; but things were or- 
dered otherwise, for the best to be sure. He dug up a 
fairy-mount* against my advice, and had no luck after- 
ward. Though a learned man in the law, he was a lit- 
tle too incredulous in other matters. I warned him that 
I heard the very Bansheef that my grandfather heard 
under Sir Patrick's window a few days before his death. 
But Sir Murtagh thought nothing of the Banshee, nor of 
his cough with a spitting of blood, brought on, I under- 
stand, by catching cold in attending the courts, and over- 
straining his chest with making himself heard in one of 
his favourite causes. He was a great speaker, with a 
powerful voice ; but his last speech was not in the courts 
at all. He and my lady, though both of the same way of 
thinking in some thhigs, and though she was as good a 
wife and great economist as you could see, and he the 
best of husbands, as to looking into his affairs, and 
making money for his family ; yet I don't know how it 
was, they had a great deal of sparring and jarring between 
them. My lady had her privy purse, and she had her 
weed-ashes, and her sealing-money upon the signing of 
all the leases, with something to buy gloves besides; 
and besides, again, often took money from the tenants, 

* Th*?40 fairy miriL^Lii 19 aro called ant-bills in England. They are held in 
htgih rflt^rent.'-p by ihn cmibinon people in Ireland. A gentleman, who in lay. 
Jng'fiai M* lawn hiil (icctiNiaii to level one of theae hillocks, could not prevail 
B]«Mi niiy of tijH lytK}iir< n lo begin the ominoas work. He was obliged to lake 
a ivy from on? ofi\K-[T rtlueuint bands, aAd begin the attack himseir. The 
labuun^rsa^rneeii ihat Ebt' vengeance of the fairies would fall upon the head 
0f tbt pnaHumpluouii riiufidl wbo first disturbed ihem in their retreat. 

t The Eni\»htie la a »]iriM«t of aristocratic fbiry, who, in the shape of a little 
1)ldet>ii4 old vruiTiiii]. hut \w'in known to appear, and heard to sing in a moom- 
fill soiiGniaiTEnLE roiizd, uiidtir Lbe windows of great houses, to warn the family 
thai HtiTjit: or L^^^iii nri' bchirir in die. In the last century every great family in 
IreEjtni! had a Baci-^^hce, \'^hti attended regularly; hot latterly their viaita and 
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if offered properly, to speak for them to Sir Murtagh 
about abatements and renewals. Now the weed-ashes 
and the glove-money he allowed her clear perquisites; 
though once when he saw her in a new gown saved out 
of the weed-ashes, he told her to my face (for he could 
say a sharp thing) that she should not put on her weeds 
before her husband's death. But in a dispute about an 
abatement, my lady would have the last word, and Sir 
Murtagh grew mad; I was within hearing of the door, 
and now I wish I had made bold to step in. He spoke 
so loud the whole kitchen was out on the stairs. All 
on a sudden he stopped and my lady too. Something 
has surely happened, thought I — and so it was, for Sir 
Murtagh in his passion broke a blood-vessel, and all the 
law in the land could do nothing in that case. My lady 
sent for five physicians, but Sir Murtagh died, and waj^ 
buried. She had a fine jointiure settled upon her, and 
took herself away to the great joy of the tenantry. I 
never said any thing one way or the other, while she 
was part of the family, but got up to see her go at three 
o'clock in the morning. " It's a fine morning, honest 
Thady," says she ; " good-by to ye," and into the car- 
riage she stepped, without a word more, good or bad, or 
even half a crown ; but I made my bow, and stood to see 
her safe out of sight, for the sake of the family. 

Then we were all bustle in the house, which made me 
keep out of the way, for I walk slow and hate a bustle ; 
but the house was all hurry-skurry, preparing for my 
new master. Sir Murtagh, I forgot to notice, had no 
childer,* so the Rackrent estate went to his younger 
brother, a young dashing officer, who came among us 
before I knew for theTifeoTme whereabouts I was, in a 
gig or some of them things, with ahother spark along 
with him, and led horses, and servants, and dogs, and 
scarce a place to put any Christian of them into ; for my 
late lady had sent all the feather-beds off before her, and 
blankets and household linen, down to the very knife- 
cloths, on the cars to Dublin, which were all her own, , 
lawfully paid for oiit of her own money. So the house < 
was quite bare, and my, young master, the moment ever 
he set foot in it out of his gig, thought all those things 
must come of themselves, I believe, for he never looked 

* CnUder.—ThiB ia the manner in »vhich many of Thady'i ranic, and otbers 
n Itelmd, formerly pronounced Uie word children' 



CASTLE RACKRINT. 25 

after any thing at all, but harum-scarum called for every 
thing, as if we were conjurers, or he in a pubUc-house. 
For my part, I could not bestir myself anyhow ; I had 
been so much used to my late master and mistress, aU 
was upside down with me, and the new sei^rants m the 
servants' hall were quite out of my way ; I had nobody 
to talk to, and if it had not been for my pipe and to- 
bacco, should, I veynh^ believe, have broke my heart for 
poor Sir MurtaghJr^ 

But one morninginy new master cauo^t a glimpse of 
me as I was looking at his horse's heels, in hopes of a 
word from him. '^ And is that old Thadv 1** says he, as 
he got into his gig. I loved him fi>om that day to this, 
his voice was so like the family ; and he threw me a 
guinea out of his waistcoat pocket, as he drew up the 
reins with the other hand, his horse rearing too ; I thought 
I never set my eyes on a finer figure of a man, quite an- 
other sort from Sir Murtagh, though withal, to me, a 
family likeness. A fine Ufe we should have led had he 
staid among us, God bless him ! He valued a guinea 
as little as any man: money to him was no more than 
dirt, and his gentleman and groom, and all belonging to 
him, the same ; but the sporting season over, he grew 
tired of the place, and havmg got down a great arcmtect 
for the house, and an improver for the grounds, and seen 
their plans and elevations, he fixed a day for settling with 
the tenants, but went off in a whirlwind to town, just as 
some of them came into the yard in the morning. A 
circular letter came next post from the new agent, with 
news that the master was sailed for England, and he must 
remit 500/. to Bath for his use before a fortnight was at 
an end ; bad news stiU for the poor tenants, no change 
still for the better with them. Sir Kit Rackrgnt, my 
young master, left all to the agent ; and thougfi he had 
the spirit of a prince, and lived away to the honour of his 
country abroad, which I was proud to hear of, what were 
we the better for that at home I The agent was one of 
your-middle men,* who grind the face of the poor, and 

* MidtUe-men.'^Thefre yta» a data of men tenned middle-men In Ireland* 
who took large ftrma on long leases flrom gentlemen of landed property, and 
set the land again in small portions to the poor, as under-tenants, at exorbitant 
rentsw The htai landlord^ as he unu called, seldom saw his under-tenanU ; 
bat if he could hot get the middle-man to pay him his rent punctoally, he went 
to kia land, and drove the land for his rent ; that is to say, he sent his stew- 
ard or bailiff; or driver, to the land to seize the cattle, hay, com, flax, oats, or 
potatoes belonging to the under-tenantS| and pruoeeded to sell these Ux hi* 
Vol. I.— B 
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can never bear a man with a hat upon his head : he fer- 
reted the tenants out of their lives,— not a week without 
a call for money, drafts upon drafts from Sir Kit ; but I 
laid it all to the fault of the agent ; for, says I, what can 
Sir Kit do with so much cash, and he a single man ? but 
still it went. Rents must all be paid up to the day, and 
afore ; no allowance for improving tenants, no consider- 
ation for those who had built upon their farms : no sooner 
was a lease out, but the land was advertised to the high- 
est bidder, all the old tenants turned out, when they spent 
their substance in the hope and trust of a renewal from 
the landlord. All was now set at the highest penny to 
a parcel of poor wretches, who mean to run away, and 
did so, after taking two crops out of the ground. Then 
fining down the year's rent came into fasluon — any thing 
for the ready penny ; .and with all this, and presents to 
the agent and the driver, there was no such thing as 
standing it. I said nothing, for I had a regard for the 
family ; but I walked about thinking if his honour Sir 
Kit knew all this, it would go hard with him but he'd see 
us righted ; not that I had any thing for my own share 
to complain of, for the agent was always very civil to 
me when he came down into the country, and took a 
great deal of notice of my son Jason. Jason Quirk, 
though he be my son, I must say, was a good scholar 
from his birth, and a very 'cute lad; I thought to make 
him a priest, but he did better for himself: seeing how 
he was as good a clerk as any in the county, the agent 
gave him his rent accounts to copy, which he did first 
of all for the pleasure of obliging the gentleman, and 
would ts^e notning at aU for his trouble, but was always 
proud to serve the family. By-and-by a good farm bound- 
ing us to the east fell into his honour's hands, and my 
son put in a proposal for it : why shouldn't he, as well 
as another ? The proposals all went over to the master 
at the Bath ; who knowing no more of the land than the 

rent : it sometimes bappened tliat these unfortonate tenants paid their rent 
twice over, — once to the middle-man, and once to the head landlord. 

The characteristics of a middie-man voeret servility to his superiors, and 
tyranny towards his inferiors : the poor detested this race of beihgs. In 
speaking to them, however, they always used the most abject language, and 
the most humble tone and postur»— ** Please yovr Jumour," and *'■ Please your 
honour's honotar/' they knew most be repeated as a charm at the begiiming 
and end of every equivocating, exculpatory, or supplicatory sentence ; and 
they were much more alert in doffing their rape to these new men than to 
those of what thev call good old families. A witty carpenter once termed 
tiiese middle-men';;oMm<ymej» gemiUmen. 
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child unborn, only having once been ont a-gronsing oft 
it before he went to England, and the yalue of lands, as 
the agent informed him, falling every year in Ireland, his 
honour wrote over in all haste a bit of a letter, sayimr 
he left it all to the agent, and that he must set it as weS 
as he could to the best bidder, to be sure, and send him 
over 200/. by return of post : with this the agent gave 
me a hint, and I spoke a good word for my son, and gave 
out in the country that nobody need bid against us. So 
his {H-oposal was just the thing, and he a good tenant ; 
and he got a promise of an abatement in the rent after 
the first jrear, for advancing the half-year's rent at sign- 
ing the lease, which was wanting to complete the agent's 
20^. by the return of the post ; with all which my master 
wrote back he was well satisfied. About this time we 
learned from the agent, as a great secret, how the money 
went so fast, and the reason of the thick coming of the 
master's drafts : he was a little too fond of play ; and 
Bath, they say, was no place for a young man of his 
fortune, where there were so many of*^ his own country- 
men too haunting him up and down, day and night, who 
had nothing to lose. At last, at Christmas, the agent 
-wrote over to stop the drafts, for he could raise no more 
money on bond or mortgage, or from the tenants, or 
anyhow, nor had he any more to lend himself, and de- 
sired at the same time to decline the agency for the fu- 
ture, wishing Sir Kit his health and ha]^iness, and the 
compliments of the season, fori saw the letter before ever 
it was sealed, when my son copied it When the answer 
came, there was a new turn in afiairs, and the agent was 
turn^ out; and my son Jason, who had corresponded 
privately with his honour occasionally on business, was 
forthwith desired by his honour to take the accounts into 
his own hands, and look them over till further orders. 
It was a very spirited letter to be sure : Sir Kit sent his 
service, and the compliments of the season, in return to 
the agent, and he would fight him with pleasure to- 
morrow, or any day, for sending him such a letter, if he 
was born a gentleman, which he was sorry (for both 
their sakes) to find (too late) he was not. Tnen, in a 
private postscript, he condescended to tell us that all 
would be speedily settled to his satisfaction, and we 
should turn over a new leaf, for he was going to be 
married in ajoxtnight to thrgr^est heiress in England, 
and had only imme£ate occasion at preset for 200/., as 
3 B2 



^0 CASTLE RACERENT* 

he would not choose 'to touch his lady's fortone for 
travelling expenses home to Castle Rackrent, where he 
intended to be, wind and weather permitting, early in the 
next month ; and desired fires, and the house to be 
painted, and the new building to go on as fast as possible 
for the reception of him and his lady before that time ; 
with several words besides in the letter, which we could 
not make out, because, God bless him ! he wrote in such 
a flurry. My heart warmed to my new lady when I read 
this; I was almost, afraid it was too good news' to be 
true ; but the girls fell to scouring, and it was well they 
did, for we soon saw his marriage in the paper to a lady 
with I don't know how many tens of thousand pounds 
to her fortune. Then I watched the post-oflice for his 
landing ; and the news came to my son of his and the 
bride being in DubUn, and on the way home to Castle 
Rackrent. We had bonfires all over the country, ex- 
pecting him down the next day, and we had his coming 
of age still to celebrate, which he had not time to do 
properly before he left the country ; therefore a great 
ball was expected, and great doings upon his coming, as 
it were, fresh to take possession of his ancestors' es- 
tate. I never shall forget the day he came home : we 
had waited and waited all day long till eleven o'clock at 
night, and I was thinking of sending the boy to lock the 
gates, and giving them up for that night, when there 
came the carriages thundering up to the great hall-door. 
I got the first sight of the bride ; for when the carriage* 
door opened, just as she had her foot on the steps, I held 
the flam full in her face to Ught her, at which she shut her 
eyes, but I had a full view of the rest of her ; and greatly 
shocked I was, for by that light she was httle better than 
a blackamoor, and seemed crippled, but that was only 
sitting so long in the chariot. " You're kindly welcome 
to Castle Rackrent, my lady," says I (recollecting who 
she was) ; " did your honour hear of the bonfires 1" His 
honour spoke never a word, nor so much as handed her 
up the steps — ^he looked to me no more like himself 
than nothing at all ; I know I took him for the skeleton 
of his honour. I was not sure what to say next to one 
or t'other, but seeing she was a stranger in a foreign 
country, I thought it but right to speak cheerful to her ; 
80 I went back again to the bonfires. " My lady," says 
I, as she crossed the hall, " there would have been fifty 
times as many, but for fear of the horses and frightening 
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your ladyship : Jason and I forbid them, please your 
honour.^ With that she looked at me a little oewildered. 
** Will I have a fire lighted in the state-room to-night t" 
was the next question I put to her, but never a word she 
answered ; so 1 concluded she could not speak a word of 
English, and was from foreign parts. The short and the 
long of it was, I couldn't teU what to make of her; so I 
left her to herself, and went straight down to the ser- 
vants' hall to learn something for certain about her. Sir 
Kit's own man was tired, but the groom set him a-talk- 
ing at last, and we had it all out before ever I closed my 
eyes that night. The bride might well be a great for- 
tune—she was a Jewish^ by ail accounts, who are famous 
for their great riches. I had never seen any of that 
tribe or nation before, and could only gather that she 
spoke a strange kind of EngUsh of her own, that she 
could not abide pork or sausages, and went neither to 
church nor mass. " Mercy\ipon his honour's poor soul !" 
thought I, <* what will become of him and his, and all of 
us, with his heretic blackamoor at the head of the Castle 
Rackrent estate!" I never slept a wink all night for 
thinking of it ; but before the servants I put my pipe in 
my mouth, and kept my mind to myself; for I had a 
great regard for the family ; and after this, when strange 
gentlemen's servants came to the house, and would l^- 
gin to talk about the bride, I took care to put the best 
foot foremost, and passed her for a nabob in the kitchen, 
which accounted for h^ dark complexion and every 
thing. 

The very morning after they came home, however, I 
saw how things were plain enough between Sir Kit and 
my lady, though they were walking tojfether arm-in-arm 
after breakfast, looking at the new buildingi«And the im- 
provements. " Old Thady," said my master, just as he 
used to do, "how do you dol" — "Very well, I thank 
your honour's honour," said I ; but I saw he was not 
well pleased, and my heart was in my mouth as I walked 
alonc^ after him. — ^''Is the large room damp, Thady V 
said his honour. — "Oh, damp, your honour ! how should 
it but be as dry as a bone," says I, " after all the fires we 
have kept in it day and night? it's the barrack-room 
your honour's talking on." — " And what is a barrack- 
room, pray, my dear 1" were the first words I ever heard 
out of my lady's lips. — " No mqlter, my dear !" said he, 
and went on talking tp me, asbuned Uke l.shmtfd wit* 
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ness her ignorance. To be sure, to hear her talk, one 
might have taken her for an innocent, for it was, "What's 
this. Sir Kit !" and " What's that, Sir Kit 1" aU the way we 
went. To be sure. Sir Kit had enough to do to answer 
her. "And what do you eall that. Sir Kit ?" said she, 
** that, that looks like a pile of black bricks, pray, Sir 
Kit V — ^** My turf-stack, my dear," said my master, and 
bit his Hp. " Where have you lived, my lady, all your 
life, not to know a turf-stack when you see it," thought 
I, but I said nothing. Then, by-and-by, she takes out 
her glass, and begins spying over the country. " And 
what's all that black swamp out yonder. Sir Kit ?" says 
she.—** My bog, my dear," says he, and went on whis- 
tling. — ** It's a very ugly prospect, my dear," says she. — 
" You don't see it, my dear," says he, " for we've planted 
it out ; when the trees grow up in summer-time — " says 
he. — ^ Where are the trees," said she, " my dear 1" still 
looking through her glass. — " You are blind, my dear," 
says he ; "what- are these under your eyesi" — "These 
shrubs?" said she.— " Trees," said he. — "Maybe they 
are what you call trees in Ireland, my dear," says she ; 
" but they are not a yard high, are they ?"— " They were 
planted out but last year, my lady," says I, to soften 
matters between them, for I saw she was going the way 
to make his honour mad with her ; " they are very weu 
grown for their age, and you'll not see the bog of Ally- 
ballycarricko'shaughlin at all at all through the screen, 
when once the leaves come tfut. But, my lady, you 
must not quarrel with any part or parcel of Allybadlyw 
carricko'shaughlin, for you don't know how many hun- 
dred years that same bit of bog has been in the family; 
we would not part with the bog of Allyballycarrick- 
o'shaughlin upon no account at all ; it cost the late Sir 
Murtagh two hundred good pounds to defend his title to 
it and boundaries against the O'Leary's, who cut a road 
through it." Now one would have thought this would 
have been hint enough for my lady, but she fell to laugh- 
ing like one out of their right mmd, and made me say 
the name of the bog over for her to get it by heart a 
dozen times ; then she must ask me how to spell it, and 
what was the meaning of it in English — Sir Kit standing 
by whistling all the ^^le ; I verily believe she laid the 
comer-stone of all her future misfortunes at that very 
instant; but I said no more, only looked at Sir Kit. 
There weie no baUs, no dinners, no doings ; the coun- 
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try was all disappointed — Sir Kit's gentleman said in a 
whisper to me, it was all my lady*s own fault, because 
she was so obstinate about the cross. *^ What cross,** 
says I, " is it about her being a heretic?" — ^** Oh, no such 
matter," says he; "my master does not mind her here- 
sies, but her diamond cross ; it's worth I can't, tell you 
how much ; and she has thousands of English pounds 
concealed in diamonds about her, which she as good as 
promised to give up to my master before he married, but 
now she won't part with any of them, and she must take 
the consequences." 

Her honeymoon, at least her Irish honeymoon, was 
scarcely well over, when his honour one morning said 
to me, " Thady, buy me a pig !" and then the sausages 
were ordered, and here was the first open breakine-out 
of my lady's troubles. My lady came down herself into 
the kitchen to speak to the cook about the sausages, and 
desired never to see them more at her table. Now my 
master had ordered them, and my lady knew that. The 
cook took my lady's part, because she never came down 
into the kitchen, and was young and innocent in house- 
keeping, which raised her pity ; besides, said she, at her 
own table, surely, my lady should order and disorder 
what she pleases ; but the cook soon changed her note, 
for my master made it a principle to have the sausa^s, 
and swore at her for a Jew herself, till he drove her fairly 
ou^ of the kitchen ; then, for fear of her place, and be- 
cause he threatened that my lady should give her no dis- 
charge without the sausages, she gave up, and from that 
day forward always sausages, or bacon, or pig-meat in 
some shape or other, went up to table ; upon which my 
lady shut herself up in her own room, and my master 
said she might stay there, with an oath : and to make 
sure of her, he turned the key in the door, and kept it 
ever after in his pocket. We none of us ever saw or 
heard her speak for seven years after that :* he carried 

* This part of tbe history of the Rackrent family can scarcely be ttkought 
credible ; but in justice to honest Thady, it is hoped the reader will recollect 
tbe histiNry of the celebrated Lady Cathcart's conjugal imprisonment. The 
editor was acquainted with Colonel M'Guire, Lady Cathcart's husband ; he has 
latdy seen and questioned the maid-servant who lived with Colonel M'Guire 
dorinf the time of Lady Cathcart's imprisonment. Her ladyship was locked 
up in her own house for many years ; during which period her husband waa 
visited by the neighbouring gentry, and it was his regiiUir custom at dinner 
to send his compliments to Lady Cathcart, informing her that the company had 
the honour to drink her ladyship's health, and begging to know whether there 
was aay thing tt taUe that sbe would like to eat; tbe answer was always 
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her dinner himself, llien his honour had a great deal 
of company to dine with him, and balls in the house, and 
was as gay and gallant, and as much himself, as before 
he was married ; and at dumer he always drank my Lady 
Rackrent's good health, and so did the company, and he 
sent out always a servant, with his compliments to my 
Lady Rackrent,and the company was drinking her lady- 
ship's health, and begged to know if there was any thing 
at table he might send her ; and the man came back, after 
the sham errand, with my Lady Rackrent's compliments, 
and she was very much obliged to Sir Kit — she did not 
wish for any thing, but drank the company's health. 
The country, to b« sure, talked and wondered at my 
lady's being shut up, but nobody chose to interfere or 
ask any impertinent questions, for they knew my master 
was a man very apt to give a short answer himself, and 
likely to call a man out for it afterward ; he was a famous 
shot ; had killed his man before he came of age, and 
nobody scarce dared loc^ at him while at Bath. Sir 
Kit's character was so well known in the country, that 
he lived in peace and quietness ever after, and was a 
great favounte with the ladies, especially when in pro- 
cess of time, in the fifth year of her confinement, my 
Lady Rackrent fell ill, and took entirely to her bed, and 
he gave out that she was now skin and bone, and could 
not last through the winter. In this he had two phy- 
sicians' opinions to back him (for now he called in two 

" Lady Cathcart'i eompUments, and she has every thing she wants." An in- 
stance of honesty in a poor Irish woman deserves to be recorded :— Lady 
Cathcart had some remarkably fine diamonds, which she had concealed from 
her husband, and which she was anxious to get out of the house, lest he 
should discover them. She had neither servant nor firiend to whom she could 
intrust them ; but she had observed a poor beggar woman, wlu) used to r^me 
to the house ; she spoke to her from the window of the room in which she 
was confined ; the woman promised to do what she desired, and Lady Gath- 
cart threw a parcel, containing the jewels, to her. The poor woman carried 
them to the person to whom they were directed ; and several years after- 
ward, when Lady Cathcart recovered her liberty, she received her diamonds 
safely. 

At Colonel M'Guire's death her ladyship was released. The editor, within 
this year, saw the gentleman who accompanied her to England after her hus- 
band's death. When she flriA was told of his death, she imagined that the 
news was not true, and that it was told only with an intention of deceiving 
her. At his death she had scarcely clothes sufficient to cover her : she virore 
a red wig. looked scared, and her understanding seemed stupiiled ; she said 
that she scarcely knew one human creature tieom another : her impnaonroent 
lasted above twenty years. These tfircumstanees may appear strange to an 
English reader ; but there is no danger in tlie present times that any individual 
should exercise such tyranny as C<rioneI M*Guireta with impunity, the 
power being now all in the huids of government, and there being no possi- 
bility of obtaining ftom parliament an act of indenmity ftr any arneltiea. 
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physicians for her), and tried all his arts to get the dia- 
mond cross from her on her death-bed, and to get her to 
make a will in his favour of her separate possessions ; 
but there she was too tough for him. He used to swear 
at her behind her back, after kneeling to her to her face, 
and'cali her, in the presence of his gentleman, his stiff- 
necked Israelite, though before he married her, that same 
gentleman told me he used to call her (how he could 
bring it out I dont know) " my pretty Jessica !" To be 
sure, it must have been hard n)r her to guess what sort 
of a husband he reckoned to make her. When she was 
lying, to all expectation, on her death-bed of a broken 
heart, I could not but pity her, though she was a Jewish ; 
and considering too it was no fault of hers to be taken 
with my master so young as she was at the Bath, and so 
fine a gentleman as Sir Kit was when he courted her; 
and considering too, after all they had heard and seen of 
him as a husbemd, tiiere were now no less than three 
ladies in our coxuky talked of for his second wife, all at 
da^ers drawing with each other, as his gentleman swore, 
at the balls, for Sir Kit for their partner, — I could not 
but think them bewitched ; but they all reasoned with 
themselves that Sir Kit would make a good husband to 
any Christian but a Jewish, I suppose, and especially as 
he was now a reformed rake ; ana it was not known how 
my lady's fortune was settled in her will, nor how the 
Castle Rackrent estate was all mortgaged, and bonds out 
against him, for he was never cured of his gaming tricks ; 
but that was the only fault he had, God bless him. 

My lady had a sort of fit, and it was given out she 
was dead, by mistake: this brought things to a sad 
crisis for my poor master,— one of the three ladies 
showed his letter to her brother, and claimed his prom- 
ises, while another did the same. I don't mention 
names. Sir Kit, in his defence, said he would meet any 
man who dared to question his conduct, and as to the 
ladies they must settle it among them who was to be 
his second, and his third, and his fourth, while his first 
was still alive, to his mortification and theirs. Upon 
this, as upon all former occasions, he had the voice of 
the country with him, on account of the great spirit and 
propriety he acted with. He met and shot the first 
lady's brother; the next day he called out the second, 
who had a wooden leg; and their place of meeting by 
appointment being in a new-ploughed field, the wooden- 
B3 
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le^ man stuck fast in it. Sir Kit, seeing his situation^ 
with great candour fired his pistol over his head ; upon 
which the seconds interposed, and convinced the parties 
there had been a slight misunderstanding between them ; 
thereupon they shook hands cordially, and went home 
to dinner together. This gentleman, to show the world 
how they stood together, and by the advice of the friends 
of both parties, to re-establish his sister's injured reputa- 
tion, went out with Sir Kit as his second, smd carried 
his message next day to the last of his adversaries : I 
never saw him in such spirits as that day he went out — 
sure enough he was within ames-ace of getting quit 
handsomely of all his enemies ; but unluckily, after hit- 
ting the toothpick out of his adversary's finger and thumb, 
he received a ball in a vital part, and was brought home, 
in Uttle better than an hour after the affair, speechless 
on a hand-barrow, to my lady. "We got the key out of 
his poeket the first thing we did, and my son Jason ran 
to unlock the barrack-room, where my lady had been 
shut up for seven years, to acquaint her with the fatal 
accident. The surprise bereaved her of her senses at first, 
nor would she believe but we were putting some new 
trick upon her, to entrap her out of the ^jewels, for a 
great while, till Jason bethought himself of taking her 
to the window, and showed her the men bringing Sir 
Kit up the avenue upon the hand-barrow, which had im- 
mediately the desired effect ; for directly she burst into 
tears, and pulling her cross from her bosom, she kissed 
it with as great devotion as ever I witnessed ; and lifting 
up her eyes to heaven, uttered some ejaculation, which 
none present heard ; but I take the sense of it to be, she 
relumed thanks for this unexpected interposition in her 
favour when she had least reason to expect it. My 
master was greatly lamented ; there was no life in him 
when we lifted him off the barrow, so he was laid out 
immediately, and waked the same night. The country 
was all in an uproar about him, and not a soul but cried 
shame upon his murderer ; who would have been hanged 
surely, if he could have been brought to his trial while 
the gentlemen in the country were up about it ; but he 
very prudently withdrew himself to the Continent be- 
fore the affair was made public. As for th& young 
lady who was the immediate cause of the fatal acci- 
dent, however innocently, she could never show her 
head after at the balls in the county or any place ; and 
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by the adyice of her friends and phjrsicians, she was 
ordered soon after to Bath, where it was expected, if 
anywhere on this side of the .grave, she would meet 
with the recovery of her health and lost peace of mind. 
As a proof of his great popularity, I need only add, that 
there was a song made upon my master's untimely death 
in the newspapers, which was in everybody's mouth, 
singing up and down through the country, even down 
to the mountains, only three days after his unhappy 
exit. He was also greatly bemoaned at the Curragh, 
where his cattle were well known; and all who had 
taken up his bets formerly were particularly inconso- 
lable fof his loss to society. His stud sold at the cant at 
the greatest price ever known in the county ; his favourite 
horses were chiefly disposed of among his particular 
friends, who would give any price for them for his sake, 
but no ready money was required by the new heir, who 
wished not to displease any of the gentlemen of the 
neighbourhood just upon his coming to settle among 
them ; so a long credit was given where requisite, and 
the cash has never been gathered in from that day to this. 
But to return to my lady : — She got surprisingly well 
after my master's decease. No sooner was it known 
for certain that he was dead, than all the gentlemen 
within twenty miles of us came in a body, as it were, 
to set my lady at liberty, and to protest against her con- 
finement, which they now for the first time understood 
was against her own consent. The lad ies too were as at- 
tentive as possible, striving who should be foremost with 
their morning visits ; and they that saw the diamonds 
spoke very handsomely of them, but thought it a pity 
they were not bestowed, if it had so pleased God, upon 
a lady who would have become them better. All these 
civilities wrought little with my lady, for she had taken 
an unaccountable prejudice against the country, and 
every thing belonging to it, and was so partial to her 
native land, that after parting with the cook, which she 
did immediately upon my master's decease, I never 
knew her easy one instant, night or day, but when she 
was packing up to leave us. Had she meant to make 
any stay in Ireland, I stood a ffreat chance of being a 
great favourite with her: for when she found I under- 
stood the weathercock, she was always finding some 
pretence to be talking to me, and asking me which way 
the wind Uew, and was it likely, did I think, to continue 
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fair for England. But when I saw she had made up her' 
mind to spend the rest of her days upon her own in- 
come and jewels in England, I considered her quite as 
a foreigner, and not at all any longer as part of the 
family. She gave no veils to the servants at Castle 
Rackrent at parting, notwithstanding the old proverb of 
" as rich as a Jew,''* which, she being a Jewish, they built 
upon with reason. But from first to last she brought 
nothing but misfortunes among us ; and if it had not been 
all along with her, his honour Sir Kit would have been 
now alive in all appearance. Her diamond cross was, 
they say, at the bottom of it all ; and it was a shame for 
her, being his wife, not to show more d\ity, and to have 
given it up when he condescended to ask so often for 
such a bit of a trifle in his distresses, especially when 
he all along made it no secret he married for money. 
But we will not bestow another thought upon her. This 
much I thought it lay upon my conscience to say, in 
justice to my poor master's memory. 

'Tis an ill wind that blows nobody no good — the same 
wind that took the Jew Lady Rackrent over to England 
brought over the new heir to Castle Rackrent. 

Here let mie pause for breath in my story, for though 
I had a great regard for eveiy member of the family, 
yet without compare Sir ConoUy, commonly called, for 
short, among his friends, Sir Condy Rackrent, was ever 
my great favourite, and indeed the most universally be- 
loved man I had ever seen or heard of, not excepting 
his great ancestor Sir Patrick, to whose memory he, 
among other instances of generosity, erected a hand- 
some marble stone in the church of Castle Rackrent, 
setting forth in large letters his age, birth, parentage, 
and many other virtues, concluding with the comph- 
ment so justly due, that " Sir Patrick Rackrent hved and 
died a monument of old Irish hospitahty.^ 
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HISTORY or SIR CONOLLY RACKRXNT. 

Sir Condy Rackrent, by the grace of God heir at 
law to the Castle Rackrent estate, was a remote branch 
of the family : bora to little or no foitune of his own, 
he was bred to the bar ; at which, having many friends 
to push him, and no mean natural abilities of his own, 
he doubtless would, in process of time, if he could have 
borne the drudgery of that study, have been rapidly made 
king's counsel, at the least; but things were disposed of 
otherwise, and he never went the circuit but twice, ^d 
then made no figure for want of a fee, and being unable 
to speak in public. He received his education chiefly 
in the college of Dublin ; but before he came to years 
of discretion lived in the country, in a small but slated 
house, within view of the end of the avenue. I remem* 
ber him barefooted and headed, running through the 
stre ^t of O'Shaughlin's town, and playing at pitch-and- 
toss, ball, marbles, and what not, with the boys of the 
town, among whom my son Jason was a great favourite 
with him. As for me, he was ever my white-headed 
boy : often's ihe time when I would call in at his father's, 
where I was always made welcome; he would slip 
down to me in the kitchen, and love to sit on my knee, 
while I told him stories of the family, and the blood 
from which he was spnmg, and how he might look for- 
ward, if the then present man should die without childer, 
to being at the head of the Castle . Rackrent estate. 
This was thei) spoke quite and clear at random to please 
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the child, but it pleased Heaven to accomplish my pro« 
phecy afterward, which gave him a great opinion of my 
judgment in business. He went to a little grammar 
school with many others,' and my son among the rest, 
who was in his class, and not a little useful to him in 
his book learning, which he acknowledged with grati- 
tude ever after. These rudiments of his education thus 
completed, he got a horseback, to which exercise he 
was ever addicted, and used to gallop over the country 
while yet but a slip of a boy, under the care of Sir Kit's 
huntsman, who was very fond of him, and often lent 
him his gun, and took him out a shooting under his own 
eye. By these means he became well acquainted and 
popular among the poor in .the neighbourhood early; 
for there was not a cabin at which he had not stopped 
some morning or other, along with the huntsman, to 
drink a glass of burnt whiskey out of an eggshell, to do 
mm go^ and warm his heart, and drive the coM out 
ol his stomach. The old people always told him he 
was a great likeness of Sir Patrick ; which made him 
first have an ambition to take after him, as far as his 
fortune should allow. He left us when of an age to 
enter the college, and there completed his education 
and nmeteenth year; for as he was not bom to an 
estate, his friends thought it incumbent on them to give 
him the best education which could be had for love or 
money ; and a grieat deal of money consequently was 
spent upon him at college and Temple. He was a very 
little altered for the worse by what he saw there of the 
great world ; for when he came down into the coimtry 
to pay us a visit, we thought him just the same man as 
ever, hand and glove with every one, and as far from 
hig:h, though not without his own proper share of family 
pnde, as any man ever you see. Latterly, seeing how 
Sir Kit and the Jewish lived together, and that there 
was no one between him and the Castle Rackrent estate, 
he neglected to apply to the law as much as was ex- 
pected of him ; and secretly many of the tenants, and 
others, advanced him cash upon his note of hand value 
received, promising bargains of leases and lawful in- 
terest should he ever come into the estate. All this 
was kept a great secret, for fear the present man, hear- 
ing of it, should take it into his head to take it ill of 
poor Condy, and so should cut him off for ever by levy- 
ing a fine, and suffering a recovery to dock the entail 
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Sir Mnrtagh would have been the man for that; hot 
Sir Kit was too much taken up philandering to consider 
the law in this casei or any other. These practices I 
have mentioned to account for the state of his affairsf 
I mean Sir Condy's, upon his coming into the Castle 
Rackrent estate. He could not command a penny of 
his first yearns income ; which, and keeping no accounts, 
and the great sight of company he did, with many other 
causes too numerous to mention, was the origin of his 
distresses. My son Jason, who was now estabtished 
agent, and knew every thinr, explained matters out of 
the face to Sir Conolly, and made him sensible of bis 
embarrassed situation. With a great nominal rent-roll, 
it was almost all paid away in interest ; which being 
for convenience suffered to run on, soon doubled the 
principal, and Sir Condy was obliged to pass new bonds 
for the interest, now grown principal, and so on. While 
this was going on, my son requiring to be paid for his 
trouble, and many years' service in the family gratis, and 
Sir Condy not willing to take his affairs into his own 
hands, or to look them even in the face, he gave my son 
a bargain of some acres, which fell out of lease, at a 
reasonable rent. Jason set the land, as soon as his lease 
was sealed, to under-tenants to make the rent, and got 
two hundred a year profit rent ; which was little enough 
considering his long agency. He bought the land at 
twelve years' purchase two years afterward, when Sir 
Condy was pushed for money on an execution, and was 
at the same time allowed for his improvements thereon* 
There was a sort of hunting-lodge upon the estate, con^ 
venient to my son Jason's land, which he had his eye 
upon about this time ; and he was a little jealous of Sir 
Condy, who talked of setting it to a stranger, who was 
just come into the country — Captain Moneygawl w»«i 
the man. He was son and heir to the Moneygawls of 
Mount Juliet's town, who had a great estate in the next 
county to ours ; and my master was loath to disoblige 
the young gentleman, whose heart was set upon the 
lodge ; so he wrote him back, that the lodge was at his 
service, and if he would honour him with his company 
at Castle Rackrent, they could ride over together some 
morning, and look at it before signing the lease. Ac« 
cordingly the captain came over to us, and he and Sir 
Condy grew the greatest friends ever you see, and were 
for ever out a shooting or hunting together, and were 
4 
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very merry in the evening^ and Sir Condy was invited 
of course to Mount Juliet's town ; and the family inti- 
macy that had been in Sir Patrick's time was now re- 
collected, and nothing wbuld serve Sir Condy but he 
must be three times a week at the least with his new 
friends, whi/ch grieved me, who knew by the canitain's 
groom and4:entleman how they talked pf him amount 
Juliet's town, making him quite, as one may say, a 
laughing*stock and a butt for the whole^o<^pany ; but 
they were soon cured of that by an accident that sur- 
prised 'em not a httle, as it did me. There was a bit of 
a scrawl found upon the waiting-maid of old Mr. Money- 
gawl's youngest daughter, Miss Isabella, that laid open 
the whole ; and her father, they say, was like one out 
of his right mind, and swore it was the last thing he 
ever should have thought of, when he invited my master 
to his house, that his daughter should think of such a 
match. But their talk signified not a straw, for as Miss 
Isabella's maid reported, her young mistress was fallen 
over head and ears in love with Sir Condy from the 
first time that ever her brother brought him into the 
house to dinner: the servant who waited that day be- 
hind my master's chair was the first who knew it, as he 
says, though it's hard to believe him, for he did not tell 
till a great while afterward ; but, however, it's likely 
enough, as the thing turned out, that he was not far out 
of the way ; for towards the middle of dinner, as he 
says, they were talking of stage-plays, having a play- 
house, and being great play-actors at Mount Juliet's 
town ; and Miss Isabella turns short to my master and 
says, **Have you seen the play-bill, Sir Condy ?" — " No^ 
I have not," said he. — "Then more shame for you," 
said the captain her brother, "not to know that my 
sister is to play Juliet tO'jiight, who plays it better than 
any woman on or off the stage in all Ireland." — ^ I am 
very happy to hear it," said Sir Condy ; and there the 
matter dropped for the present. But Sir Condy all this 
time, and a great while afterward, was at a terrible non- 
plus ; for he had no liking, not he, to stage-plays, nor 
to Miss Isabella either ; to his mind, as it came out over 
a bowl of whiskey punch at home, his little Judy M'Quirk, 
who was daughter to a sister's son of mine, was worth 
twenty of Miss Isabella. He had seen her often when 
he stopped at her father's cabin to drink whiskey out of 
the eggshell, out hunting, before he came to the estate. 
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and as she gave out, was( under something like a prom- 
ise of marriage to her. Anyhow, I could not but pity 
my poor master, who was so bothered between them, 
and he an easy-hearted man, that could not disoblige 
nobody, Grod bless him ! To be sure, it was not his 
place to behave ungenerous to Miss Isabella, who had 
disobliged all her relations for his sake, as he remarked ; 
and then she was locked up in her chamber, and forbid 
to think of him any more, which raised his spirit, because 
his family was, as he observed, as good as theirs at any 
rate, and the Rackrents a suitable match for the Money- 
gawls any day in the year : all which was true enough ; 
but it grieved me to see, that upon the strength of all 
this. Sir Condy was growing more in the mind to carry 
off Miss Isabella to Scotland, in spite of her relations, as 
she desired. 

"It's all over with our poor Judy!" said I, with a 
heavy sigh, making bold to speak to him one night when 
he was a little cheerful, and standing in the servants' 
hall all alone with me, as was often his custom. " Not 
at all," said he; "I never was fonder of Judy than at 
this present speaking ; and to prove it to you," said he— 
and he took from my hand a halfpenny, change that I had 
just got along with my tobacco— " and to prove it to 
you, Thady," says he, " it's a toss-up with me which I 
should marry this minute, her or Mr. Moneygawl of 
Mount Juliet's town's daughter — so it is." — " Oh, boo ! 
boo !"* says I, making light of it, to see what he would 
go on to next ; " your honour's joking, to be sure ; there's 
HO compare between our poor Judy and Miss Isabella, 
who has a great fortune, they say." — " I'm not a man to 
mind a fortune, nor never was," said Sir Condy, proudly, 
•* whatever her friends may say ; and to make short of 
ft," says he, •* I'm come to a determination upon the 
spot ;" with that he swore such a terrible oath as made 
me cross myself; "and by this book," said he — snatch- 
ing up my ballad book, mistaking it for my prayer book, 
which lay in the window — " and by this book,'' says he, 
" and by ail the books that ever were shut and opened, 
it's come to a toss-up with me, and I'll stand or fall by 
the toss ; and so, Thady, hand me over that pin\ out of 
the ink-horn," and he makes a cross on the smooth side of 

* Boo ! boo I an exclamation equivalent to pshatTy or nangense. 

* tm^ read pen. It formerty was Talfarly pronounced pin. in Ireland 



42 CASTLE RACKRENT. 

the halfpenny—" Jody M'Quirk," says he, "her mark."* 
God bless him ! his hand was a little unsteadied by all the 
whiskey^punch he had taken, but it was plain to see his 
heart was for poor Judy. My heart was all as one as in 
my mouth when I saw the halfpenny up in the air, but I 
said nothing at all ; and when it came down, I was glad 
I had kept myself to myself* for to be sure now it was all 
over with poor Judy. "Judy's out a luck," said I, 
striving to laugh. "I'm out a luck," said he; and I 
never saw a man look so cast down : he took up the half* 
penny off the dag, and walked away quite sober-like by 
the shock. Now, though as easy a man you would 
think as any in the wide world, there was no such thing 
as making him unsay one of these sort of vows,t which 
he had learned to reverence when young, as I well re* 
member teaching him to toss up for bog-berries on my 
knee. So I saw the aifair was as good as settled be* 
tween him and Miss Isabella, and I had no more to say 
but to wish her joy, which I did the week afterward, 
upon her return from Scotland with -my poor master. 

My new lady was young, as might be supposed of a 
lady that had been carried oiF, by her own consent, to 
Scotland ; but I could only see her at first through her 
veil, which, from bashfulness or fashion, she kept over 
her face. " And am I to walk through all this crowd of 
people, my dearest love ?" said she to Sir Condy, mean- 
ing us servants and tenants, who had gathered at the 
back gate. " My dear," said Sir Condy, " there's nothing 
for it but to walk, or to let me carry you as far as tha 
house, for you see the back road is too narrow for a 
carriage, and the great piers have tumbled down across 

* Her mark.—\L was the custom in Ireland for those who could not writQ 
to make a cross to stand for their signature, as was ftM-merly the practice of 
our English monarchs. The editor inserts the fac-simile of an Irish mark, 
which may hereafter be valuable to a judicious antiquary— 
Her 
Judy X M'Quirk 
mark. 

In bonds or notes signed in this manner a witness is reqi^te, as the 
name is frequently written by him or her. 

t Fouw.— It has been maliciously and unjustly kinted, that the lower 
classes of the people in Ireland pay but little regard to oaths ; yet it is certain 
that some oaths, or vows, have great power over their mind^. Sometknes 
they swear they will be revenged on some of their neighbours— this is an 
oath that they are never known to break. But what is infinitely more ex-, 
traordinary and luaccountable, they sometimes make and keep a vow against 
whiskey ; these vows are usually lUnited to a short time. A woman who 
has a drunken husband is most fortunate if she can prevail upon him to go to 
the priest, and make a vow against whiskey Ibra yeariOr «niaiitbsQ( « st9^ 
W n day. 
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the front approach ; so there's no driving the right way 
by reason of the ruins." — " Plato, thou reasonest well !*• 
said she, or words to that effect, which I could no ways 
understand ; and again, when her foot stumbled against a 
broken bit of a car- wheel, she cried out, ^ Angels and 
ministers of grace defend us [" Well, thought I, to be 
sure, if she's no Jewish like the last, she is a mad woman 
for certain, which is as bad: it would have been as well 
for my poor master to have taken up with poor Judy, 
who is in her right mind, anyhow. 

She was dressed like a mad woman, moreover, more 
than like any one I ever saw afore or since ; and I could 
not take my eyes off her, but still followed behind her, 
and her feathers on the top of her hat were broke going 
in at the low back door, and she pulled out her little 
bottle out of her pocket to smell to when sbe found her- 
self in the kitchen, and said, *' I shall faint with the heat 
of this odious, odious place." — ** My dear, it's only three 
steps across the kitchen, and there's a fine air if your 
veil was up," said Sir Condy, and with that threw back 
her veil, so that I had then a full sight of her face ; she 
had not at all the colour of one going to faint, but a fine 
complexion of her own, as I then took it to be, though 
her maid told me after it was all put on; but even com- 
plexion and all taken in, she was no way, in point of 
good looks, to compare to poor Judy ; and with all she 
had a quality toss with her; but maybe it was my over- 
partiality to Judy, into whose place I may say she stepped, 
that made me notice all this. To do her justice, how- 
ever, she was, when we came to know her better, very 
liberal in her housekeeping, nothing at all of the skin- 
flint in her; she left every thing to the housekeeper; 
and her own maid, Mrs. Jane, who went with her to 
Scotland, gave her the best of characters for generosity. 
She seldom or ever wore a thing twice the same way, 
Mrs. Jane told us, and was always pulling her things to 
pieces, and giving them away, never being used, in her 
father's house, to think of expense in any thing ; and 
she reckoned, to be sure, to go on the same way at 
Castle Rackrent ; but when I came to inquire, I learned 
that her father was so mad with her for running off, after 
his locking her up and forbidding her to think any more 
of Sir Condy, that he would not give her a farthing ; and 
t was lucky for her she had a few thousands of her own, 
which had been left to her by a good grandmother, and 
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these were very convenient to h^gin with. My master 
and my lady set out in great style ; they had the finest 
coach and chariot, and horses and liveries, and cut the 
greatest dash in the county, returning their wedding 
visits ; and it was immediately reported that her father 
had undertaken to pay all my master's debts, and of 
course all his tradesmen gave him a new credit, and 
every thing went on smack smooth, and I could not but 
admire my lady's spirit, and was proud to see Castle 
Rackrent s^ain in all its glory. My lady had a fine 
taste for building, and furniture, and playhouses, and she 
turned every thing topsy-turvy, and made the barrack- 
room into a theatre, as she caUed it, and she went on as 
if she had a mint of money at her elbow ; and to be sure 
I thought she knew best, especially as Sir Coi\dy said 
nothing to it one way or the other. All he asked, God 
bless him ! was to live in peace and quietness, and have 
his bottle or his whiskey-punch at night to himself. 
Now this was little enough, to be sure, for any gentle- 
man ; but my lady couldn't abide the smell of the whiskey- 
punch. ** My dear," says he, ** you liked it well enough 
before we were married, and why not now 1"—" My 
dear," said she, " 1 never smelt it, or I assure you I 
should never have prevailed upon myself to marry you." 
— ** My dear, I am sorry you did not smell it, but we cant 
help that now," returned my master, without putting 
himself in a passion, or going out of his way, but just 
fair and easy helped himself to another glass, and drayok 
it off to her good health. All this the butler told me, 
who was going backwards and forwards unnoticed with 
the jug, and hot water, and sugar, and all he thought 
wanting. Upon my master's swallowing the last glass 
of whiskey-punch, my lady burst into tears, calling him 
an ungrateful, base, barbarous wretch ! and went off into 
a fit of hysterics, as I think Mrs. Jane called it, and my 
-poor master was greatly frightened, this being the first 
thing of the kind he had seen ; and he fell straight on 
his knees before her, and, like a good-hearted cratur as 
he was, ordered the whiskey-punch out of the room, 
and bid 'em throw open all the windows, and cursed him- 
self: and then my lady came to herself agahi, and when 
she saw him kneeling there bid him get up, and not 
forswear himself any more, for that she was sure he did 
not love her, nor never had: this we learned from Mrs. 
Jane, who was the only person left present at all this. 
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^ My dear," retarxM my master, thinking to be rare of 
Judy, as well he might, *' whoever told you so is an in- 
cendiary, and m have 'era turned out of the house this 
minute, if youH only let me know which of them it 
was." — " Told me what 1" says my lady, starting upright 
in her chair. — '' Nothing at all, nothing at all," said my 
master, seeing he had overshot himself, and that my 
lady sppke at random ; '* but what you said just now, 
that I did not love you, Bella; who told vou thati" — 
''My own sense," said she, and she put her handkerchief 
to her face, and leaned back upon Mrs. Jane, and fe]l to 
sobbing as if her heart would break. — ^*' Why now, Bella, 
this is very strange of you," said my poor master ; " if 
nobody has told you nothing, what is it you are taking 
on for at this rate, and exposing yourself and me for this 
way 1" — " Oh, say no more, say no more ; every word 
you say kills me," cried my lady ; and she ran on like 
one, as Mrs. Jane says, raving, " Oh, Sir Condy, Sir 

Condy! I that had hoped to tod in you ^•'— "Why 

now, faith, this is a little too much ; do, Bella, try to 
recollect yourself, my dear; am not I your husband, 
and of your own choosing ; and is not that enough !" 
— " Oh, too much I too much !" cried my lady, wringing 
her hands. — ^" Why, my dear, come to your right senses, 
for the love of heaven : see, is not the whiskey-punch, 
jug, and bowl, and all, gone out of the room long ago 1 
What 18 it, in the wide world, you have to complain of 1" 
But still my lady sobbed and sobbed, and called herself 
the most wretched of women ; and among other out-of- 
the-way provoking things, asked my master was he fit 
for company for her, and he drinking all night t This 
nettling him, which it was hard to do, he replied, that 
as to drinking all night, he was then as sober as she was 
herself, and that it was no matter how much a man 
drank, provided it did no ways affect or stagger him : 
that as to being fit company for her, he thought himself 
of a family to be fit company for any lord or lady in the 
land, but that he never prevented her from seeing and 
keeping what company she pleased, and that he had 
done his best-to make Castle Rackrent pleasing to her 
since her marriage, having always had the house full of 
visiters, and if her own relations were not among them, 
he said that was their own fault, and their pride's fault, 
of which he was sorry to find her ladyship had so un- 
becoming a share. So concluding he took his candle 
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and walked off to his room, atid my lady was in her 
tantarums for three days after ; and would have been so 
much longer, no doubt, but some of her friends, young 
ladies, and cousins, and second cousins, came to Castle 
Rackrent, by my poor master's express invitation, to see 
her, and she was in a hurry to get up, as Mrs. Jane called 
it, a play for them, and so got well, and was as finely 
dressed, and as happy to look at, as ever ; and. all the 
young ladies, who used to be in her room dressing of 
her, said, in Mrs. Jane's hearing, that my lady was the 
happiest bride ever they had seen, and that to be sure a 
love-match was the only thin^ for happiness, where the 
parties could any way afford it. 

As to affording it, God knows it was little they knew 
of the matter; my lady's few thousands could not last 
for ever, especially the way she went on with them, and 
letters from tradesfolk came every post thick and three- 
fold with bills as long as my arm, of years and years 
standing; my son Jason had 'em all handed over to him, 
and the pressing letters were all unread by Sir Condy, 
who hated trouble, and could never be brought to hear 
talk of business, but still put it off and put it off, saying, 
settle it anyhow, or bid 'em call again to-morrow, or 
speak to me about it some other time. Now it was hard 
to find the right time to speak, for in the mornings he 
was a-bed, and in the evenings over his bottle, where no 
gentleman chooses to be disturbed. Things in a twelve- 
month or so came to such a pass there was no making 
a shift to go on any longer, though we were all of us 
well enough used to live from hand to mouth at Castle 
Rackrent. One day, I remember, when there was a 
power of company, all sitting after dinner in the dvisk, 
not to say (^ark, in the drawing-room, my lady having 
rung five times for candles, and none to go up, the house- 
keeper sent up the footman, who went to my mistress, 
and whispered behind her chair how it was. " My lady," 
eays he, " there are no candles in the house." — " Bless 
me," says she, " then take a horse and gallop off as fast 
as you can to Carrick O'Fungus, and get some." — " And 
in the mean time tell them to step into the playhouse, 
and try if there are not some bits left," added Sir Condy, 
who happened to be within hearing. The man was sent 
up again to my lady, to let her know there was no horse 
to go, but one that wanted a shoe. " Go to Sir Condy, 
then; I know nothing at all about the horses," said my 
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lady; "why do you plague me with these thiuffst" 
How it was settled I really forget, but to the best of my 
remembrance, the boy was sent down to my sTon Jason's 
to borrow candles for the night. Another time in the 
winter, and on a desperate cold day, there was no turf 
in for the parlour and above stairs, and scarce enough 
for the cook in the kitchen; the little gossoon^ was sent 
off to the neighbours, to see and beg or borrow some, 
but none could he bring back with him for love or money ; 
so as needs must, we were forced to trouble Sir Condy 
— " Well, and if there's no turf to be had in the town or 
country, why what signifies talking any more about it; 
can't ye go and cut down a tree 1" — " Which tree, please 
your honour t" I made bold to say. — " Any tree at all 
that's good to bum," said Sir Condy ; " send off smart 
and get one down, and the fires lighted, before my lady 
gets up to breakfast, or the house will be too hot to hold 
us." He was always very considerate in all things about 
my lady, and she wanted for nothing while he had it to 
give. Weil, when things were tight with them about 
this time, my son Jason put in a word again about the 
lodge, and made a genteel offer to lay down the pur* 
chase-money to relieve Sir Condy's distresses. Now 
Sir Condy had it from the best authority that there were 
two writs come down to the sheriff against his person, 
and the sheriff, as ill-luck would have it, was no friend of 
bis, and talked how he must do his duty, and how he would 
do it, if it was against the first man in the country, or 
even his own brother; let alone one who had voted against 
him at the last election, as Sir Condy had done. So Sir 
Condy was fain to take the purchase^^money of the lodge 
Uom my son Jason to settle matters ; and sure enough 
it was a good bargain for both parties, for my son bou^t 
the fee-simple of a good house for him and his heirs for 
ever, for little or nothing, and by selling of it for that 
same, my master saved himself from a jail. Every way 
it turned out fortunate for Sir Condy ; for before the money 
was all gone there came a general election, and he being 
80 well beloved in the county, and one of the oldest faml- 

* Gossoon^ a little boy— flrom the French word gartfori' In most Irish 
Ibmilies there used to be a barefooted gossoon, who was slave to the cook and 
the butler, and who, in fhct, without wages, did ail the hard work of the housa 
GosMODs were always employed as messengers. The editor has known • 
gossoon to go on Ibot, withoat sl)oea or stopklngs, fifty HWe EogUib milM h»» 
^MO somuo and simset. 
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lies, no one had a better right to stand candidate for the 
vacancy ; and he was called upon by all his friends, and 
the whole county I may say, to declare himself against 
the old member, who had little thought of a contest. 
My master did not relish the thoughts of a troublesome 
canvass, and all the ill-will he might bring upon himself 
by disturbing the peace of the county, besides the ex- 
pense, which was no trifle; but all his friends called 
upon one another to subscribe, and they formed them- 
selves into a committee, and wrote all his circular let- 
ters for him, and engaged all his agents, and did all the 
business unknown to him ; and he was well pleased that 
it should be so at last, and my lady herself w,as very san- 
guine about the election ; and there was open house kept 
night and day at Castle Rackrent, and I thought I never 
saw my lady look so well in her hfe as she did at that 
time ; there were grand dinners, and all the gentlemen 
drinking success to Sir Condy till they were carried off; 
and then dances and balls, and the ladies all finishing 
with a raking pot of tea in the morning. Indeed, it was 
well the company made it their choice to sit up all nights, 
for there were not half beds enough for the sights of 
people that were in it, though there were shakedowns 
in the drawing-room always made up before sunrise for 
those that liked it. For my part, when I saw the doings 
that were going on, and the loads of claret that went 
down the throats of them that had no right to be asking 
for it, and the sights of meat that went up to table and 
never came down, besides .what was carried off to one 
or t'other below stairs, I couldn't but pity my poor mas- 
ter, who Was to pay for all ; but I said nothing, for fear 
of gaining myself iU-will. The day of election will come 
some time or other, says I to myself, and all will be over; 
and so it did, and a glorious day it was as any I ever 
had the happiness to see. " Huzza ! huzza ! Sir Condy 
Rackrent for ever !" was the first thing I hears in the 
morning, and the same and nothing else all day, and not 
a soul sober only just when polling, enough to give their 
votes as became 'em, and to stand the browbeating of 
the lawyers, who came tight enough upon us ; and many 
of our freeholders were knocked off, having never a free- 
hold that they could safely swear to, and Sir Condy was 
not wiUing to have any man perjure himself for his sake, 
es was done on the other side, God knows, but no mat- 
ter for that. Some of our friends were dumfounded 
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by the lawyers asking them, Had th^y ever been npon 
the ground where their freeholds lay 1 Now Sir Condy, 
being tender of the consciences of them that had not 
been on the ground, and so could not swear to a freehold 
when cross-examined by them lawyers, sent out for a 
couple of cleaves-fuli of the sods of his farm of Gultee- 
shinnagh :* and as soon as the sods came into town he 
set each man upon his sod, and so then ever after, you 
know, they could fairly swear they had been upon the 
ground.f We gained the day by this piece of honesty. 
I thought I should have died in the streets for joy when 
I seed my poor master chaired, and he bareheaded, and 
it raining as hard as it coukl pour ; but all the crowds 
following him up and down, and he bowing and shaking 
hands with the whole town. " Is that Sir Condy Rack- 
rent in the chair ?^ says a stranger man in the crowd. 
— " The same,** says 1 ; " who el9e should it be 1 God 
bless him !"— « And I take it, then, you belong to him t" 
says he. — ^ Not at all," says I, " but I live under him, 
and have done so these two hundred years and upwards, 
me and mine." — " It's lucky for you, then," rejoins he, 
^ that he is where he is ; for was he any whers else but 
in the chair, this minute he'd be in a worse place ; for I 
was sent down on purpose to put him up,| and here's 
my order for so doing in my pocket." It was a writ that 
villain the wine-merchant had marked against my poor 
master for some hundreds of an old debt, which it was 
a shame to be talking of at such a time as this. *' Put it 
in your pocket again, and think no more of it any ways 
for seven years to come, my honest friend," says I; 
*'he's a member of parliament now, praised be God, 
and such as you can't touch him : and if youll take a 
fool's advice, I'd have you keep out of the way this day, 
or you'll run a good chance of getting your deserts 
among my master's friends, unless you choose to drink 

* At St. Patrick's meeting, London, March, 1S06, the Bake of Sussex said he 
bad the honour of bearing an Irish title, and, with the permission of the com- 
pany, he should tell them an anecdote of what he had experienced on his 
travelsw When he was at Rome, he went to visit an Irish seminary, and 
when they heard who he was, and that he had an Iri^ title, some of them 
asked him, *' Please your royal highnese, since you are an Irish peer, will 
you tell us if you ever trod upon Irish ground V* When he told them be had 
not, *' O, then,** said one of the order, " you shall soon do so." Tbey then 
spread some earth, which had been brought (hnn Ireland, oo a marble al 
and made him stand upon it. 

t This was actually done at an election In Ireland. 

i 7b jtut kirn up-^to pat him in jail. 
Vol. L— C 
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his health like everybody else.*/-" Vre no objection io 
that in hfe,'* says he; so we went into one of the public 
houses kept open for my master ; and we had a great 
deal of talk about this thing and that. " And how is it,'^ 
says he, " your master keeps on so well upon his legs t 
I heard say he was off Holantide twelvemonth past."— 
** Never was better or heartier in his life," said I. — " It's 
not that I am after speaking of," said he; "but there 
was a great report of his being ruined*"—" No matter," 
says I, " the^sheriffs two years running were his particu<* 
lar friends, and the sub-sheriffs were both of them gen* 
tlemen, and were properly spoken to ; and so the writs 
lay snug with them, and they, as I understand by my 
son Jason the custom in them cases is, returned the 
writs as they came to them to those that sent *em ; much 
good may it do them ! with a word in Latin, that no such 
person as Sir Condy Rackrent, Bart«, was to be found in 
those parts."*—" Oh, I understand all those ways better, 
no offence, than you,*' says he, laughing; and at the 
same time filling his glass to my master's good health, 
which convinced me he yras a warm friend in his heart 
after all, though appearances were a httle sus^ncious or 
80 at first. " To be sure,** says he, still cutting his joke, 
" when a man's over head and shoulders in debt, he may 
live the faster for it* and the better, if he«goes the right 
way about it ; or else how is it so many Uve on so well, 
as we see every day, after they are ruined 1" — " How is 
it," says I, being a little merry at the time ; " how is it 
but just as you see the ducks in the chicken-yard, just 
after their heads are cut off by the cook, running round 
and round faster than when alive 1" At which conceit 
he fell a laughing, and remarked th^he^ad never had 
the happiness yet to see the chicken-^plSjrat Castle Rack-» 
rent. " It won't be long so, I hope," s^ys I ; " you'll be 
kindly welcome there, as everybody r§ made by my mas- 
ter ; there is not a freer spoken g^leman, or a better 
beloved, hiffh or low, in all IrelandtfT And of what passed 
after this 1^ not sensible, for wflirank Sir Condy's good 
health and the downfall of his enemies till we could 
stand no longer ourselves. And little did I think at the 
time, or till long after, how I was harbouring my poor 
master's greatest of enemies myself. This fellow had 
the impudence, after coming to see the chicken-yard, to 
get me to introduce him to my son Jason ; little more 
than the man that never was born did I guess at his 
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tn^ailiiig by this visit ; he gets him a correct list fairly 
drawn out from my son Jason of all my master's debts, 
and goes straight romid to the creditors and buys them 
mi up, which he did easy enough, seeing the half of them 
never expected to see their money out of Sir Condy's 
hands. Then, when this base-mmded limb of the law, 
hs I afterward detected him in beings grew to be sole 
creditor over all, he takes him out a custodiam on ^m 
the denominations and sub^enominations, and every 
carton and half-^caiton upon the estate ^ and not content 
with that, must have an execution against the master's 
gooda and down to the furniture, though little worth, of 
Castle Rackrent itself. But this is a part of my story 
I'm not come to yet, and it's bad to be forestalling : ill 
news flies fast enough all the world over. 

1*0 go back to the day of the election, which I never 
think of Ipit with pleasure and tears of gratitude for 
those godd times; after the election was quite and 
clean ove^ there comes shoals of people from all parts, 
claiming to have obliged my master with their votes, 
' and putting him in mind of promises which he could 
# never remember himself to have made } one was to have 
' va freehold for each of his four sons ; another was to have 
^4 a renewal of a lease ; another an abatement ^ one came 
to be paid ten guineas for a pair of silver buckles sold 
•* my master on the hustings, which turned out to be no 
better than copper gilt ; another had a long bill for oats, 
the half of which never went into the granary to my 
certain knowledge, and the other half were not fit for 
the cattle to touchy but the bargain was made the week 
before the election, and the coach and saddle horses 
were got into order for the day* besides a vote fairly got 
by them oats ; so no more reasoning on that head ; but 
then there wag no end to them that were telling Sir 
Cond3^he had. engaged to make their sons excisemen, 
or high constables, or the like ; and as for them that had 
WIls td Igiv^n for Ji^or, and beds, and straw, and 
ffi)«nd9, jpfinorses, and postchaises for the gentlemen 
(tiiehmW^^t came from all parts and other countiea 
to vote for my master, and were not, to be sure, to be 
at any charges, there was no standing against all these | 
and, worse than all, the gentlemen of my master's com- 
mittee, who managed aUfor him, and ta&ed how they'd 
bring him in vrithout costing him a penny, and subscribed 
by hmdreds very genteelly, forgot to pay their subscrip* 
& C3 
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Uons, and had laid out in agents and lawyers* fees and 
secret service money the I^rd knows how much ; and 
my master could never ask one of them for their sub- 
scription you are sensible, nor for the price of a fine 
horse he had sold one of them, so it all was left at his 
door. He could never, God bless him again! I say, 
bring himself to ask a gentleman for mopey, despising 
such sort of conversation himself; but othersi who were 
not gentlemen born, behaved very uncivil in pressing 
him at this very time, and all he could do to content 'em 
all was to take himself out of the way as fast as possible 
to Dublin, where my lady had taken a house fitting for 
him as a member Of parliament, to attend his duty in 
there all the winter. I was very lonely when the whole 
family was gone, and all the things they had ordered to 
go, and forgot, sent after them by the car. There was 
then a great silence in Castle Rackrent, dnd I went 
moping from room to room, hearing the doors clap for 
want of right locks, and the wind through tfe broken 
windows that the glazier never would come to mend, 
and the rain coming through the roof and best ceilings 
all over the house for want of a slater, whose bill was 
not paid, besides our having no slates or shingles for 
that part of the old building which was shingled and 
burnt when the chimney took fire, and had been open to 
the weather ever since. I took mys^f to the servants' 
hall in the evening to smoke my pipe as usual, but 
missed the bit of talk we used to have there sadly, and 
ever after was content to stay in the kitchen and boil 
my little potatoes,* and put up my bed there ; and every 
post-day I looked in the newspaper, but no news of my 
master in the House ; he never spoke good or bad ; but 
as the butler wrote down word to my son Jason, was 
very ill used by the government about a place that was 
promised him and never given, after his supporting them 
against his conscience very honourably, and being greatly 
abused for it, which hurt him greatly, he having the nan>e 
of a great patriot in the country before. Tftt house and 
living in Dublin too were not to be had for noffring, and 
my son Jason said, ** Sir Condy must soon be looking 
out for a new agent, for Fve done my part, and can do 
no more ; — if my lady had the bank of Ireland to spend, 

* My little potatoes— Thniy does noC mean, by this expression, Uiat his 
potatoes wore less than other peofde's, or less than the usual sixe : UUU to 
tw.re used only as an Italian dimiBOtive, expressive of fondness^ 
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it would go m one winter, and Sir Condy woqM never 
gainsay her, though he does not care the rind of a 
lemon for her all the while.'* 

Now I could not bear to hear Jason giving out afler 
this manner against the family, and twenty people 
. standing by in the street. Ever since he had lived at 
the lodge of his own, he looked down howsomever, upon 
poor old Thady, and was grown quite a great gentleman, 
and had none of his relations near him ; no wonder he 
was no kinder to poor Sir Condy than to his own kith 
and kin.* In the spring it was the villain that got the 
list of the debts from him brought down the custodiam. 
Sir Condy still attending his my in parliament, and I 
could scarcely believe my own old eyes, or the spectacles 
with which I read it, when I was shown my son Jason's 
name joined in the custodiam ; but he told me it was 
only for form's sake, and to make things easier than if 
all the land was under the power of a total stranger. 
Well, I did not know what to think ; it was hard to be 
talking ill of my own, and I could not but grieve for my 
poor master's fine estate, all torn by these vultures of 
the law ; so I said nothing, but just looked on to see 
how it would all end. 

It was not till the month of June that he and my lady 
came down to the cotintry. My master was pleased to 
take me aside wJth them to the brewhouse that same 
evening, to complain to' me of my son and other matters, 
in which he said he was confident I had neither art nor 
part ; he said a great deal more to me, to wh^/ui ne had 
been fond to talk ever since he was my white-headed 
boy, before he came to the estate ; and all that he said 
about poor Judy I can never forget, but scorn ^to repeat. 
He did not say an unkind word of my lady, but won- 
dered, as well he might, her relations would do nothing 
for him or her, and they in all this mreat distress. He 
did not take any thing long to heart, let it be as it would, 
and had no more malice or thought of the like in him 
than a child that can't speak ; this night it was all out 
of his head before he went to his bed. He took his jug 
of whiskey-punch — my lady was grown quite easy about 
the whiskey-punch by this time, and so I did suppose all 
was going on righfbetwixt them, till I learned the tniUi 
through Mrs. Jane, who talked over their affairs to the 

f * Kith and kin-r-ttaaiiy or irelatioDi. Kin from kind ; kith (hmi wo know 
fllKwhat. ' 
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housekeeper, and I within hearing. The night my mas- 
ter came home, thinking of nothi^ at all but just making 
merry, he drank his bumper toast " to the deserts of that 
old curmudgeon my father-in-law, and all enemies at 
Mount JuUet's town.** Now my lady was no longer in 
the mind she formeriy was, and did no ways reUsh hear- 
ing her own friends abused in her presence, she said. 
" Then why don't they show themselves your friends," 
said my master, " and oblige me with the loan of the 
money I condescended, by your advice, my dear, to ask ? 
It's now three posts since I sent off my letter, desiring 
in the postscript a speedy answer by the return of the 
post, and no account at all from them yet" — " I expect 
they'll write to me next post," sajrs my lady, and that 
was all that passed then ; but it was easy from this to 
guess there was a coolness betwixt them, and with good 
cause. 

The next morning, being post-day, I sent off the gos- 
soon early to the post-ofiice, to see was there any letter 
likely to set matters to rights, and he brought back one 
with the proper post-mark upon it, sure enough, and I 
had no time to examine, or make any conjecture more 
about it, for into the servants' hall pops Mrs. Jane with 
a blue bandbox in her hand, quite entirely mad. " Dear 
ma'am, and what's the matter!" says I. — ^** Matter 
enough," says she ; ^ don't you see my bandbox is wet 
through, and my best bonnet here spoiled, besides my 
lady's, and all l^y the rain coming in through that gallery 
window, that you might have got mended, if you'd had 
any sense, Thady, all the time we were in town in the 
winter." — " Sure I could not get the glazier, ma'am," says 
I. — " You might have stopped it up anyhow," says she. 
— " So I did, ma'am, to the best of my ability ; one of the 
panes with the old pillow-case, and the other with a piece 
of the old stage green curtain ; sure I was as' careful as 
possible all the time you were away, and not a drop of 
rain came in at that window of all the windows in the 
house, all winter, ma'am, when under my care ; and now 
the family's come home, and it's summer time, I never 
thought no more about it, to be sure ; but dear, it's a pity to 
think of your bonnet, ma'am ; but here's what will please 
you, ma'am, a letter from Mount Juliet's town for my 
lady." With that she snatches it from me without a word 
more, and runs up the back stairs to my mistress ; I fol- 
lows with a slate to make up the window. This window 
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was in the long passage, or gallery, as my ladjr gave out 
Drders to have it called, in the gallery leading to my 
master's bedchamber and hers. And when I went up 
with the slate, the door, having no lock, and the bolt 
spoiled, i^as ajar after Mrs. Jane, and as I was busy with 
the window, I heard all that was saying within. 

" Well, what's in your letter, Bella, my dear I" says 
he : " you're a long time spelling it over." — ^** Won't you 
shave this morning. Sir Condy I" says she, and put the 
letter into her pocket. '* I snaved the day before yes- 
terday," says he, " my dear, and that's not what I'm 
thinking of now ; but any thing to obUge you, and to 
have peace and quietness, my dear;" and presently I 
had the glimpse of him at the cracked glass over the 
chimney-piece, standing up shaving himself to please my 
lady. But she took no notice, but went on reading her 
book, and Mrs. Jane doing her hair behind. '* What is 
it you're reading there, my dear t— phoo, I've cat myself 
with this razor ; the man's a cheat that sold it me, but I 
have not paid him for it yet : what is it you're reading 
there 1 did you hear me asking you, my dear 1" — " The 
Sorrows of Werter," replies my lady, as well as I could 
hear. — " I think more of the sorrows of Sir Condy," says 
my master, joking-like. " What news from Mount Ju- 
liet's town 1" — ^* No news," says she, " but the old story 
over again; my friends all reproaching me still for what 
I can't help now." — ** Is it for marrying me 1" said my 
master, still shaving: '* what signifies, as you say, talk- 
ing of that, when it can't be helped now 1" 

With that she heaved a great sigh, that I heard plain 
enough in the passage. '* And did you not use me basely. 
Sir Condy," says she, " not to tell me you were ruined 
before I married you 1" — ** Tell you, my dear," said he ; 
" did you ever ask me one word about it 1 and had not 
you friends enough of your own, that were telling you 
nothing else from morning to night, if you'd have listened 
to them slanders 1" — " No slanders, nor are my friends 
slanderers ; and I can't bear to hear them treated with 
disrespect, as I do," says my lady, and took out her 
pocket handkerchief; ^ they are the best of friends ; and 

if I had' taken their advice But my father was 

wrong to lock me up, I own ; that was the only unkind 
thing I can charge him with; for if he had not locked 
me up, I sho'ild never have had a serious thought of 
.running away, as I did." — " Well, my dear," said mv 



66 oASTti RAtaatvmr. 

master, ** don't cry and make yourself mieasy vboxA H 
now, when it*s all over, and you have the man of your 
own choice, in spite of 'em all." — ** I was too young, I 
know, to make a choice at the time you ran away with 
me, I'm sure," says my lady, and another sigh, which 
made my master, half-shaved as he was, turn round upon 
her in surprise. " Why, Bell," says he, " you can't deny 
what you know as well as I do, that it was at your own 
particular desire, and that twice under your t)wn hand 
and seal expressed, that I should carry you oflf as I did 
to Scotland, and marry you there." — ^"Well, say no 
more about it, Sir Condy,'' said my lady, pettish-like-^ 
*' I was a child then, you know." — ^ And as far as I 
know, you're little better now, my dear Bella, to be talk- 
itu^ in this manner to your husband's /a£;e; but I won't 
tsfe it ill of you, for I know it's something in that letter 
you put into your pocket just now that has set you 
against me all on a sudden, and imposed upon your uup 
derstanding." — ^'' It is not so very easy as you think it. 
Sir Condy, to impose upon my understanding," said my 
lady. — ^" My dear," says he, " I have, and with reason, 
the best opinion of your understanding of any man now 
breathing; and you know I have never set my own in 
competition with it till now, my dear Bella," says he, 
taking her hand from her book as kind as could be— -^ till 
now, when I have the great advantage of being quite 
cool, and you not ; so don't believe one word your friends 
say against your own Sir Condy, and lend me the letter 
out o'" your pocket, till I see what it is they can have to 
say."— ^" Take it then," says she, " and as you are quite 
cool, I hope it is a proper time to request you'll allow 
me to comply with the wishes of all my own friends, 
and return to live with my father and family, during the 
remainder of my wretched existence, at Mount Jmiet's 

ytown." 

^ At this my poor master fell back a few paces, like one 
that had been shot " You're not serious, Bella," says 
he ; " and could you find it in your heart to leave me this 
way in the very middle of my distresses, all alone f 
But recollecting himself after his first surprise, and a 
moment's time for reflection, he said, with a gVeat deal 
of consideration for my lady, " Well, Bella, my dear, I 
believe you are right ; for what could you do at Castle 
Rackrent, and an execution against the goods coming 
dowUf and the furniture to be canted, and an auction in 
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the house all next week! so yod hare my full consent 
to go, since that is your desire, only you must not thi^ 
of my accompanying you, which I could not in honour 
do upon the terms 1 always have heen, since our mar- 
liage, with your friends; besides, I have business to 
transact at home ; so in the mean time, if we are to have 
any breakfasft this morning, let us go down and have it 
for the last time in peace and comfort, Bella.'* 

Then, as I heard my master coming to the passage 
door, I finished fastening up my slate against the broken 
pane ; and when he came out, I wiped down the window 
seat with my wig,* and bade him a good morrow as 
kindly as I could, seeing he was in trouble, though he 
strove and thought to mde it from me. *' This window 
is all racked and tattered,** says I, ^ and it's what I*m 
striving to mend." — ^ It if ail racked and tattered plain 
enough,'* says he, ^ and never mind mending it, honest 
old Thady,'* sa3rs he ; ** it will do well enough for you 
and I, and that's all the company we shall have left in 
the house by-and-by.** — " I*m sorry to see your honour 
so low this morning,** says I ; ** but you'll be better after 
taking your breakfast." — ^**Step down to the servants* 
hall," says he, ^ and bring me up the pen and ink into the 
parlour, and get a sheet of paper from Mrs. Jane, for I 
have business that can't brook to be delayed ; and come 
into the parlour with the pen and ink yourself, Thady, 
for I must have you to witness my signing a paper I have 
to execute in a hurry." Well, while I was getting of the 
pen and ink-horn, and the sheet of paper, I ransacked 
my brains to think what could be the papers my poor 
master could have to execute in such a hurr3l^ he that 
never thought of such a thing as doin^ business afore 
breakfast in the whole course of his life, for any man 
living ; but this was for my lady, as I afterward found, 
and the more genteel of him after all her treatment. 

I was just witnessing the paper that he had scrawled 
over, and was shaking the ink out of my pen upon the 

* Wigs were formerly need instead of Iwoonis in Ireland for aweei^ or 
dustinf tables, stairs, &e. The editor doubted the foct till he saw a labourer 
of the old sehool sweep down a flight of stairs with his wig ; he afterward 
put U on his head again with the oimost eomposure, and said, '* Oh, please 
your honour, it's never a bit the worse." 

It must be acknowledged that these men are not in any danger of catching 
eold by taking off their wigs occasionally, because they usually hare fine crops 
of hair growing under their wigs. The wigs are often yellow, and the hair 
which apuears flrom beneath them black ; the wigs are usually too small, and 
ire nfsad up by the hair beneath, or by the ears of the wsarerSi 
C3 
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carpet, when my lady came in to breakfast, and she 
started as if it had been a ghost; as well she miffht 
when she saw Sir Condy writing at this unseasonable 
hour. " That will do very well, Thady,** says he to me, 
and took the paper I had signed to, without knowing 
what upon the earth it might be, cut of my hands, and 
walked, folding it up, to my lady. 

" You are concerned in this, my Lady Rackrent," says 
he, putting it into her hands ; ** and I beg you'll keep 
this memorandum safe, and show it to your friends the 
first thing you do when you get home ; but put it in your 
pocket now, my dear, and let us eat our breakfast, in 
God's name." — " What is all this 1" said my lady, open- 
ing the paper in great curiosity.—" It's only a bit of a 
memorandum of what I think it becomes me to do when- 
ever I am able," says my master ; " you know my situa- 
tion, tied hand and foot at the present time being, but 
that can't last always, and when I'm dead and gone, the 
land will be to the good, Thady, you know ; and take 
notice, it's my intention your lady should have a clear 
five hundred a year jointure off the estate afore any of 
my debts are paid." — " Oh, please your honour," says I, 
" I can't expect to live to see that time, being now up- 
wards of fourscore years of age, and you a young man, 
and likely to continue so, by the help of God." I was 
vexed to see my lady so insensible too ; for all she said 
was, " This is very genteel of you. Sir Condy. You 
need not wait any longer, Thady ;" so I just picked up 
the pen and ink that had tumbled on the floor, s^d 
heard ray master finish with saying, " You behaved very 
genteel to me, my dear, when you threw all the little 
you had in your own power, along with yourself, into 
my hands ; and as I don't deny but what you may have 
had some things to complain of," — to be sure he was 
thinking then of Judy, or of the whiskey-punch, one or 
t'other, or both, — "and as I don't deny but you may have 
had something to complain of, my dear, it is but fair you 
should have something in the form of compensation to 
look forward to agreeably in future ; besides, it's an act 
of justice to myself that none of your friends,.my dear, 
may ever have it to say against me I married for money, 
ana not for love," — " That is the last thing I should ever 
have thought of saying of you. Sir Condy," said my lady, 
Jooking very gracious. — "Then, my dear," said Sir 
Condy, " we shall part as good Mends as we met; so 
all's right." 
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I was greatly rejoiced to hear tMs, and went out of 
the parlour to report it all to the kitchen. The next 
morning my lady and Mrs. Jane set out for Mount Ju- 
liet's town in the jaunting car: many wondered at my 
lady's choosing to go away, considering all things, upon 
the jaunting car, as if it was only a {mrty of pleasure ; 
but they did not know, till I told them, that ttie coach 
was all broke in the journey down, and no other vehicle 
but the car to be had ; besides, my lady's friends were 
to send their coach to meet her at the cross-roads ; so it 
was all done very proper. 

My poor master was in great trouble after my lady 
left us. The execution came down; and every thing at 
Castle Rackrent was seized by the gripers, and my son 
Jason, to his shame be it spoken, among them. I won- 
dered, for thQ life of me, how he could harden himself to 
do it ; but then he had been studying the law, and had 
made himself Attorney Quirk ; so he brought down at once 
a heap of accounts upon my master's head. To cash 
lent, and to ditto, and to ditto, and to ditto, and oats, 
and IhIIs paid at the milliner's and linen draper's, and 
many dresses for the fancy balls in Dublin, for my lady, 
and all the bills to the workmen and tradesmen for the 
scenery of the theatre, and the chandler's and grocer's 
bills, and tailor's, besides butcher's and baker's, and 
worse than all, the old one of that base wine-merchant's, 
that wanted to arrest my poor master for the amount on 
the election day, for which account Sir Condy afterward 
passed his note of hand, bearing lawful interest from the 
date thereof; and the interest and compound interest 
was now mounted to a terrible deal on many other n6tes 
and bonds for nioney borrowed, and there was, besides, 
hush-money to the sub-sheriffs, and sheets upon sheets 
of old and new attorneys' bills, with heavy balances, as 
performer account furnished, brought forward with in- 
terest thereon ; then there was a powerful deal due to 
the crown for sixteen years' arrear of quit-rent, of the 
town-lands of Carriekashaughhn, with driver's fees, and 
a compliment to the receiver every year for letting the 
quit-rent run on, to oblige Sir Condy, and Sir Kit afore 
mn[i. Then there were bills for spirits and ribands at the 
election time, and the gentlemen of the committee's ac- 
counts unsettled, and their subscription never gathered ; 
and there were cows to be paid for, with the smith and 
larrier's bill to be set against the rent of the demesne* 
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with calf and hay-money; then there was all the servants* 
wages, since I don't know when, coming due to them, 
and sums advanced for them by my son Jason, for clothes, 
and boots, and whips, and odd moneys for sundries ex- 
pended by them in journeys to town and elsewhere, and 
pocket-money for the master continually, and messen- 
gers and postage before his being a parliament man ; I 
canH myself tell you what besides ; but this I know, 
that when the evening came on the which Sir Condy had 
appointed to settle all with my son Jason, and when he 
comes into the parlour, and sees the sight of bills and 
load of papers all gathered on the great dining-table for 
him, he puts his hands before both his eyes, and cried 
out, " Merciful Jasus ! what is it I see before me ?'* 
Then I sets an arm-chair at the table for him, and with 
a deal of difficulty he sits him down, and my son Jason 
hands him over the pen and ink to sign to this man's 
bill, and t'other man's bill, all which he did without 
making the least objections. , Indeed, to give him his 
due, I never seen a man more fair, and honest, and easy 
in all his dealings, from first to last, as Sir Condy, or 
more willing to pay every man his own, as far as he 
was able, which is as much as any one can do. " Well," 
says he, joking-like with Jason, " I wish we could settle 
it all with a stroke of my gray goose-quilL What sig- 
nifies making me wade through all this ocean of papers 
here ; can't you now, who understand drawing out an 
account, debtor and creditor, just sit down here at the 
corner of the table, and get it done out for me, that I 
may have a clear view of the balance, which is all I need 
be talking about, you know 1" — ^** Very true. Sir Condy, 
nobody understands business better than yourself," says 
Jason.—" So I've a right to do, being bom and bred to 
the bar," says Sir Condy. "Thady, do step out and see 
are they bnnging in the things for the punch, for we've 
just done all we have to do for this evening." I goes 
out accordingly ; and when I came back Jason was point- 
ing to the balance, which was a terrible sight to my poor 
master. "Pooh! pooh! pooh!" says he, "here's so 
many naughts they dazzle my eyes, so they do, and put 
me m mind of all I suffered larning of my numeration 
table, when I was a boy, at the day-school along with 
you, Jason-*-*units, tens, hundreds, tens of hundreds. Is 
the punch ready, Thady ?" says he, seeing me. — ^'* Im» 
mediately ; the boy has the jug in his hand; it's coming 
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tip-stsdrs, please vonr honour, as fast as possible,'' says 
I, for I saw his tionour was tired out of his life ; but 
Jason, very short and cruel, cuts me off with — " Don't 
be talking^ of punch yet awhile ; it's no time for punch 
yet a bit-smits, tens, hundreds," goes he on, counting 
over the master's shoulder, units, tens, hundi«ds, thou* 
sands* ** A-a-agh ! hold your hand," cries my master ; 
" where in this wide world am I to find hundreds, or 
units itself, let alone thousands ?" — ^ The balance has 
been running on too long," says Jasoii, sticking to him 
at; I could not have done at the time, if you'd have given 
both the Indies and Cork to boot ; ** the balance has been 
running on too long, and I'm distressed myself on your 
account. Sir Oondy, for money, and the thing must be 
settled now on the spot, and the balance cleared off," 
says Jason. — "I'll thank you if you'll only show me 
how," says Sir Condy. — " There's but one way," says 
Jason, *' and that's ready enough : when there's no cash, 
what can a gentleman do but go to the land !" — •* How 
can you go to the land, and it under custodiam to your- 
self alreaSy," says Sir Condy, " and another custodiam 
hanging over it ? and no one at all can touch it, you 
know, but the custodees." — " Sure, can't you sell, though 
at a loss 1 sure you can sell, and I've a purchaser ready 
for you," says Jason. — ** Have ye so 1" said Sir Condy ; 
** that's a great point gained ; but there's a thing now 
beyond all, that perhaps you don't know yet, Inu'ring 
Thady has let you into the secret."—** Sarrah bit of a 
secret, or any thing at all of the kind, has he learned 
from me these fifteen weeks come St. John's eve," says 
I ; " for we have scarce been upon speaking terms of late ; 
but what is it your honour means of a secret 1" — ** Why, 
the secret of the little keepsake I gave my Lady Racic<* 
rent the morning she left us, that she might not go back 
empty-handed to her friends."—" My Lady Rackrent, I'm 
sure, has baubles and keepsakes enough, as those bills 
on the table will show," says Jason ; *• but whatever it 
is," says he, taking up his pen, " we must add it to the 
balance, for to be sure it can't be paid for."—" No, nor 
can't till after my decease," said Sir Condy ; " that's 
one good thing." Then colouring up a good deal, he 
tells Jason of the menrMrandum of the dye hundred a 
year jointure he had settled upon my lady; at which 
Jason was indeed mad, and said a great deal in very high 
words, that it was using a gentleman^ who had the man- 
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agement of his affairs, and was moreover his pilncipal 
creditor, extremely ill to do such a thing without cor^ 
suiting him, and against his knowledge and consent. To 
all which Sir Ooi^y had nothing to reply, but that upon 
his conscience it was in a hurry and without a moraent^s 
thought on his partf and he was tery sorry for it, but if 
it was to do over again he would do the same } and iie 
appealed to me, and I was ready to give my evidence, if 
that would do, to the truth of all be said. 

So Jason with much ado was brought to agree to a 
compromise. *' The purchaser that I have ready,** says 
he, '* will be much displeased, to be sure, at the encum- 
brance on the land, but I must see and manage him \ 
here's a deed ready drawn up, we have nothing to do but 
to put in the consideration money and our names to it^** 
— ** And how much am I going to sell V-the lands of 
O'Shaxtghlin's town, and the lands of Gruneaghoolaghan, 
and the lands of Crookaghnawaturgh,** says he, just read- 
ing to himselfr— ** and — Oh, murder, Jason! sure you 
won't put this in-^the castle, stable, and appurtenances 
of Castle Rackrent." — ^** Oh, murder !" says I, clapping 
my hands, " this is too bad, Jason."—" Why so,'^ said 
Jason, " when it's all, and a great deal more to the back 
of it, lawfully mine, was I to push for it l**— ** Look at 
him," says I, pointing to Sir Condy, who was Just lean- 
ing back in his arm-chair, with his arms falling beside 
him like one stupified ; " is it you, Jason, that can stand 
in his presence, and recollect all he has been to us, and 
all we have been to him, and yet use him so at the last t" 
— ^^ Who will he find to use him better, I ask you ?" said 
Jason ; '* if he can get a better purchaser, I'm content ; 
I only offer to purchase to make thing^s easy and oblige 
him : though I don't see what compliment I am under, 
if you come to that ; I have never had, asked, or charged 
more than sixpence in the pound, receiver's fees ; and 
where would he have got an agent for a penny less V* 
— " Oh, Jason ! Jason ! how will you stand to this in the 
face of the county and all who know you 1" says I ; ** and 
what will people think and say, when they see you living 
here in Castle Rackrent, and the lawfid owner turned 
out of the seat of his ancestors, without a cabin to put 
his head into, or so much as a potato to eat ?" Jason, 
while I was saying this, and a great deal more, made 
me signs, and winks, and frowns ; but I took no heed, 
for I was grieved and sick at heart for my poor masterr 
and cottklnH but speaks 
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^ Rere*8 the punch,'* says Jason, for the door opened) 
" here's the punch !" Hearing that, my master starts op 
m his bhair, and recollects himself, and Jason uncorks 
the whiskey. ** Set down the jug here," says he, making 
room for it beside the papers opposite to Sir Goody, but 
still not stirring the deed that was to make over alL 
Well, I was in great hopes he had some touch of mercy 
sdNnit him when I saw nim making the punch, and my 
master took a glass ; but JaiBon put it back as he was 
going to fill agadn, saying, •* No, Sir Condy, it sha'n't be 
said of me I got your signature to this deed when you 
were half-seas over : you know, your name and hand- 
writing in that condition would not, if brought before the 
courts, benefit me a straw ; wherefore let us settle all 
before we go deeper into the punch-bowl."—" Settle all 
as you will," said Sir Condy, clapping his hands to his 
ears ; '* but let me hear no more ; I'm bothered to death 
this night"— '* You've only to sign," said Jason, putting 
the pen to him.— "Take all, and be content," said my 
master. So he signed ; and the man who broup^ht in the 
punch witnessed it, for I was not able, but crymg Uke a 
child ; and besides, Jason said, which I was psA of, that 
I was no fit witness, being so old and doting. It was so 
bad with me, I could not taste a drop of the punch itself, 
though my master himself, God bless him ! m the midst 
of his trouble, poured out a glass for me, and brought it 
up to my hps. " Not a drop, I thank your honour's 
honour as much as if I took it though," and I just set 
down the glass as it was, and went out ; and when I got 
to the street-door, the neighbour's childer, who were 
playing at marbles there, seeing me in neat trouble, left 
their play, and fathered about me to know what ailed 
me ; and I told them all, for it was a great retief to me to 
speak to these poor childer, that seemed to have some 
natural feeling left in them : and when they were made 
sensible that Sir Condy was going to leave Castle Rack- 
rent for good and all, they set up a whillalu that coij^ 
be heard to the farthest end of the street ; and one fijie 
boy he was, that my master had given an apple to that 
morning, cried the loudest, but they all were the same 
sorry, for Sir Condy was greatly beloved among the chU- 
der, for letting them go a nutting in the demesne without 
saying a word to them, though my lady objected to them. 
The peq[>le in the town, who were the most of them 
standmg at their doors, hearing the childer cry, would 
6 



64 dASTLE RACKREHT. 

know the reason of it ; and when the report was made 
known, the people one and all gathered in great anger 
against my son Jason, and terror at the notion of his 
coming to be landlord over them, and they cried, " No 
Jason ! no Jason ! Sir Oondy ! Sir Condy ! Sir Condy 
Rackrent for ever !" and the mob grew so great and so 
loud, I was frightened, and made my way back to the 
house to warn my son to make his escape, or hide him* 
self, for fear of the consequences. Jason would not be^ 
lieve me till they came all round the house and to the 
windows with great shouts: then he grew quite pale, 
and asked Sir Condy what had he best do 1 ** 111 tell 
you what youM best do," said Sir Condy, who was 
laughing to see his fright; ''finish your glass first, then 
let's go to the window and show ourselves, and I'll teU 
•em, or you shall, if you please, that I'm going to the 
lodge for change of air for my health, and by my own 
desire, for the rest of my days." — ^** Do so," said Jason, 
who never meant it should have been so, but could not 
refuse him the lodge at this unseasonable time. Ac- 
cordingly, Sir Condy threw up the sash and explained 
matters, and thanked all his friends, and bid 'em look in 
at the punch-bowl, and observe that Jason and he had 
been sitting over it very good friends } so the mob was 
content, and he sent 'em out some whiskey to drink his 
health, and that was the last time his honour's health 
was ever drunk at Castle Rackrent. 

The very next day, being too proud, as he said to me, 
to stay an hour longer in a house that did not belong to 
him, he sets off to the lodge, and I along with him not 
many hours after. And there was great bemoaning 
through all O'Shaughlin's town, which I staid to wit 
ness, and gave my poor master a full account of when I 
got to the lodge. He was very low and in his bed when 
I got there, and complained of a great pain about his 
heart, but I guessed it was only trouble, and all the 
business, let alone vexation, he had gone through of late ; 
aiid knowing the nature of him from a boy, I took my 
pipe, and, while smoking it by the chimney, began tell- 
mghim how he was beloved and regretted in the county, 
and it did him a deal of good to hear it. " Your honour 
has a great many friends yet, that you don't know of, 
rich and poor, in the county," says I; "for as I was 
coming along the road, I met two gentlemen in their own 
carriages, who asked after you, knowing me, and wanted 
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to know where yoa was, and all about yon, and even how 
old I was : thmk of that.** Then he wakened out of his 
doze, and began questioning me who the gentlemen were. 
And the next morning it came into my head to go, un- 
known to anybody, with my master's compliments, 
round to many of the gentlemen^ houses, where he and 
my lad^ used to visit, and people that I knew were his 
great friends, and would go to Cork to serve bim any 
day in the year, and I made bold to try to borrow a trifle 
of cash from them. They all treated me very civil for 
the most part, and asked a great many questions very 
kind about my lady, and Sir Condy, and all the family, 
and were greatly surprised to learn from me Castle Rack- 
rent was sold, and my master at the lodge for health ; 
and they all pitied him greatly, and he had their good 
wishes, if that would do, but money was a thing they un- 
fortunately had not any of them at this time to spare. 
I had my journey for my pains, and I, not used to walk- 
ing, nor supple as formerly, was greatly tired, but had 
the satisfaction of telling my master, when I got to the 
lodge, all the civil things said by high and low. 

" Thady," says he, " all you've been telling me brings 
a strange thought into my head ; I've a notion 1 shall not 
be long for this world anyhow, and I've a great fancy^ to 
see my own funeral afore I die." I was greatly shocked 
at the first speaking, to hear him speak so liffht about his 
funeral, and he to all appearance in good health, but 
recollecting myself, answered, " To be sure it would be 
as fine a sight as one could see, I dared to say, and one 
I should be proud to witness, and I did not doubt his 
honour's would be as great a funeral as ever Sir Patrick 
O'Sbaughiin's was, and such a one as that had never 
been known in the county afore or since." But I never 
thought he was in earnest about seeing his own funeral 
himself, till the next day he returns to it again. " Thady," 
says he, *'as far as the wake* goes, sure! might without 
any great trouble have the satisfaction of seeing a bit of 
my own funeral."-^" Well, since your honour's honour's 
so bent upon it," says I, not willing to cross him, and he 
in trouble, ^ we must see what we can do.^' So he fell 
into a sort of a sham disorder, which was easy done, as 
he k'*;^! his bed and no one to see him ; and I got my 

* A wake ta England i« a meecinc avowedly Ibr roerriimnt ; la Ireland, It ki 
a nocturnal meetlnf avowedly for the purpoae of watebing and bewailing tlio 
da«d ; bad io reality, ft>r goasiping and dobaocbery. 
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shister, who was an old woman very handy about the 
sick, and very skilful, to come up to the lodge to nurse 
him ; and we gave out, she knowing no better, that he 
was just at his latter end, and it answered beyond any 
thing; and there was a great throng of people, men, 
women, and childer, and there being only two rooms at 
the lodge, except what was locked up fuU of Jason's fur- 
niture and things, the house was soon as full and fuller 
than it could hold, and the heat, and smoke, and noise 
wonderful great; and standing among them that were 
near the bed, but not thinking at all of the dead, I was 
startled by the sound of my master's voice from under the 
great-coats^ that had been thrown all at top, and I went 
close up, no one noticmg. " Thady," says he, " I've had 
enough of this ; I'm smothering, and can't hear a word 
of all they're saying of the deceased."—** God bless you, 
and lie still and quiet," says i, ** a bit longer, for my shis- 
ter's afraid of ghosts, and would die on the spot with 
fright, was she to see you come to life all on a sudden 
this way without the least preparation." So he lays him 
still, though well-nigh stifled, and I made all haste to tell 
the secret of the joke, whispering to one and- t'other, and 
there was a great surprise, but not so great as we had 
laid out it would. ** And aren't we to have the pipes and 
tobacco, after coming so far to-night ?" said some ; but 
they were all well enough pleased when his honour got 
up to drink with them, and sent for more spirits from a 
shebean-house,* where they very civilly let him have it 
upon credit. So the night passed off very merrily, but, 
to my mind, Sir Condy was rather upon the sad order in 
the midst of it all, not finding there had been such a great 
talk about himself after his death as he had always ex- 
pected to hear. 

The next morning, when the house was cleared of 
them, and none but my shister and myself left in the 
kitchen with Sir Condy, one opens the door and walks 
in, and who should it be but Judy M*Quirk herself! I 
forgot to notice that she had been married long since, 
while young Captain Moneygawl lived at the lodge, to 
the captain's huntsman, who after a while listed and. left 
her, and was killed in the wars. Poor Judy fell off greatly 
in her good looks after her being married a year or two ; 
and being smoke-dri^d in the cabin, and neglecting her- 

* Shebean-hmui, a hfidge-alebonse. Sbebean properly means weak tnull 
bttcr, taplaab. 
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•elf hke, it was hard for Sir Condy himself to know her 
again till she spoke; but when she says, ''It's Judy 
M'Quirk, please your honour ; don't you remember her 1" 
— ** Oh, Judy, is it you 1" says his honour ; •• yes, sure, I 
remember you very well; but you're greatly altered, 
Judy." — ^** Suie it's lime forme," says she ; " and I think 
your honour, since I seen you last—- but that's a great 
while ago,— is altered too." — ^^ And with reason, Judy," 
says Sir Condy, fetching a sort of a sigh; ''but how's 
this, Judy !" he goes on ; "I take it a liUle amiss of you 
that you were not at my wake last night." — " Ah, don't 
be being jealous of that,'' says she ; "1 didn't hear a sen- 
tence of your honour's wake till it was all over, or it 
would have gone hard with me but I would have been at 
it sure ; but I was forced to go ten miles up the country 
three days ago to a wedding of a relation of my own's, 
and didn't get home till after the wake was oyer; but," 
says she, " it won't be so, I hope, the next time,* please 
your honour." — ^"That we shall see, Judy," says his 
honour, " and maybe sooner than you think for, for I've 
been very unwell this while past, and don't reckon any 
way I'm long for this world." At this, Judy takes up the 
comer of her apron, and puts it first to one eye and then 
to t'other, being to all appearance in great trouble ; and 
my shister put in her word, and bid his honour have a 
good heart, for she was sure it was only the gout, that 
Sir Patrick used to have flying about him, and that he 
ought to drink a glass or a bottle extraordhiaury to keep 
it out of his stomach ; and he promised to take her ad- 
vice, and sent out for more spirits immediately ; and Judy 
made a sign to me, and I went over to the door to her, 
and she said, " I wonder to see Sir Condy so low! has he 
heard the news 1"—" What news ?" s^s I. — *• Didn't ye 
hear it, then 1" says she ; " my Lady Kackrent that was 
is kilt and l3dng for dead, and I don't doubt but it's all 
over with her by this time." — ^" Mercy on us all," says I ; 
*' how was it 1"—** The jaunting car it was that ran away 
with her," says Judy. " I was coming home that same 
time from Biddy M'Guggin's marriage, and a great crowd 
of people too upon the road, coming from the fair of 
XJrookaghnawaturgh, and I sees a jaunting car standing 
in the middle of the road, and with the two wheels on 



* At the coTODation of one of ow 
conAuioa whMi bappened taukfprtt 
told hi* Buijeaty, ** That itaMViiot be aoMxttiii^ 



one of ow JMureha, the king eomplained of the 
1 tauHproiSail. TbesmtoOMrwhopraikUd 
•hdVnot be aoMxt thM." 
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and all tattered. 'What's thist' says I. 'DidnH ye 
hear of itr says they that were looking on; 'it's my 
Lady Rackrent's ear, that was running away from her 
husband, and the horse took fright at a carrion that lay 
across the road, and so ran away with the jaunting car, 
and my Lady Rackrent and her maid screaming, and the 
horse ran with them against a car that was coming from 
the fair, with the boy asleep on it, and the lady's petti- 
coat hanging out of the jaunting car caught, and she was 
dragged I can't tell you how far upon the road, and it all 
broken up with the stones just going to be pounded, and 
one of the road-makers, with his skdge-hammer in his 
hand, stops the horse at the last ; but my Lady Rackrent 
was ail kilt* and smashed, and they lifted her into a cabin 
hard by, and the maid was found after, where she had 
been thrown, in the gripe of the ditch, her cap and bonnet 
all full of bog water, and they say my lady can't live any 
way.' Thady, pray now is it true what I'm told for 
sartui, that Sir Condy has made over all to your son 
Jason I" — "All," says L — "All entirely!" says she 
again.— "All entirely," says L— "Then," says she, 
" that's a great shame ; but don't be teUing Jason what I 
say." — ^" And what is it you say 1" cries Sir Condy, lean- 
itig over betwixt us, which made Judy start greatly. 
" I know the time when Judy M*Quirk would never have 
staid so long talking at the door, and I in the house." 
— ^"Oh!" says Judy, "for shame, Sir Condy; times are 
altered since then, and it's my Lady Rackrent you ought 
to be thinking of." — "And why should I be thinking of 
her that's not thinking of me now 1" says Sir Condy. — 
" No matter for that," says Judy, very properly ; " it's 
time you should be thinking of her, if ever you mean to 
do it at all, for don't you know she's lying for death 1" — 
" My Lady Rackrent I" says Sir Condy, in a surprise ; 
" why it's but two days since we parted, as you very well 
know, Thady, in her full health and spirits, and she and 
her maid along with her going to Mount Juliet's town on 
her jaunting car." — ^" Shell never ride no more on her 

* Kilt and rniashedL—OuT author is not here guilty of an anti-dimax. The 
mere English reader, flrom a similarity (rf* sound between the words kilt and 
killed, (night be induced to suppose that their meanings are «milar, yet they 
are not by any means in Ireland synonymous terms. Thus you may hear a 
man exclaim, " I'm kilt and mardered !" but he ft^quently means only that he 
has received a black eye, or a sUgUtMntUBion.-- T^m kilt aU ouar means that bt 
Is in a wane itate than being simply kUt. Thus, Pm kili wiik f/ke eM to 
nothing to rmkiU all ovtr wiuk the rheumaU»m. 
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Jaonting car,^ said Judy, ** for it has been the death of her, 
sore enough.'' — ^"And is she dead, thent" says his 
honour. — ^•* As good as dead, I hear," says Judy; **bnt 
there's Thady here has just learned the whole tnim of the 
story as I had it, and it is fitter he or anybody else 
should be telling it you than I, Sir Condy : I must be 
^oing home to t^ childer." But he stops her, but rather 
from civility in him, as I could see very plainly, than any 
thing else, for Judy was, as his honour remarked at her 
first coming in, matly changed, and little likely, as far 
as I could see— though she did not seem to be clear of it 
herself— little likely to be my Lady Rackrent now, should 
there be a second toss-up to be made. But I told him 
the whole story out of the face, just as Judy had told it 
to me, and he sent off a messenger with his compUments 
to Mount Juliet'e town that evening, to learn the truth 
of the report, and Judy bid the boy that was going call 
in at Tim M'Enerney's shop in O'Shaughlin's town and 
buy her a new shawl. •* Do so," said Sir Condy, ** and 
tell Tim to take no money from you, for I must pay him 
for the shawl myself." At this my shister throws me 
over a look, and I says nothing, but turned the tobacco 
in my mouth, while Judy began making a many words 
about it, and sa3ing how she could not be beholden for 
shawls to any gentleman. I left her there to consult 
with ray shister, did she think there was any thing in it, 
and my shister thought 1 was blind to be asking her 
the question, and I thought my shister must see more . 
into it than I did ; and recollecting all past times and 
every thing, I changed my mind, and game over to her 
way of thinking, and we settled it that Judy was very 
like to be my Lady Rackrent, after all, if a vacancy 
should have happened. 

The next day, before his honour was up, somebody 
comes with a double knock at the door, and 1 was greatly 
surprised to see it was my son Jason. ^ Jason, is it 
you I" said I ; *' what brings you to the lodge !" says I; 
**is it my Lady Rackrent! we know that already since 
yesterday." — ^ May be so," s«ys he, " but I must see Sir 
Condy about it."— "You can't see him yet," says I; 
" sure he is not awake."—** What then," says he, ** can't 
he be wakened I and I standing at the door." — ** I'll not 
be disturbing his honour for you, Jason," says I ; *• many's 
the hour you've waited in your time, and been proud. to 
do ity till his honour was at leisure to speak to you. His 
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honour,*^ says I* raising my voice, at whieh bis honovr 
wakens of lus own accord, and calls to me from the room 
to know who it was I was speaking to. Jason made no 
more ceremony, but follows me into the room. " How 
are you, Sir Con<hr 1" says he ; ** I'm happy to see you 
loolung so well ; I came up to know how you did to-day, 
and to see did you want for any thing at the lodge." — 
♦* Nothing at all, Mr. Jason, I thank you," says he ; for 
his honour had his own share of pride, and did not choose, 
after all that had passed, to be beholden, I suppose, to 
my son ; ** but pray take a chair and be seated, Mr. Jason." 
Jason sat him down upon the chest, for chair there was 
none, and after he had sat there some time, and a silence 
on all sides, " What news is there stirring in the country, 
Mr. Jason M'Quirkl" says Sir Condy, very easy, yet 
high like. — ^**None thafs news to you. Sir Condy, 1 
hear," says Jason : ** I am sorry to hear of my iJady 
Rackrenfs accident." — ^^ Vm much obliged to you, and so 
is her ladyship, I'm sure," answered Sir Condy, still stiff; 
and there was another sort of a silence, which seemed 
to lie the heaviest on my son Jason. 

" Sir Condy," says he at last, seeing Sir Condy dis- 
posing himself to go to sleep again, ** Sir Condy, I dare 
say you recollect mentioning to me the little memoran- 
dum you gave to Lady Rackrent about the 600/. a year 
jointure." — "Very true," said Sir Condy; "it is all in 
my recollection."— " But if my Lady Rackrent dies, 
there's an end of all jointure," says Jason. — " Of course," 
says Sir Condy. — ** But it's not a matter of certainty 
that my Lady Rackrent won't recover," says Jason. — 
" Very true, sir," says my master. — ** It's a fair specula- 
tion, then, for you to consider what the chance of the 
jointure on those lands, when out of custodiam, will be 
to you." — ^** Just five hundred a year, I take it, wittiout 
any speculation at all," said Sir Condy. — " That's sup- 
posing the life dropped, and the custodiam off, you know ; 
begging your pardon. Sir Condy, who understands busi- 
ness, that is a wrong calculation." — " Very likely so," 
said Sir Condy; "but, Mr. Jason, if you have any thing 
to say to me this morning about it, I'd be obliged to you 
to say it, fbr I had an incSfferent night's rest last night, 
and wouldn't be sorry to sleep a little this morning."—* 
" I have only three words to say, and those more of con- 
sequence to you. Sir Condy, than me. You are a little 
cool, I observe ; but I hope you will not be offended at 
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wliat I hare brought here in my pocket,** and he pulls 
out two long rolls, and showers down golden guineas 
upon the bed. "What's this?" said Sir Condy; "it's 
long since — ^' but his pride stops him. "All these are 
your lawful property this minute, Sir Condy, if you 
please," said Jason. — ** Not for nothing, I'm sure," said 
Sir Condy, and laughs a little — ** nothing for nothing, or 
Tm under a mistake with you, Jason." — ** Oh, Sir Condy, 
we'll not be indulging ourselves in any unpleasant retro- 
spects," says Jason; "it's my present intention to be- 
have, as I'm sure you will, tike a gentleman in this affair. 
Here's two hundred guineas, and a third I mean to add, 
if you should think proper to make over to me all your 
right and title to those lands that you know of." — ** I'll con- 
sider of it," said my master ; and a great deal more, that 
I was tired listening to, was said by Jason, and all that, 
and the sight of the ready cash upon the bed worked 
with his honour; and the short and the long of it was, 
Sir Condy gathered up the golden guineas, and tied them 
up in a handkerchief and signed some paper Jason 
brought with him as usual, and there was an end of the 
business; Jason took himself away, and my master 
turned himself round and fell asleep again. 

I soon found what had put Jason in such a hurry to 
conclude this business. The little gossoon we had sent 
off the day before with my master's compliments to 
Mount Juliet's town, and to know how my lady did after 
her accident, was stopped early this morning, coming 
back with his answer through O'Shaughlin's town, at 
Castle Rackrent, by my son Jason, and questioned of all 
he knew of my lady from the servant at Mount Juliet's 
town ; and the gossoon told him my Lady Rackrent was 
not expected to live over night ; so Jason thought it high 
time to be moving to the lodge, to make his bargain 
with my master atK>ut the jointure afore it should be too 
late, and afore the little gossoon should reach us with 
the news. My ms^ster was greatly -vexed, that is, I may 
say, as much as ever I seen him, when he found how he 
had been taken in ; but it was some comfort to have the 
ready cash for immediate consumption in the house, any- 
way. 

And when Judy came up that evening, and brought the 
childer to see his honour, he unties the handkerchief, and* 
God bless him ! whether it was little or much he ha<L 
'twas all tiie same with him, he gives 'em all round 
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guineas apiece. "Hold up your head," says my shister 
to Judy, as Sir Condy was busy filling out a glass of 
punch for her eldest boy—" hold up your head, Judy ; 
for who knows but we may live to see you yet at the 
head of the Castle Rackrent estate 1" — " May be so," 
says she, "but not the way you are thinking of." I did 
not rightly understand which way Judy was looking 
when she makes this speech, till awhile after. " Why, 
Thady, you were telling me yesterday that Sir Condy 
had sold all entirely to Jason, and where then does all 
them guineas in the handkerchief come from V* — ^ They 
are the purchase«money of my lady's jointure," says L 
Judy looks a little bit puzzled at this. " A penny for 
your .thoughts, Judy," says my shister; "hark, sure Sir 
Condy is drinking her health." He was at the table in 
the room,* drinking with the exciseman and the ganger, 
who came up to see his honour, and we were standing 
over the fire in the kitchen. " I don't much care is he 
drinking my health or not," says Judy ; " and it is not 
Sir Condy I'm thinking of, with all your jokes, whatever 
he is of me."—" Sure you wouldn't refuse to be my Lady 
Rackrent, Judy, if you had the offer 1" says I.-^" But if 
I could do better!" says she. — "How better?" says I 
and my shister both at once. — " How better 1" says she ; 
" why what signifies it to be my Lady Rackrent, and no 
castle ? sure what good is the car, and no horse to draw 
it 1" — " And where will ye get the horse, Judy ?" says L— 
" Never mind that," says she, " may be it is your own son 
Jason might find that." — ^" Jason!" says I; "dont be 
trusting to him, Judy. Sir Condy, as I have good reason 
to know, spoke well of you when Jason spoke very in- 
differently of you, Judy,'' — " No matter," says Judy, it's 
often men speak the contrary just to what they think of 
as." — " And you the same way of them, no doubt," an- 
swers I. — ^** Nay, don't be denying it, Judy, for I think 
the better of ye for it, and shomdnH be proud to call ye 
the daughter of a shister's son of mine, if I was to hear 
ye talk ungrateful, and any way disrespectful of his 
honour."— " What disrespect," says she, i' to say I'd 
rather, if it was my luck, be the wife of anouier mani" — 
" You'll have no luck, mind my words, Judy," says I ; 
and all I remembered about my poor master's goodness 
in tossing up for her afore he married at all came acTOsa 

* 7k« room—the piindpBlnwm in tttelioimQ 
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me, and I had a choking in my throat that hindered ma 
/} say more* ** Better luck, anyhow, Thady," says she, 
'* than to be like some folk, following the fortunes of 
them that have none left." — ** Oh ! King of Glory !" says 
I, ** hear the pride and ungratitude of her, and he giving 
his last guineas but a minute ago to her childer, and she 
with the fine shawl on her he made her a present of but 
yesterday!" — "Oh, troth, Judy, you're virrong now," 
says my shister, looking at the shawl.—-" And was not 
he wrong yesterday, then," says she, "to be teUing me 
I was greatly altered, to aflfront me ?" — *^ But, Judy," 
says I, " what is it brings you here then at all in the 
mind you are in ; is it to make Jason think the better of 
you 1" — ** 111 tell you no more of my secrets, Thady," 
says she, " nor would have told you this much, had I 
taken you for such an unnatural fader as I find you are, 
not to wish your own son prefarred to another." — ^ Oh, 
troth, you are wrong now, Thady," says my shister. 
Well, I was never so put to it in my life : between these 
womens, and my son and my master, and all I felt and 
thought just now, I could not, upon my conscience, tell 
which was the wrong from the right. So I said not a 
word more, but was only glad his honour had not the ' 
luck to hear all Judy had been saying of him, for I 
reckoned it would have gone nigh to break his heart ; 
not that I was of opinion he cared for her as much as 
she and my shister fancied, but the ungratitude of the 
whole from Judy might not plase him ; and he could 
never stand the notion of not being weU spoken of or 
beloved-like behind his back. Fortunately for all par- 
ties concerned, he was so much elevated at this time, 
there was no danger of his understanding any thing, 
even if it had reached his ears. There was a great 
horn at the lodg:e, ever since my master and Captain 
Moneygawl was in together, that used to belong origin- 
ally to the celebrated Sir Patrick, his ancestor ; and his 
honour was fond often of telling the story that he learned 
from me when a child, how Sir Patrick drank the full of 
this horn without stopping, and this was what no other 
man afore St since could without drawing breath. Now 
Sir Condy challenged the ganger, who seemed to think 
little of the horn, to swallow the contents, and had it filled 
to the brim with punch; and the ganger said it was 
, what he could not do for nothing, but he'd hold Sir Condy 
' id hundred guineas he'd do it. " Done," sajrs my master; 
Vol. V— D 
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' I'll lay you a hundred golden guineas to a tester* yon 
don't." — "Done," says the gauger; and done and dime's 
enough between two gentlemen. The ganger was cast, 
and my master won the bet, and thought he'd won a hun« 
dred guineas, but by the wording it was adjudged to be 
only a tester that was his due by the exciseman. It was 
all one to him ; he was as well pleased, and I was glad 
to see him in such spirits again. 

The ganger, bad luck to him ! was the man that next 
propos^ to my master to try himself could he take at a 
draught the contents of the great horn. ** Sir Patrick's 
horn !" said his honour ; ** hand it to roe : I'll hold you 
your own bet over again I'll swallow it." — ^"Done," 
^ays the ganger ; ** I'll lay ye any thing at all you do no 
such thing." — ^'* A hundred guineas to sixpence I do," 
says he: "bring me the handkerchief." I was loath, 
knowing he meant the handkerchief with the gold in it, 
to bring it out in such company, and his honour not very 
able to reckon it. " Bring me the handkerchief, then, 
Thady," sajrs he, and stamps with his foot ; so with 
that I pulls it out of my great-coat pocket, where I had 
put it for safety. Oh, how it grieved me to see the 
guineas counting upon the table, and they the last my 
master had ! Says Sir Condy to me, " Your hand is stea- 
dier than mine to-night, old Thady, and that's a wonder; 
fill you the horn for me." And so, wishing his honour 
success, I did; but I filled it, little thmking of what 
would befall hiin. He swallows it down, and drops fike 
one shot. We Hfts him up, and he was speechless, and 
quite black in the face. We put him to bed, and in a 
short time he wakened, raving with a fever on his brain. 
He was shocking either to see or hear. '* Judy ! Judy ! 
have you no touch of feeling ? won't you stay to help 
us nurse him 1" says I to her, and she putting on her 
shawl to go out of the house. " l^m frightened to see 
him," says she, " and wouldn't nor coul£i't stay in it ; 
and what use ? he can't last till the mominff." With 
that she ran off. There was none but my shister and 
myself left near him of all the many friends he had. 
The fever came and went, and came and went, and lasted 
t.Ye days, and the sixth he was sensible for a few minutes, 

* Te»t«r— sixpence ; flrom the Freneb word t Aia, a bead : a piece of sHrer 
stamped witb a head, wbieb in old French was called "un testton," an4 
whicb was about the raloe of an old English sixpence. Tester is used Is 
Sbakspeare. 
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Kin all witliiiisi^ of me, Thady.** I could not speak, 
t niy shisier asked Um wonld he have this thing or 
fother, tod^ hifld good t ** No,'' says he, <* nothing will 
do me good no more," and he gave a terrible screech with 
the torture he viras in*--then again a minute's ease—* 
** Brought to ttiis by drink," says he ; ** where are all the 
friends!-— Where's Judyl — Gone, hey! Ay, Sir Condy 
has been a ibol all his days," said he ; and there was the 
last wojrd he spoke, and died. He had but a very poor 
funeral after all. 

H you want to know way more, Pm not very well able 
to ten you; but my Lady Rackrent did not die, as was 
expected of her, but was only disfigured in the face ever 
after by the ML and braises she got ; and she and Jason, 
immediately after my poor master's death, set about 
going to law about that jointure; the memorandum not 
being on stamped paper, some say it is worth nothing, 
others again it may do ; others say Jason won't have 
the lands at any rate. Many wishes it so : for my part, 
I'm tired wishing for any thing in this world, after all 
I've seen in it — but 111 say nothing ; it would be a folly 
to be getting myself ill-will in my old age. Jason did 
not marry nor think of niarr3ring Judy, as I prophesied, 
and I am not sorry for it ; who is ! As for aU I have 
here set down from memory and hearsay of the family, 
there's nothing but truth in it from beginning to end : 
that you may depend upon ; for whereas the use of tell- 
ing U^ about the things which everybody knows as 
well as) do ! 



The editor could have readily made the catastrophe 
of Sir Oondy's history ihore dramatic and more pathetic, 
if he thought it allowable to varnish the plain round tale 
of faithful Thady. He lays it before the English reader 
as a specimen of manners and characters which are, 
perhaps, unknown in England. Indeed, the domestic 
habits of no nation in Europe were less known to the 
English than those of their sister country, till within 
these few years. 

Mr. Young's picture of Ireland, in his tour through 
that country, was the first faithfu^ portrait of its in- 
habitants. All the features in the foregoing sketch 
were taken from the hfe, and they are characteristic of 
7 D9 
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that mixture of quidmess, 8iii4>]icity, cmmiiMrf eaietes- 
ness, dissipation, disinterestedness, sbrewmiess, and 
blunder, which, in different forms, aiKl with various suo- 
cess, has been brought upon the stage, or delineated in 
novels. 

It is a problem of difficult solution to determine 
whether a union will hasten or retard the melioration 
of this country. The few gentlemen of education who 
npw reside in this country will resort to England; they 
are few, but they are in nothing inferior to men of the 
same rank in Great Britain. The best that can happen 
will be the introduction of British manufacturers in their 
places. 

Did the Warwickshire militia, who were chiefly arti- 
sans, teach the Irish to drink beerl or did they lean 
from the Irish to drink whiskey 1 

1800 



GLOSSARY. 



SomefriendSf who have seen Thady*8 history since tt has 
been printed, have suggested to the editor thcU many of 
the terms and idiomatic phrases with which it abounds 
could not be intelligible to the English reader without fur^ 
ther explanation. The editor has therefore furnished the 
following Glossary. 



Page 17. Monday morning. — Thady begins his memoirs 
of the Rackrent Faoiily by dating Monday morning, be- 
cause no ^at undertaking can be auspiciously com- 
menced in Ireland on any morning but Monday morning. 
" O, please God we live till Monday morning, we'll set 
the slater to mend the roof of the house. On Monday 
morning we'll fall to and cut the turf. On Monday 
morning we'll see and begin mowing. On Monday 
morning, please your honour, we'll begin and dig the 
potatoes," &c. 

All the intermediate days between the making of such 
speeches and the ensuing Monday are wasted; and 
when Monday morning comes, it is ten to one that the 
business is deferred to the next Monday morning. The 
editor knew a gentleman who, to counteract this preju- 
dice, made his workmen and labourers begin all new 
pieces of work upon a Saturday. 

Page 18. Let alone the three kingdoms itself. — Let alone, 
in this sentence, means put out of consideration. This 
phrase, let alone, which is now used as the imperative 
of a verb, may in time become a conjunction, and may 
exercise the ingenuity of some future etymologist. The 
eehsbrated Home Tooke has proved most satisfactorily, 
that the oonftmction but comes from the imperative of 
the Anglo-Saxon verb (beoutan) to be out ; also* %^t y- 
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comes from^, the imperative of the Anglo-Saxcm rerb 

which signifies to give^ &c. 

Page 20. WhiUaluh. — ^Ullaloo, gol, or lamentation over 

the dead — 

** Macnoqiw idnlaiito tiimiilttt.*-^Vuieiu 
** tJlulatibns omne 
Implereie nemua"— Ovid. 

A full account of the Irish gol, or nllaloo, and of the 
caoinan or Irish funeral song, with its first semichorus, 
second semichorus, full chorus of sighs and groans, to- , 
gether with the Ihsh words and music, may be found ii> 
the fourth volume of the transactions of the Royal Irish 
Academy. For the advantage of lazy readers, who 
would rather read a page than walk a yard, and from 
compassion, not to say sympathy, with their infirmity, 
the editor transcribes the foUowing passages : 

" The Irish have been always remarkable for their 
funeral lamentations, and this peculiarity has been noticed 
by almost every traveller who visited them ; and it seems 
derived from their Celtic ancestors, the primeval in- 
habitants of this isle. » # • • 

" It has been aflStmed of the Irish, that to cry was 
more natural to them than to any other nation, and at 
length the Irish cry became proverbial. * * 

*' Cambrensis, in the twelfth century, says, the Irish 
then musically expressed their griefs ; that is, they a^ 
plied the musical art, in which they excelled all others, 
to the orderly celebration of funeral obsequies by di- 
viding the mourners into two bodies, each alternately 
singing their part, and the whole at times joining in full 
chorus. • • * • Thebodyofthedeceasedydressed, 
in grave clothes, and ornamented with fiowers, was 
placed on a bier, or some elevated spot. The relations 
and keepers {singing mourners) ranged themselves in two 
divisions, one at the head and the other at the feet of 
the corpse. The bards and croteries had before pre- 
pared the funeral caoinan. The chief bard of the head 
chorus began by singing the first stanza in a low, doleful 
tone, which was softly accompanied by the harp : at the 
conclusion, the foot semichorus began the lamentation, 
or ullaloo, from the final note of the preceding stanza, in 
which they were answered bv the head semichorus: 
then both united in one general chorus. The chorus of 
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the first stanza bemg ended, the chief bard of the foot 
seniichorus began the second gol or lamentation, in 
which he was answered by that of the head ; and then, 
as before, both united in the general full chorus. Thus 
alternately were the song and choruses performed during 
the night. The genealogy, rank, possessions, the vir- 
tues and vices of the dead were rehearsed, and a number 
of interrogations were addressed to the deceased : as. 
Why did he die ? If married, whether his wife was 
faithful to him, his sons dutiful, or good hunters or war- 
riors ? If a woman, whether her daughters were fair 
or chaste! If a young man, whether he had been 
crossed in love ; or if the blue-eyed maids of Erin 
treated him with scorn 1" 

We are told, that formerly the feet (the metrical feet) 
of the caonian were' much attended to ; but on the de- 
cline of the Irish bards these feet were gradually neg- 
lected, and the caoinan fell into a sort of slipshod metre 
among women. Each province had different caoinans, 
or at least different imitations of the original. There 
was the Munster cry, the Ulster cry, &c. It became 
an extempore performance, and every set of keepers 
varied the melody according to their own fancy. 

It is curious to observe how customs and ceremonies 
degenerate. The present Irish cry, or howl, cannot 
boast of such melody, nor is the funeral procession con- 
ducted with much dignity. The crowd of people who 
assemble at these funerals sometimes amounts to a 
thousand, often to four or five hundred. They gather as 
the bearers of the hearse proceed on their way, and 
when they pass through any village, or when they come 
near any house, they begin to cry---Oh ! Oh ! On! Oh ! 
Oh ! Agh ! Agh ! raising their notes from the first Oh ! 
to the last Agh ! in a kind of mournful howl. This gives 
notice to the inhabitants of the village that a funeral is 
passing, and immediately they flock out to follow it. In 
the province of Munster it is a common thing for the 
women to follow a funeral, to join in the universal cry 
with !dl their might and main for some time, and then to 
turn and ask, •* Arrah ! who is it that's dead 1 — ^who is 
it we're crying for 1" Even the poorest people have 
their own burymg-places, that is, spots of ground in the 
churchyards, where they say that their ancestors have 
been buried ever since the wars of Ireland ; and if these 
burial-places are ten miles from the place where a man 



dies, his flriebds and iieight)ours take care to cany his 
corpse thither. Always one priest, often five or six 
priests, attend these fmierals ; each priest repeats a mass, 
for which he is paid, sometimes a shilling, sometimes half 
a crown, sometimes half a guinea, or a guinea, according 
to their circumstances, or, as &ey say, according to thi 
abUity of the deceased. After the burial of any very 
poor man, who left a widow or children, the priest makes 
what is called a collection for the widow ; he goes round 
to every person present, and each contributes sixpence 
or a shilling, or what they please. The reader will hnd in 
the note upon the word Wake, p. 91, more particulars re- 
specting the conclusion of the Irish funerals. 

Certain old women, who cry particularly loud and 
well, are in great request, and, as a maii said to the 
editor, " Every one would wish and be proud to have 
such at his funeral, or at that of his friends.'' The lower 
Irish are wonderfully eager to attend the funerals of 
their friends and relations, and they make their relation- 
ships branch out to a great extent. The proof that a poor 
man has been well beloved during his life is his having 
a crowded funeral. To attend a neighbour's funeral is a 
cheap proof of humanity, but it does not, as some ima- 
gine, cost nothing. The time spent in attending funerals 
may be safely vadued at half a million to the Irish na- 
tion; the editor thinks that double that sum would 
not be too high an estimate. The habits of profli- 
gacy and drunkenness which are acquired at wakes are 
here put out of the question. When a labourer, a car- 
penter, or a smith is not at his work, which frequently 
happens, ask where he is gone, and ten to one the answer 
is, '' Oh faith, please your honour, he couldn't do a 
stroke to-day, for he's gone to the funeral." 

Even beggars, when they grow old, go about begging 
for their own funerals ; that is, begging for money to buy 
a coffin, canmes, pipes, and tobacco. For the use of the 
candles, pipes, and tobacco, see Wake. 

Those who value customs in proportion to their an- 
tiquity, and nations in proportion to their adherence to 
ancient customs, will, doubtless, admire the Irish uUaloo 
and the Irish nation for persevering in this usaffe from 
time immemorial. The editor, however, has observed 
some alarming symptoms, which seem to prognosticate 
the declining taste for the ullaloo in Ireland. In a 
comic theatrical entertainment, represented not long 
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tiiiee on the DuMiii stam, a chorus Of old women was 
introduced, who set np ths Irish howl round the relics 
of a physician, who is supposed to have fallen under the 
wooden swonl of Harlequin* After the old women hare 
continued ibeir ullaloo for a decent time, with all the 
necessary accompaniments of wringing their hands, 
wiping or rubbing their ejres with the comers of their 
gowns or aprons, ^^ one of the mourners suddenly sus- 
pends her, himentable cries, and turning to her neighbour, 
asks, ^ Arrah now, honey, who is it we'fe ciying for ?" 

Page 30. The tenants were sent away without their wMs' 
hey. — It is usual with some landlords to give their in- 
ferior tenants a glass of whiskey when they pay their 
rents. Thady calls it their whiskey ; not that the whis- 
key is actually the property of the tenants, but that it 
becomes their rights after it has been often given to them. 
In this general mode of reasoning respecting rights the 
lower Irish are not singular, but they are peculiarly 
quick and tenacious in claiming these rights : ^ Last 
year your honour gave me some straw for the roof of my 
house, and I eatpect ymir honour will be after doing the 
same this year." In this manner gifts are frequently 
turned into tributes. The high and low are not always 
dissimilar in their habits. It is said that the Sublime 
Ottoman Porte is very apt to claim gifts as tributes: 
thus it is dangerous to send the grand seignior a fine 
horse on his oirthday one year, lest on his next birthday 
he should expect a similar present, and should proceed 
to demonstrate the reasonableness of his expectations. 

Page 90. He demeaned himself greatlf^medjas^ he low- 
ered or disgraced himself mucn. 

Page 31. Duty'fowls, and duty-turkeys^ and duty^geese* 
—In many leaSes m Ireland, tenants were formerly bound 
to supply an inordinate quantity of poultry to their land- 
lords. The ecKtor knew of thirty turkeys being reserved 
in one lease of a smaU farm. 

Page 22. English tenants. — An English tenant does not 
mean ajenant who is an Englishman, but a tenant who 
pays his rent the day that it is due. It is a common 
prejudice in Ireland, among the poorer classes of peo- 
ple, to believe that all tenants in Kngland pay their rents 
D3 
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On the very day when they become due. An Iridunanr 
when he goes to take a farm, if he wants to prove to his 
landlord that he is a substantial man, offers to become 
an English tenant. If a tenant disobliges his landlord by 
voting against him, or against his opinion, at an election, 
the tenant is immediately informed by the agent that he 
must become on English tenant. This threat does not 
imply that he is to change his language or his country, 
but that he must pay all the arrear of rent which he 
owes, and that he must thenceforward pay his rent on 
the day when it becomes due. 

Page 22. Canting— ^oes not mean talking or writing 
hypocritical nonsense, but selling substanti^y by auc- 
tion. 

Page 22. Duty-work. — ^It was formerly common in Ire- 
land to insert clauses in leases, binding tenants to fur- 
nish their landlords with labourers and horses for several 
days in the year. Much petty tyranny and oppression 
have resulted from this feudal custom. Whenever a 
poor man disobliged his landlord, the agent sent to him 
for his duty- work, and Thady does not exaggerate when 
he says that the tenants were often call^ from their 
own work to do that of their landlord. Thus the 
very means of earning their rent were taken from 
them: while they were getting home their landlord's 
harvest their own was often ruined, and yet their rents 
were expected to be paid as punctually as if their time 
had b^en at their own disposal. This appears the height 
of absurd injustice. 

In Esthonia, among the poor Sclavonian race of pes^ 
sant slaves, they pay tributes to their lords, not under 
the name of duty- work, duty-geese, duty-turkeys, Ac, 
but under the name of righteotuness. The following 
ballad is a cmious specimen of Esthonian poetry : — 

**Thi8 is the oause thtt the country ii ruined, 
And the straw of the thatch is eaten away, 
The gentry are oometo live in the land- 
Chimneys between die viUage, 
And the proprietor upon the white floor ! 
The sheep brings forth a lamb with a white fhrehea^ 
This is paid to the lord fbr a rigkte&utnmM Aeep, 
The sow Ihrrows pigs, 
They go to the spit of the lord. 
The hen lays eggs, 
o....>^ They go into tbs loid*ft fryiof -pan. 
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That go68 into the lonTs herd «• a boll 

llie mare fbala a hone fbal, 

That BiiMt be fbr my lovd'a aaf . 

Tbe boor'a wife baa aona, 

They moat go to look after my 1oi4*8 poultry.*' 

Page 22, Out qfforty^ne suits which he had he never 
lost one but ^even/e^n.— Thady's language in this instance 
is a specimen of a mode of nietoric common in Ireland. 
An astonishing assertion is made in the beginning of a 
sentence which ceases to be in the least surprising 
when you hear the qualifying explanation that follows. 
Thus a man who is m the last stage of staggering drunk- 
enness will, if he can articulate, swear to vou, "Upon 
his conscience now, and may he never stir from the spost 
alive if he is telling a lie, upon his conscience he has 
not tasted a drop of any thiny^, good or bad, since morn- 
ing at all at all, but haif a pint of whiskey, please your 
honour.** 

Page 23. Fairy mounts. — ^Barrows. It is said that 
these high mounts were of great service to the natives 
of Ireland when Ireland was invaded by the Danes. 
Watch was alwa3rB kept on them, and upon the approach 
of an enemy a lire was lighted to give notioe to the next 
watch, and thus the intelligence was quickly communi- 
cated through the country. Some years ago the com- 
mon people believed that these barrows were inhabited 
by fairies, or, as they called them, by the good people. 
** O troth, to the best of my belief, and to the best of mjr 
judgment and opinion,** said an elderly man to the edi- 
tor, " it was only the old people that had nothing to do, 
and got together, and were telling stories about them 
fairies, but to the best of my judgment there's nothing in 
it. Only this I heard myself not very many years back 
from a decent kind of a man, a grazier, that as he was 
coming just fair and easy (qui^v) from the fair, with 
some cattle and sheep that he had not sold, just at the 

church of , at an angle of the road like, he was met 

by a good-looking man, who asked him where he was 
going ? And he answered, ^ Oh, far enough ; I must be 
going all night.'—* No, that you mustn't, nor wont (says 
the man), you'll sleep with me the night, and you'll want 
for nothing, nor your cattle nor sheep neither, nor your 
least {horse) ; so come along with me.' With that the 
grazier ^f^ {olighLei) from ms horse, and it was dark 
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night ; but presently he finds himself, he does not know 
in the wide world how, in a fine house, and plenty of 
every thing to eat and drink; nothing at all wanting 
that he could wish for or think of. And he does not 
mind {recollect or know) how at last he falls asleep ; 'and 
in the morning he finds himself lying, not in ever a bed 
or a house at all, but just in the angte of the road where 
first he met the strange man: there he finds himself 
Ijring on his back on the grass, and all his sheep feeding 
as quiet as ever all round about him, and his horse the 
same way, and the bridle of the beast over his wrist 
And I asked him what he thought of it ; and from first 
to last he could think of nothing, but for certain sure it 
must have been the fairies that entertained him so we]L 
For there was no house to see anywhere nigh-hand, or 
any building, or barn, or place at all, but only the church 
and the mote (barrow). There's another odd thing 
enough that they tell about this same church, that if any 
person's corpse that had not a right to be buried in that 
churchyard went to be burying there in it, no, not all 
the men, women« or childer in all Ireland could get the 
corpse any way into the churchyard ; but as they would 
be trying to go into the churchyard, their feet would 
seem to be going backwards instead of forwards ; ay, 
continually backwards the whole funeral would seem to 
V go ; and they would never set foot with the corpse in 
the churchyard. Now they say that it is^the fairies do 
all this ; but it is my opinion it is all idle t*alk, and peo- 
pie are after being wiser now." 

The country people in Ireland certainly had great ad- 
miration, mixed with reverence, if not dread, of fairies. 
They beUeved that beneath these fairy-mounts were 
spacious subterraneous palaces, inhabited by the good 
people, who must not on any account be disturbed. 
When the wind raises a little eddy of dust upon the 
road, the poor people believe that it is raised by the 
fairies, that it is a sign that they are journe3riDg from 
one of the fairies' mounts to another, and they say to 
the fairies, or to the dust as it passes, ** God speed ye, 
gentlemen ; God speed ye." This averts any evil that 
the good people might be incUned to do them. There 
are innumerable stories told of the friendly and un- 
friendly feats of these busy fairies ; some of these tales 
are ludicrous, and some romantic enough for poetry. It 
is a pity that poets should lose such convenient though 
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duninutive machinery. By-the-lr^, Parnel, who showed 
himself so deeply " skilled in faerie lore,^ was an Irish- 
man ; and though he has presented his faeries to the 
world in the ancient English dress of ''Britain's isle, 
and Arthur's days," it is probable that his first acquaint- 
ance with them be^ in his native country. 

Some remote origin for the most superstitious or ro- 
mantic popular illusions or vuls^ errors may often be 
discovered. In Ireland the old churches and church- 
yards have been usually fixed upon as the scenes of 
wonders. Now the antiquarians tell us, that near the 
ancient churches in that kingdom caves of various con- 
structions have from time to time been discovered, 
which were formerly used as granaries or magazines by 
the ancient inhabitants, and asplaces to wlftch they re- 
treated in time of danger. There is (page 84 of the 
R. I. A. Transactions for 1769) a particular account of a 
number of these artificial caves at the west end of the 
church of Killossy, in the count3r of Kildare. Under a 
rising ground, in a dry sandy soil, these subterraneous 
dweUings were found : they have pediment roofs, and 
they communicate with each other by sqiall apertures. 
In the Brehon laws these are mentioned, and there are 
fines inflicted by those laws ui>on persons who steal 
from the subterraneous granaries. All these things 
show that there was a real foundation for the stories 
which were told of the appearance of lights, and of the 
sounds of voices near these places. The persons who 
had property concealed there very willingly counte- 
nanced every wonderful relation that tended to make 
these places objects of sacred awe or superstitious terror. 

Page 23. Weed-ashes, — ^By ancient uszse in Ireland, 
all the weeds on a farm belonged to the farmer's wife, 
or to the wife of the squire who holds the ground in his 
own hands. The great demand fot alkalme salts in 
bleaching rendered these ashes no inconsiderable per- 
quisite. 

Page 23. Seding-money. — Formerly it was the cus- 
tom in Ireland for tenants to give the squire's lady from 
two to fifty guineas as a perquisite upon the seahng of 
their leases. The editor not very long since knew of a 
baronet's lady accepting fifty guineas as sealing-money^ 
upon closing a bargain for a considerable farm. 
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PagiB 34. Sir Murtagh grew mad.-^it Mttiftagfh grew 
angry. 

Page 34. The whole kitchen was eut on the $Unr&^ 
means that all the inhabitants of the kitchen came out 
of the kitchen and stood upon the stairs. These and 
similar expressions show how much the Irish are dis- 
posed to metaphor and amplification. 

Page 26. Fining down the yearly ren*.— *WheB an 
Irish gentleman, like Sir Kit Rackrent, has lived beyond 
his income, and finds himself distressed for ready money, 
tenants obligingly offer to take his land at a rent far be- 
low the value, and to pay him a small sum of money in 
hand, which they call " fining down the yearly rent." 
The temptation of this ready cash often blinds the land- 
lord to his future interest. 

Page 26. JMver.— A man who is employed to drive 
tenants for rent; that is, to drive the cattle belonging to 
tenants to pound. The oflice of driver is by no means 
a sinecure. 

Page 26. I thought to make him a jmMf.— It was cus- 
tomanry araone those of Thady's rank in Ireland, when- 
ever they could get a little money, to send their sons 
abroad to St. Omer*s, or to Spain, to be educated as 
priests. Now they are educated at Maynooth. The 
editor has lately known a young lad who began by being 
a post-boy, afterward turn into a carpenter, then quit 
his plane and work-bench to study his Humanities^ as he 
said, at the college of Maynooth ; but after he had gone 
through his course of Humanities he determined to be a 
soldier instead of a priest. 

Page 28. Flam. — Short for fiambeau. 

Page 20. Barrack-room, — ^Formerly it was customary, 
in gentlemen's houses in Ireland, to fit up one large bed- 
chamber with a number of beds for the reception o( oc- 
casional visiters. These rooms were called barrack 
rooms. 

Paffe 30. An innocent — ^in Ireland, mean? a simj^eton 
and idiot. 
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Page%. The Ourrn^A— is die Newmarket of Ireland. 
Page 35. The can/.— The auction. 

Page 38. And so should cut him off for ever^ by iewwg 
a fine and suffering a recovery to dock the entoi/.— llie 
English reader may perhaps be surprised at Uie extent 
of Thady's legal knowledge, and at the fluency with 
which he pours forth law terms ; but almost every poor 
man in Ireland, be he farmer, weaver, shopkeeper, or 
steward, is, besides his other occupations, occasionally 
a lawyer. The nature of processes, ejectments, custo* 
diams, injunctions, replevins, dBC is perfectiy known to 
them, and the terms as familiar to them as to any attor- 
ney. They all love law. It is a kind of lottery, in 
which every man, staking his own wit or cunning against 
his neighbour's property, feels that he ha8^ littie to lose 
and much to gam. 

** I'll have the law of you, so I will !" is the saying of 
an Englishman who expects justice. '* 111 have you be- 
fore his honour !" is the threat of an Irishman who hopes 
for partiality. Miserable is the fife of a justice of the 
peace in Ireland the day after a fair, especially if he re- 
sides near a small town. The multitude of the kilt (kilt 
does not mean killed^ but hurt) and wounded who come 
before his honpur with black eyes or Moody heads is 
astonishing: but more astonishing is the number of 
those who, though they are scarcely able by daily labour 
to procure daily food, will nevertheless, without the 
least reluctance, waste six or seven hours of the day 
lounging in the yard or hail of a justice of the peace, 
waiting to make some complaint about— nothing. It is 
impossible to convince them that time is money. Thev 
do not set any value upon their own time, and they thiuk 
that others estimate theirs at less than nothing. Hence 
they make no scruple of telling a justice of the peace a 
story of an hour long about a tester (sixpence) ; and if he 
grows impatient they attribute it to some secret preju- 
dice which he entertains against them. 

Their method is to get, a slory completely by heart, 
and to tell it, as they call it, " out of the focef* that is, 
from the beginning to the end without interruption. 

"Well, my good friend, I have seen you lounging 
about these three hours in the yard; what is your 
business V* 
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^ Please our honour, it is wkat I want to speak ob« 
word to your honour." 

" Speak, then, but be quick. What is the matter ?" 

" The matter, please your honour, is nothing at all at 
all, only just about the grazing of a horse, please your 
honour, that this man here sold me at the fair of Gurti- 
shannon last Shrove fair, which lay down tttree times 
with myself, please your honour, and kilt me ; not to be 
telling your honour of how,uo later back than yesterday 
night, he lay down in the house there within, and all the 
childer standing round, and it was God's mercy he did 
not fall a-top of them, or into the fire to burn himself. 
So, please your honour, to-day i took him back to this 
man, which owned him, and after a great deal to do 1 
got the mare again I swopped (exchanged) him for; but 
he won't pay the grazing of the horse for the time I had 
him, though he promised to pay the grazing in case the 
horse didn't answer, and he never did a day's work, good 
or bad, please your honour^ all the time he was with me, 
and I had the doctor to him five times, anyhow. And 
so, please your honour, it is what I expect your honour 
will stand my friend, for I'd sooner come to your honour 
for justice than to any other in all Ireland. And so I 
brought him here before your honour, and expect your 
honour will make him pay me the grazing; or tell me, 
can I process him for it at the next assizes, please your 
honour?" 

The defendant, now turning a cud of tobacco with his 
tongue into some secret cavern in his mouth, begins his 
defence with — 

" Please your honour, under favour, and saving your 
honour's presence, there's not a word of truth in all this 
man has been saying from beginning to end, upon- my 
conscience, and I wouldn't for the value of the horse 
itself, grazing and alU be after telling your honour a he. 
For, please your honour, I have a dependence upon your 
honour that you'll do me justice, and not be listening to 
him or the like of him. Please your honour, it's what 
he has brought me before your honour because he had a 
spite against me about some oats I sold your honour, 
which he was jealpus of, and a shawl his wife got at my 
shister's shop there without, and never paid for ; so I 
offered to set the shawl against the grazing, and give 
him a receipt in full of all demands, but he wouldn't, out 
of spite, please your honour ; so he brought me before 
your honour, expecting your honour was mad with me 
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for cutting down the tree in the horse park, which was 
none of my doing, please your honour — ill luck to Ihem 
that went and lulled me to your honour behind my 
back ! So, if your honour is pleasing, I'll tell you the 
whole truth about the horse that he swopped against my 
mare out of the face. Last Shrove fair I met this man. 
Jemmy Duffy, please your honour, just at the comer of 
the road where the bridge is broken down that your 
honour is to have the presentment for this year — long 
life to you for it ! — and he was at that tinw coming from 
the fair of Gurtishannon, and I the same way. ' How 
are you, Jemmy?' says 1. — 'Very well, I thank ye 
kindly, Bryan,' says he ; * shall we turn back to Paddy 
Salmon's and take a naggin of whiskey to our better ac- 
quaintance V — ' I don't care if I did, Jemmy,' says I ; 
* only it is what I can*t take the whiskey, because I'm 
under an oath against it for a month;' — ever since, 
please your honour, the day your honour met me on the 
road and observed to me I could hardly stand I had 
taken so much (though upon my conscience your honour 
wronged me greatly that same time) — ^ill luck to them that 
belied me bemnd my back to your honour ! Well, please 
your honour,, as I was telling you, as he was taking the 
whiskey, and we talking of one thing or t'other, he 
makes me an oifer to swop his mare that he couldn't 
sell at the fair of Gurtishannon — ^because nobody would 
be troubled with the beast, please your honour — against 
my horse, and to oblige him I took the mare — sorrow 
take her ! and him along with her ! She kicked me a 
new car that was worth three pounds ten to tatters the 
first time I ever put her into it, and I expect your 
honour will make him pay me the price of the car, any- 
how, before I pay the grazing, which I've no right to 
pay at all at all, only to oblige him. But I leave it all 
to your honour ; ana the whole grazing he ought to be 
charging for the beast is but two and eightpence half- 
penny, anyhow, please your honour. So I'll abide Jby 
what your honour says, good or bad. I'll leave it all to 
your honouir." 

** I'll leave it all to your honour," litersdly means, " Pll 
leave all the trouble to your honour." 

The editor knew a lustice of the peace in Ireland who 
had such a dread of ** having it all left to his honour^ that 
he frequently gave the complainants the sum about 
which they were disputing, to make peace between 
them, and to get rid of the trouble of hearing their sto- 



M OL08SART. 

ries ** out of the faeeJ** Bat he was soon cored of this 
method of buying oflT disputes by the increasing multi* 
tude of those who, out of pure regard to his honour, 
came ''to get Justice from him, because they would 
sooner come before him than before any man in all 
Ireland.'^ 

Page 48. A raking pot of tea. — ^We should observe, this 
custom has long smce been banished from the h^her 
orders of Irish gentry. The mysteries of a raking pot 
of tea, like those of the Bona Dea, are supposed to be 
sacred to females ; but now and then it has happened that 
some of the male species, who were either more audacious 
or more highly favoured than the rest of their sex, have 
been admitted by stealth to these orgies. The time when 
the festive ceremony begins varies according to circum- 
stances; but it is never earlier than twelve o'clock at 
night, — the Joys of a raking pot of tea depending on its 
being made m secret, and at an unseasonable hour. After 
a ball, when the more discreet part of the company has 
departed to rest, a few chosen female spirits, who have 
footed it till th^y can foot it no longer, and till the sleepy 
notes expire under the slurrinff hand of the musician, 
retire to a bedchamber, call the uivourite maid, who alone 
is admitted, bid her piU doum the kettle^ lock the door, and 
amid as much gigglmg and scrambling as possible they 

get round a tea-table, on which all manner of things are 
uddled together. Then begin mutual railleries and mu- 
tual confidences among the young ladies, and the faint 
scream and the loud laugh is heard, and the romping for 
letters and pocketbooks begins, and gentlemen are called 
by their surnames, or by the generd name of fellows ! 
{feasant fellows! charming fellows! odious fellows! 
abominable fellows! and then all prudish decorums are 
forpfotten, and then we might be convinced how much the 
satuicad poet was mistaken when he said, 

"There to no woman where thertft no lu n M e.* 

The merit of the original idea of a raking pot of tea 
evidently belongs to the washerwoman and the laundry- 
maid. But why should not we have low life above stairs 
as well as high life below stairs? 

Page 49. We gained the day by this puce of honesty.^' 
In a mspute which occurred some years ago in Ireland, 
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between Mr: E. and Mr. M., about the bauBdarm of a 
farm, an old tenant of Mr< M/s cut a sod from Mr. M.'» 
land, and inserted it in a spot prepared for its reception 
in Mr. E.'s land ; so nicely was it inserted, that no eye 
could detect the junction of the grass. The old man, 
who was to give his evidence as to the property, stood 
upon the inserted sod When the viewers came, and swore 
that the ground he then stood upon belonged to his land- 
lord, Mr. M. 

The editor had flattered himself that the ingenious 
contrivance which Thady records, and the similar subter- 
fuge of this Old Irishman in the dispute concerning bound- 
aries, were instances of ^cuteness unparalleled in all but - 
Irish story : an English friend, however, has just mortified 
the editor's national vanity by an account of the follow- 
ing custom, which prevails in part of Shropshire :— ^It is 
discreditable for women to appear abroad sifter the birth 
of their children till they have been churched* To avoid 
this reproach, and at the same time to enjoy the pleasure 
of gadding, whenever a woman goes abroad before she 
has been to church, she takes a tile from the roof of her 
house and puts it upon her head : wearing this panoply all 
the time she pays her visits, her conscience is perfectly 
at ease ; for she can afterward safely declare to the cler- 
gyman that she '* has never been from under her own 
roof till she came to be churched." 

Page 5 1 . Cartout or half -carton. — ^Thady means cartron, 
or hsdf-cartron. "According to the old record in the 
black book of Dublin, a cantred is said to contain 30 vil* 
latas terras, which are also called quarters of land (quar- 
terons, cartrons) ; every one of which quarters must con- 
tain so much ground as will pasture 400 cows, and 17 
ploughlands. A knight's fee was composed of 8 hydes, 
which amount to 160 acres, and that is generally deemed 
about a ploughland.*^ 

The editor was favoured by a learned friend with the 
above extract from a MS. of Lord Totness in the Lam- 
beth library. 

Page 65. Wake. — ^A wake in England means a festival 
held upon the anniversary of the saint of the parish. At 
these wakes rustic games, rustic conviviality, and nistic 
courtship are pursued with all the ardour and all the 
am>etite which accompany such pleasures as occur but 
seldom. In Ireland a wake is a midnight meeting, held 
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professedly for the indulgence of, hol^ sorrowi but usualhr 
It is converted into orgies of unholy joy. When an Irish 
man or woman of the lower #rder dies^ the straw which 
composed his bed* whether it has been contained in a 
bag to form a mattress or simply spread upon the earthen 
floor, is immediately taken out of the house, and burned 
before the cabin door, the family at the same time setting 
up the death-howL The ears and eyes of the neighbours 
being thus alarmed, they flock to the house of the deceased, 
and by their yociferous sympathy excite and at the samo 
time sooth the sorrows of the family. 

It is curious to observe how good and bad are mingled 
in human institutions. In countries which were thmly 
inhabited, this custom prevented private attempts against 
the lives of individuals, and formed a kind or coroner's 
inquest upon the body which had recently expired, and 
burning the straw upon which the sick man lay became a 
simple preservative against infection. At night the dead 
body is waked, that is to say, all the friends and neigh- 
bours of the deceased collect in a bam or stable, where 
the corpse is laid upon some boards, or an unhinged door, 
supported upon stools, the face exposed, the rest of the 
body covered with a white sheet. Round the body are 
stuck in brass candlesticks, which have been borrowed 
perhaps at five miles' distance, as many candles as the 
poor person can beg or borrow, observing always to have 
an odd number. Pipes and tobacco are first distributed, 
and then, according to the ability of the deceased, cakes 
and ale, and sometimes whiskey, are dealt to the company: 

**Deal on, deal on, my merry men •!!, 
Deal on your cakes and year wine. 
For wbatever is dealt at her Ameral to-day 
Shall be dealt to-morrow at mine.*^ 

After a fit of universal sorrow, and the comfort of a 
miiversal dram, the scandal of the neighbourhood, as in 
higher circles, occupies the company. The young lads 
and lasses romp with one another, and when the fathers 
and mothers are at last overcome with sleep and whiskey 
{vino et somno), the youth become more enterprising, and 
are fremiently successful. It is said that more matches 
are made at wakes than at weddings. 

Page 68. JR/^— This word frequently occurs in the 
preceding pages, where it means, not killed, but much hurt. 
In Ireland, not only cowards, but the brave, *'die many 
times before their death.**— TiWre Ming is no murder. 
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" which frets another's spleen to cure our own," and which 
makes even the angelic part of the creation laufrh dem* 
selves mortal. For who can forbear to laugh at the bare 
idea of an Irish bull 1 

Nor let any one apprehend that this subject can ever 
become trite and vulgar. Custom cannot stale its infinite 
variety. It is in the main obvious, and palpable enough 
for every common understanding; yet it leads to disqui- 
sitions of exquisite subtlety, it branches into innumerable 
ramifications, and involves consequences of surprising 
importance ; it may exercise the ingenuity of the subtlest 
wit, the fancy of the oddest humorist, the imagination 
of the finest poet, and the judgment of the most profound 
metaphysician. Moreover, this happy subject is envel- 
oped, in all that doubt and confusion which are so favour* 
able to the reputation of disputants, and which secures 
^le glorious possibility of talking incessantly, without 
being stoppea short by a definition or a demonstration. 
For much as we have all heard and talked of Iri^ bulls, 
it has never yet been decided what it is that constitutes 
a bull. Incongruity of ideas, says one. But this supposi- 
tion touches too closely upon the definition of wit, which, 
according to the best authorities, Locke, Burke, and 
Stewart, consists in an unexpected assemblage of ideas, 
apparently discordant, but in which some point of resem- 
blance or aptitude is suddenly discovered. 

Then, perhaps, says another, the essence of a bull lies 
in confusion of ideas. This sounds plausible in theory, 
but it will not apply in practice ; for confusion of ideas 
is common to both countries : for instance, was there no^ 
some slight confusion of ideas in the mmd of that English 
student who, when he was asked what progress he had 
made in the study of medicine, replied, *'I hope, I shall 
soon be qualified to be a physician, for I think 1 am now 
aUe to cure a child 1" 

To amend our bill, suppose we insert the word laugh- 
able, and say that a laughable confusion of ideas constitutes 
a bun. But have we not a laudable concision of ideas 
in our Eng^sh poet Blackmore's famous Imes in Prince 
Arthur! — 

** A painted Test Prince Vortigern had on, 
yruch flrom a naked Piet his grandaire won.* 

We are sensible that to many people the most vulgjar 
Irish bull would appear more langhwle merely from its 
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being Irish ; therefore we cannot make the propensity to 
laughter in one man the criterion of what is ridiculous in 
another; though we have a precedent for this mode of 
Judging in the laws of England, which are allowed to be 
the perfection of human reason. If a man swear that 
his neighbour has put him in bo^y fear, he may have the 
cause of his terror sent to jail; thus the feelings of the 
plaintiff become the measure of the defendants guilt. As 
we cannot extend this convenient principle to all matters 
of taste, and all subjects of risibility, we are still com- 
pelled to acknowledge that no accurate definition of a 
bull has yet been given. The essence of an Irish bull 
must be of the most ethereal nature ; for notwithstanding 
the most indefatigable research, it has hitherto escaped 
from analysis. The crucible always breaks in the long- 
expected moment of projection: we have nevertheless 
the courage to recommence the process in a new mode. 
Perhaps by ascertaining what it is not, we may at last 
discover what it is * we must distinguish the genuine from 
the spurious, the original from an imitations, the indi- 
genous from the exotic ; in short, it must be determined 
in what an Irish bull essentially differs from a blunder, or 
in what Irish blunders specifically differ from Enelish 
blunders, and from those of all other nations. To eluci- 
date these points, or to prove to the satisfaction of all 
competent judges that they are beyond the reach of the 
human understanding, is the object of the following Essof/ 
cMcermng the Nature of Bulls and Blunders, 
Vol. L— E 
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OBMHTAUTT or TKSH bulls BXABIIirBD« 

The difficulty of selecting from the vulgar herd of Irish 
bulls one that shaU be entiUed to the prize, from the 
united merits of pre-eminent absurdity and indisputable 
originali^, is greater than hasty judges may imagine. 
Many bulls, reputed to be bred and bom in Ireland, are 
of foreign extraction; and many more, suppK>sed to be 
unrivalled in their kind, may be matched in all their 
cajAXsl points : for instance, there is not a more celebrated 
bull than Paddy Blake's. When Paddy heard an English 
gentleman speaking of the fine echo at the lake of Killar- 
ney, which repeats the sound forty times, he very promptly 
observed, *' Faith, that's nothing at all to the echo in my 
father's garden, in the county of Galway : if you say to it, 
* How do you do, Paddy Blake V it will answer, * Pretty 
well, I thank you, sir.' " 

Now this echo of Paddy Blake's, which has long been 
the admiration of the world, is not a prodigy unijtie in its 
kind; it can be matched by one recorded in the immortal 
works of the great Lord Y erulam.* 

" I remember well," says this father of philosophy, 
''that when I went to the echo at port Charenton, there 
was an old Parisian that took it to be the work of spirits, 
and of good spirits; *for,' said he, 'call Satan, aiui the 
echo will not deliver back the devil's name, but will say, 
Ffl-f-en.'" . 

The Parisian echo is surely superior to the Hibernian ! 
Paddy Blake's simply understood and practised the com* 
mon rules of good oreeding ; but the port Charenton echo 
is '' instinct with spirit," and endowed with a nice mond 
sense. 

Among the famous bulls recorded by the illustrious Joe 
Miller, there is one which has been continually Quoted as 
an example of original Irish genius. An English gentle- 
man was writing a letter in a coffee-house, and perceiving 

Natural ffiiUirv. eentvry iii., p. 191.— Aieon produoes it io tkmo tkM 
will not rtodily return the letter 8, 
9 E2 
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that an Irishman stationed behind him was taking that 
liberty which Hephaestion used with his friend Alexander, 
instead of putting his seal upon the lips of the curious 
impertinent, the English gentleman thought proper to 
reprove the Hibernian, if not with delicacy, at least with 
poetical justice : he concluded writing his letter in these 
words : — ^** I would say more, but a d — d tail Irishman is 
reading over my shoulder every word I write*" 

" You lie, you scoundrel !" said the self-convicted Hi- 
bernian. 

This blunder is unquestionably excellent ; but it is not 
originally Irish : it comes, with other riches, from the 
East, as the reader may find by looking into a book by 
M. Galland, entitled, " The Remarkable Sayings of the 
Eastern Nations." 

"A learned man was writing to a friend; a trouble- 
some fellow was beside him, who was looking over his 
shoulder at what he was writing. The learned man, 
who perceived this, continued writing in these words, 

• If an impertment chap, who stands beside me, were 
not looking at what I write, I would write many other 
things to you which should be known only to you ana 
to me.' 

♦* The troublesome fellow, who was reading on, now 
thought it incumbent upon him to speak, and said, *I 
swear to you that I have not read or looked at what you 
are writing.' 

"The learned man replied, 'Blockhead^ as you are, 
why then do you say to me what you are now say- 
ing ]'"• 

Making allowance for the diflference of manners m 
eastern and northern nations, there is, certainly, such a 
similarity between this oriental anecdote and Joe Mil- 
ler's story, that we may conclude the latter is stolen 
from the former. Now, an Irish bull must be a species 
of blunder peculiar to Ireland ; those that we have hith- 

* <* Un MTant ^eriTolt A nn aniit et nn impoirtim 6toit i cAt^ de lot, qui re< 
gardoit par desaua P^paale ce quTii 6crivoit. Le savant, qui a'en appergut^ 
ecrivit cecl d la place : ' Si an impertinent qui eat A mon cdte ne regardoit pas 
ce que f^cris, je vous ^crirols efncore plusieurs choses qui ne doivent kin 
sues que de vous et de moi.* L'importun, qui lisoit to^jours, prit la parole e( 
dit, * Je vous jure que je n'ai regard^ ni lA ce que vous 6criv(Ms.' Le savant 
repartit, * Ignorant, que vous 6tes, pourquoi me dites-vous done c6 que voutf 
diiesP**— XIm Paroles remarquables de* Orieraaua; traduction de lew9 
ouvrages en Arahe, en Person^ et en Turc {suivant la copie imprimie d Paris\ 
d la Hayey chez Louis et Henrv Vandolt, marchands libraitesj dans le Pooten, 

• Venseigne du Port Royal, MDCXCIV 
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erto examined, though they may be called Irish bulls by 
the ignorant volpfari have no right, title, or claim to such 
a distinction. We should invariabljr exclude from that 
class all blunders which can be found in another country . 
For instance, a speech of the celebrated Irish beauty. 

Lady C , has been called a bull ; but as a parallel 

can be produced, in the speech of an English nobleman, 
it tells for nothing. When her ladyship was presented 
at court, his majesty George the Second politely hoped, 
•* that, since her arrival in England, she had been enter- 
tained with the gayeties of London." 

" O yes, please your majesty, I have seen every sight 
in London worth seeing, except a coronation." 

This naivete is certainly not equal to that of ihe Eng- 
lish earl-marshal, who, when his king found fault with 
some arrangement at his coronation, said, " Please your 
majesty, I hope it will bfe better next time." 

A naivete of the same species entailed a heavy tax 
upon the inhabitants of Beaune, in France. Beaune is 
famous for burgundy ; and Henry the Fourth, passing 
through his kingdom, stopped there, and was well enter- 
tained by his loyal subjects. His majesty praised the 
burgundy which they set before him — ^^ It was excellent! 
it was admirable !" 

"O, sire!" cried they, "do you think this excellent! 
we have much finer burgundy than this." 

** Have you so I then you can afford to pay for it," cried 
Harry the Fourtii ; and he laid a double tax thencefor- 
ward upon the burgundy of Beaune. 

Of the same class of blunders is the following speech, 
which we actually heard not long ago from an Irish- 
man: — 

" Please your worship, he sent me to the devil, and I 
came straight to your honour." 

We thought this an original Irish blunder, till we recol- 
lected its prototype in Marmontel*s Annette and Lubin. 
Lubin concludes his harangue with, " The bailiff sent us 
to the devil, and we come to put ourselves under your 
protection, my lord."* 

The French, at least in fanner times, were celebrated 
for politeness ; yet we meet with a mnve compliment of 
a Frenchman which would have been accounted a bull if 
it had been found in Ireland : — 

* *'Le bttilU iKHM donne to ditbl*, et noui mchu neoauMndoM * tinm, 
aKmseicncur." 
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A gentleman was complimenting Mldame Denis oa 
the manner in which she had just acted 2«ara. '* To act 
that part," said she, **a person should be young and 
handsome/' — '* Ah, madam !** replied the complimenter 
tunvement, " you are a complete proof of the contrary."* 

We know not any original Irish blunder superior to 
this, unless it be that which Lord Orford pronounced to 
be the best bull that he ever heard : — 

'* I hate that woman," said a gentleman, looking at one 
who had been his nurse, *' I hate that woman, for she 
changed me at nurse." 

Lord Orford particularly admires this buU, because 
in the confusion of the blunderer's ideas he is not clear 
even of his personal identity. Philosophers will not per- 
haps be so ready as his lordship has been to call this a 
blunder of the first magnitude. Those who have never 
been initiated into the mysteries of metaphysics may 
have the pre3umi)tuous ignorance to fancy that they 
understand what is meant by the common words I or 
me ; but the able metaphysician knows better than Lord 
Orford's changeling how to prove, to our satisfaction, 
that we know nothing of the matter. 

*' Personal identity," says Locke, ** consists not in the 
identity of substance, but in the identity of conscious- 
ness, wherein Socrates and the present Mayor of Quin- 
borough agree they are the same person: if the same Soc- 
rates sleeping and waking do not partad^e of Uie same 
consciousness, Socrates waking and sleeping is not the 
same person ; and to punish Socrates waking for what 
sleeping Socrates thought, and waking Socrates was 
never conscious of, would be no more of right than to 

gunish one twin for what his brother twin did, whereof 
e knew nothing, because their outsides are so like that 
they could not be distinguished ; for such twinu have 
been seen."t 

We may presume that our Hibernian's consciousness 
could not retrograde to the time when he was changed 
at nurse ; consequently there was no continuity of iden- 
tity between the infant and the man who expressed his 
hatred of the nurse for perpetrating the fraud. At all 

* On (kisoit eompUment 4 Madame Denia de la ftfion dont elle venoit de 
joaer Zaire. 

"U fliodrolt,** dlt elle, »«fra belle eC jDene.**— •* Ah, madame!* reprit la 
eomplimenteur nalTement, " voua Atea bien iapreoTe du cootnura." 

t Locke*k Eaaaj eonceminf tbe Human Underalaiidiiig, flfUanUi eAtioii, 
▼ol.i.p.S9S. 
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events, the confusion of identity which excited Lord Or- 
ford's admiration in our Hibernian is by no means un- 
precedented in France, England, or ancient Greece, and 
consequently it cannot be an instance of national idio- 
sjmcrasy, or an Irish bull. We find a similar blunder in 
Spain, in the time of Cervantes : — 

'* Pray tell me, squire,'* says the duchess, in Don Quix- 
ote, "is not your master the person whose history is 
printed under the name of the sage Hidako Don Quix- 
ote de la Mancha, who professes himself the admirer of 
one Dulcinea del Toboso ?" 

** The very same, my lady," answered Sancho ; " and 
I myteU am that very squire of his who is mentioned, 
or ought to be mentioned, in that history, unless they have 
changed me in the cradle.^ 

In Moliere's Amphitrion there is a dialogue between 
Mercure and Sosie evidently taken from the attic Lucian. 
Sosie, being completely puzzled out of his personal iden- 
tity, if not out of his senses, says Uterally, " Of my being 
myself I begin to doubt in good earnest; yet when I feel 
myself, and when 1 recollect myself, it seems to me that 
lamV 

We see that the puzzle about identity proves at last to 
be of Grecian origin. It is really edifying to observe 
how those things which have long been objects of pop- 
ular admiration shrink and fade when exposed to the 
light of strict examination. An experienced critic pro- 
posed that a work should be written to inquire into the 
pretensions of modern writers to original invention, to 
trace their thefts, and to restore the property to the an- 
cient owners. Such a work would require powers and 
erudition beyond what can be expected from any or- 
dinary individual ; the labour must be shared among num- 
bers, and we are proud to . assist in ascertauiing the 
rightful property even of bulls and blunders; though 
without pretend^, like some literary bloodhounds, to 
follow up a plagiarism where common sagacity is at 
a fault. 



***!>• mot J« OMDmeaM A doater tout de bon. 
PDurtant qoand Je me tftie, et r " 
n me MBUe que Je tail moi." 
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CHAPTER II. 

IRISH NtWSPAPEBS. 



Wi presume that we have saccessfuUy disputed the 
claims imposed upon the public in behalf of certain spiN 
rious alien blunders, pretending to be native original Irish 
bulls ; and we shall now \irith pleasure proceed to ex- 
amine those which have better titles to notice. Even 
nonsense ceases to be worthy of attention and pidtlic 
favour unless it be original. 

** Dear Lady Emily," says Mis» Allscrip/in the excel- 
lent comedy of the Heiress — ^•*Dear Lady Emily, dont 
you dote upon folly 1" 

♦* To ecstasy !" replied her ladyship, " I only despair 
of seeing it well kept up.'^ 

We flatter ourselves " there is no great danger of that,** 
for we have the Irish newspapers before us, where, no 
doubt, we shall find a fresh harvest of indigenous ab- 
surdity ripe for the sickle. 

The first advertisement that meets our eye is prom- 
ising. 

It is the late proclamation of an Irish mayor, in which 
we are informed that certain business is to be transacted 
in that city " every Monday (Easter Sunday only ex-» 
cepted)." This seems rather an unnecessary exception ; 
but it is not an inadvertency caused by any hurnr of 
business in his worship : it is deliberately copied iiam 
a precedent, set in England, by a baronet formerly well 
known in parliament, who, in the preamble to a bill, 
proposed that certain regulations should take place " on 
every Monday (Tuesday excepted)." We fear, also, ^at 
an English mayor has been known to Uunder. Some 
years ago the mayor of a capital English city published 
a proclamation and advertisement, previous to the races, 
" that no gentleman will be allowed to ride on the course, 
but the horses that are to run." A mayor's blundering 
proclamation is not, howev6r, worth half so much in the 
eye of ridicule as a lord-lieutenant's. 

"A mint in crape it twice a saliit in lawn.** 
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A boll on the fhrone is worth twice «i much as aboil 
k the chair. 
« 
^ By the Lord-lieutenant and Council of Ireland* 

^^Aprodamation. 
• •• • 

^* Whereas the ffreatest economy is necessary in the 
consumption of aU species of grainy and espedaUy in the 
eamsumpHon of potatoes^ &c. 

^ Giyen at the Council-chamber in Dublin." 

This is the first time we hare been informed, by au- 
thority, that potatoes are a species of grain; but we 
must accede to this new botanical arrangement, when 
published under such splendid auspices. The assertion, 
certainly, is not made m distinct terms ; but all who un- 
derstand the construction of language must imply the 
conclusion that we draw from these premises. A ffen- 
eral position is in the first member of the sentence laid 
down, ^ that the greatest economy is necessary in the con 
sumfUian of tUl species of gramJ" A particular exempli- 
fication of the princiide is made in the next clause, ^ es" 
peciaUy in the consumption of potatoesJ^* 

The inference is as plain as can be made. 

The next article in our newspaper is an advertisement 
of lands to be let to on improving tenant : — *'* A few miles 
from Cork, in a most sporting country^ bounded by an un^ 
common fine turf-bog, on the verge of which there are a 
number of fine Hme-kUns, where that manure may be had 
on very moderate terms, the distance for carnage not 
being many hundred yards. The whole lands being now 
in great heart, and completely laid down, entirely sur- 
rounded and divided by impenetrable Jwrze ditches^ made 
ff quarried stone laid edgeways.^ 

It will be a matter of difiiculty to the untravelled 
English reader to comprehend how furze ditches can be 
made of quarried stones laid edgeways, or any way ; 
and we fear Uiat we should only puzzle his intellects still. 
more if we should attempt to explain to him the myste- 
ries of Iridi ditdiing in the technical terms of the coun- 
try. With the face of a ditch he may be acquainted, 
Imt to the hack and gripe^ and bottom of the gripe, and 
U^ of the back of a ditch, we fear he is still to be intro- 
diioed. 

We can never sufficiently admire these furze ditches 
E3 
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made of quarried stones ; they can, indeed, be found only 
in Ireland : but we have heard in England of things al- 
, most as extraordinary. Dr. Grey, in his ergdite and 
entertaining nptes on Hudibras, records the deposition 
of a lawyer, who, in an action of battery, told the judge 
" that the defendant beat his qhent with a certain woo&n 
instrument called an iron pestle*''^ Nay, to go further st^, 
^ wise annotator on the Pentateuch, napaed Peter Har- 
rison, observed of Moses' two tables of stone^ that they 
were made of shitiim^wood. The stone furze ditches are 
scarcely bolder instances of the catachresis than the 
stone-tables of shittim-wood. This bold figure of rhieto- 
ric in an Irish advertisement of an estate may lead us to 
expect that Hibernian advertisers may, in time, emulate 
the fame of Christie, the prince of auctioneers, whose 
fine descriptive powers can make more of an estate on 
paper than ever was made of it in any other shape, ex- 
cept in the form of an ejectment. The fictions of law, 
indeed, surpass even the auctioneer's imagination ; and 
a man may be said never to kiK)w the extent of his own 
possessions until he is served with a process of eject- 
ment. He then finds himself required to give up the 
possession of a multitude of barns, orchards, fish-ponds, 
horse-ponds, dwelling-hbuses, pigeon-houses, dove-cots, 
out-houses, and appiurtenances, which he never saw or 
heard of, and which are nowhere to be found upon the 
surface of the habitable globe ; so that we cannot readly 
express this English legal transaction without being 
guilty of an Irish bull, and saying that the person ejected 
is ousted from places which he never entered. 

To proceed with our newspapers.— ^The next adver- 
tisement is from a schoolmaster : but we shall not des- 
cant upon its grammatical errors, because they are not 
blunders pecuhar to Irish schoolmasters. We have fre- 
quently observed that the advertisements of schoolmas- 
ters, even in England, are seldom free from solecisms : 
too much care in writing, it seems, is almost as bad as 
too little. In the preface of the dictionary of the French 
Academy there are, as it is computed by an able French 
critic, no less than sixteen faults ; and in Harris, the 
celebrated grammarian's dedication of his Hermes, there 
is one bull, and almost as many faults as lines. It ap- 
pears as if the most precise and learned writers some- 
times, like the ladies in one of Congreve's plays, "run 
into the danger to avoid the apprehension*'' 
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After a careM acrotiny of the Hibernian advertise- 
moits, we are compelled to confess that we have not 
met with any blunders that more nearly resemble our 
notion of an Irish bull than one which, some years ago, 
uppewred in our English papers. It was the title to an 
advertisement of a washing machine, in these words, 
** Every Man his own Washer-womm P* We have this 
day, Nov. 19, 1807, seen the following : ^ This day wete 
pimlished. Memoirs of the Life of Mrs. Elizabeth Carter, 
with a new edition of her Poems, some of which have 
never before appeared." And an eyewitness assures us, 
that lately he saw an advertisement in the following 
terms stuck up on the walls of an English coffee-house, 
**Thi8 coffee-house removed up-stairs!" 

A Roman emperor used to draw his stairs up after 
him every mght into his bedchamber, and we have heard 
of throwmg a house out of the windows ; but drawing a 
whole house up into itself is new. 

How can we account for such a blunder in an adver- 
tisement on the wall of an English coffee-house, except 
by supposing that it was penned by an Irish waiter t If 
that were the case, it would be an admirable example 
of an Irish bull ! and therefore we had best take it for 
granted. 

Let not any conscientious person be startled at the 
mode of reasoning by which we have convicted an ima- 
ginary Irish waiter of a resd bull : it is at least as good, 
if not better logic, than that which was successfully em- 
jdoyed in the time of the Popish plot to convict an Irish 
physician of forgery. The matter is thus recorded by 
L'Estrange. The Irish physician ^was charged with 
writing a treasonable libel, but denied the tmng, and 
appealed to the unlikeness of the characters. It was 
agreed that there was no resemblance at all in the hands ; 
but asserted that the doctor had two hands, his physic 
hand and his pLot hand^ and the one not a jot like the 
other. Now this was the doctor's plot hand, and it was 
insisted that, because it was not like one of his hands, it 
must be like the other.'' 

By this convenient mode of reasoning, an Irishman 
may, at ai^ time, be convicted of any crime, or of any 
absurdity. 

But what have we next in our newspaper! — ^*' Murder, 
Robbery, and Reward." This seems a strange connexion 
of things, according to our vulgar notions of distributive 
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Justice ; but we are told that the wicked shall hare ^beir 
reward even in this world ; and we suppose it is upon thi» 
principle that over the stocks in a town in Ireland there 
appears this inscription, " A reward for vagabonds." 

Upon proceeding further in our advertisement which 
begins with " Murder, Robbery, and Reward," we find, 
however, that contrary to the just expectations raised 
by the title, the reward is promised, not to the robbers and 
murderers, but to those who shall discover and prose- 
cute them to conviction. Here we were led into error 
by that hasty mode of elision which sometimes obtains 
in the titles even of our EngUsh law processes ; as sci- 
^a, fi-fa, qui-tam, &c. ; names which, to preserve the 
glorious uncertainty of the law, never refer to the sense, 
but to the first words of the writs. 

In our newspaper a formidable list of unanimous reso- 
lutions of various committees and corps succeeds to the 
advertisement of murder, robbery, and reward ; and we 
have, at the close of each day-s business, thanksgivings, 
in various formulas, for the very proper, upright, or 
spirited behaviour of our worthy, gaHant, or respected 
chairman. Now that a man may behave properly, or sit 
uprightly in a chair, we can teadily comprehend ; but 
what are we to understand by a spirited behaviour in a 
chair ? Pethaps it alludes to the famous duel fought by 
a gouty Irish gentleman in his arm-chair. As the gallant 
chairman actually in that position shot his adversary, it 
behooves us to understand the meaning of spirited be- 
haviour in the chair. 

We may, however, venture to hint, fas est et ab hoste 
doceri, that in the pubtications of corps and committees, 
this formula should be omitted— 7" Resolved tmanimously 
(with only one dissentient voice)." Here the obloquy, 
meant to rest on the one dissentient voice unfortunately 
falls upon the publishers of the disgrace, exposing them 
to the ridicule of resolving an Irish bull. If ttus be a 
bull, however, ^v^e are concerned to find it is matdhed by 
that of the govemmejxt of Munich, whp published a 
catalogue of lorBuRIen books, and s^rward, under 
heavy penalties, forbade the reading of the catalogue. 
But this might be done in the hurry occasioned by the 
just dread of revolutionary principles. 

What shall we say for the blunder of a French acade- 
mician, in a time of profound peace, who gave it as his 
opinion, that nothiii^^ should be read in the public sittings 
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Of %h6 adttdemy **wt dela ce qm est impost par les 
statuts: il motivaitson avis en disant-^Eo fait cTtmi^t/t^^ 
11 ne faut que le necessa^e.^ If this speech had been 
made by a member of the Royal kish Academy, it would 
have had the honour to be noticed aU over England as a 
bull. The honour to be noticed, we say, in imitation of 
the exquisitely polite expression of a correspondent 
of the English Royal Society,* who talks of ** the earth- 
quake that had the honour to be noticed by the Royal 
Society.** 

It will, we fear, be long before the Irish emerge so far . 
from barbarism as to write in this style. The Irish are, 
however, we are happy to observe, making some little 
approaches to a refined and courtly style ; kings, and in 
imitation of them, great men, and all who think them- 
selves great — a numerous class — speak and write as 
much as possible in the plural number instead of the 
singular. Instead of /, they always say we ; instead of 
my, our, according to the Italian idiom, which flatters 
this humour so far as to make it a point of indispensable 
politeness. It is, doubtless, in humble imitation of such 
illustiious examples, that an Irishman of the lowest class, 
when he means to express that he is a member of a com- 
mittee, says, I am a committee : thus consoUdatin^f the 
power, wisdom, and virtue of a whole committee in his 
own person. Superior even to the Indian, who believes 
that he shall inherit the powers and virtues of his ene- 
mies after he has destroyed them,* this committee-man 
takes possession of the faculties of his living friends 
and associates. When some of the united men^ as they 
called themselves, were examined, they frequently an- 
swered to the questions, who or what are you ? I am a 
committee. 

However extraordinary it may at first sound to hear 
one man assert that he is a whole committee, it is not 
more wonderful than that the whole parliament of Bor- 
deaux should be found in a one-horse chair.f 

We forbear to descant further upon Irish committee- 
men, lest we should call to mind, merely by the similarity 
of name, the times when England had her committee- 
men who were not perfectly free from all tinge of 

* " So Indian murdVers hope to gain 
Tbe powers and virtues of toe slain, 
Of wretelMs tbey destroy." 

t Vide Mtoiolres da Cardinal de Rctz. 
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abeurdity. It is remarkable, titot in tknea ot pofnhi 
ferment, a rariety of new terms are coined to serve piir« 
poses and passions of the moment In the days of ^e 
£nghsh committee-men this practice had risen to such a 
height that it was fair game for ridicule. Accordingly, 
Sir John Birkenhead, alK>ut that time, found it necessary 
to publish ^ The ChUdrerCs DicHonary ; an exact Collection 
of all New Words bom since Nov, 3, 1640, in Speeches^ 
Prayers, and Sermons, as well those that signify somethingr 
as nothing.^* We observe that it has been likewise fouid 
necessary to publish, in France, Une Dictionnaire niolo^ 
gique, a dictionary of the new terms adopted since the 
revolution. 

It must be supposed, that during the late distm-bances 
in Ireland, many cant terms have been brought into lise, 
which are not yet to be reckoned among we acknow- 
ledged terms of the country. However absurd these 
may be, they are not for our purpose proper subjects of 
animadversion. Some countries have their birds of 
passage, and some their follies of passage, which it is 
scarcely worth while to shoot as they fly. It has often 
been said that the language of a people is a just criterion 
of their progress in civilization; but we must not take a 
specimen of their vocabulary during the immediate preva- 
lence of any transient passion or prejudice. It is to be 
hoped that all party barbarisms in language will now be 
disused and foi^otten ; for some time has elapsed since 
we read the following article of country intelhgence in a 
Dublin paper: — 

" General scoured the country yesterday, but had 

not the good fortune to meet with a single rebeL" 

The author of this paragraph seems to have been a 
keen sportsman ; he regrets the not meeting with a single 
rebel as he would the not meeting with a single hare or 
partridge ; and he justly considenr the human biped as 
fair game, to be hunted down by all who are properly 
qualified and licensed by government. To the English, 
perhaps, it may seem a strange subject of lamentation, 
that a general could not meet with a single rebel in the 
county of Wicklow, when they have so latehr been in* 
formed from the high authority of a noble lord, that Ire* 
land was so disturbed that whenever he went out he 
called as regidarly for his pistols as for his hat and gloves* 
Possibly, however, this was only a figure of speech, like 
that of Bishop Wilkins, who prophesied that the time 
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>wtHdd come when genilemen, when they were to go a 
Journey, would call for their Wings as regularly as they 
cdl for their boots.— We believe that the hjrperboles of the 
pri?y-coiiii8eIlor and the bishop are of equal magnitude* 



CHAPTER IIL 

TBS CRIMI1^4L LAW OF BULLS AKD BLUHDtRS. 

Madamb ]>■ SfiirioirB obserres, that there are few people 
sufficiently candid, 6r sufficiently enliglitened, to distin- 
guish in tneir judgments of others between those faults 
and mistakes which proceed from manque d'espritt and 
those which arise merely from manque d*usage. We can- 
not appreciate the talents or character of foreigners with- 
out making^allowance for their ignorance of our manners, 
of the idiom of our language, and the multifarious signifi- 
cations of some of our words. A French gentleman who 
dined in London in company with the celebrated author 
of the Rambler, wishing to show him a mark of pecuhar 
respect, drank Dr. Johnson's health in these words: — 
** Your health) Mr. Vagabond." Assuredly no well-judg- 
ing Englishman would undervalue the Frenchman's abili- 
ties because he mistook the meaning of the words Va^- 
bond and Rambler ; he would recollect that in old Enghsh 
and modem French authors, vagabond means wanderer : 
des eaux vaffabondes is a phrase far from inelegant. But 
independently of this consideration, no well-bred gentle- 
Mttn would put a foreigner out of countenance by openly 
laughing at such a mistake : he would imitate the polite- 
ness of the Frenchman who, when Dr. Moore said, " I am 
afraid the expression I have Just used is not French,** 
replied, ** Non, monsieur-^mais il m^rite bien de Tltre." 
It would indeed be a great stretch of politeness to extend 
this to our Irish neighbours ; for no Irishism can ever 
deserve to be Anglicised, though so many Gallicisms have 
of late not only been naturalized in England, but even 
adopted by the most fashionable t^peakers and writers* 
The mistaking a feminine for a masculine noun, or a 
masc^ine for a feminine, must iQ all probability hav« 
10 
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happ^ed to ever^ Englishman that ever opened his }ip0 
in Paris ; yet without losing his reputation for comoMHi 
sense. But when a poor Irish haymaker^ who had but 
just learned a few phrases of the English language by 
rote, mistook a feminine for a masculine noun, and began 
his speech in a court of justice with these words, " My 
lord, X am a poor widow," instead of " My lord, I am a 
poor widower," it was sufficient to throw a grave judge 
and jury into convulsions of laughter. It was formerly, 
in law, no murder to kill a merus Hibemicus ; and it is to 
this day no offei^ce against good manners to laugh at any 
of this species. It is of a thousand times more conse- 
quence to have the laugh than the argument on our side, 
as all those know full well who have any experience in 
the management of the great or Uttle vulgar. By the 
common custom and courtesy of England we have the 
laugh on our side: let us keep it, by all means. All means 
are justifiable to obtain a great end, as all great men 
maintain in practice, if not in theory. We need not, in 
imitating them, have any scruples of conscience; we 
need not apprehend, that to ridicule our Hibernian neigh- 
bours unmercifully is unfriendly or ungenerous* Nations, 
it has been well observed, are never generous in their 
conduct towards each other. We must follow the com- 
mon custom of nations where we have no law to guide our 
proceedings. We must therefore carefully continue the 
laudable practice of ridiculing the blunders, whether read 
or imaginary, of Irishmen. In conversation, Enghshmen 
are permitted sometimes to blunder, but without ever 
being called blunderers. It would indeed be an intoler- 
able restraint upon social intercourse if every man were 
subject to be taxed for each inaccuracy of language — if he 
were compelled to talk upon all occasions as if he were 
amenable to a star-chamber of criticism, and surrounded 
by informers. 

Much must be allowed in England for the license of 
conversation ; but by no means must tl;iis conversation- 
license be extended to the Irish. If, for instance; at the 
convivial hour of dinner, when men are not usually intent 
upon grammatical or mathematical niceties, an Irish 
gentleman desires him "who rules his roast" to cut the 
sirloin of beef horizontally downwards, let the mistake 
immediately be set down in our note-books, and conned 
over, and got by heart ; and let it be repeated to all eter- 
nity as a bull. But if an English lady observe, when the 
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camdles have long stood unsnnfTed, that ** those odious 
long wicks will soon grow up to the ceiling,** she can 
be accused only of an error of vision. We conjure our 
readers to attend to these distinctions in their intercourse 
with their Hibernian neighbours : it must be done habit- 
ually and technically ; and we must not listen to what is 
called reason ; we must not enter into an^r argument, {iro 
or con, but silence every Irish opponent, if we can, with 
a laugh. 

The Abb6 Girard, in his accurate work, " Synonymes 
Francois,** makes a plausible distinction between une 6ne 
et un ignorant^ he say§. ^ On est ^e par disposition : on 
est ignorant par defaut ^'instruction." An ignorant per- 
son may certainly, even in the very circumstances which 
betray his ignorance, evince considerable ability. For 
instance, the native Indian who for the first time saw a 
bottle of porter uncorked, and who expressed great aston- 
ishment at the quantity of froth which he saw burst from 
the bottle, and much curiosity to know whether it could 
all be put in again, showed even in his ignorance a degree 
of capacitor which, in different situations, might have 
saved his hfe or have made his fortune. In the situation 
of the poor fisherman and the great giant of smoke who 
issued from the small vessel, well known to all versed in 
the Arabian Tales, such acuteness would have saved his 
life ; and a similar spirit of inquiry, ar^lied to chymistry, 
might in modem times have made his fortune. Even 
where no positive abilities are displayed at the time by 
those who manifest ignorance, we should not {except the 
culprits be natives of Ireland) hastily give them up. Ignp- 
rance of the most common objects is not only incident 
to certain situations, but absolutely unavoidable ; and the 
individuals placed in those situations are no more blame- 
Me than they would be for becoming blind in the snows 
of Lapland, or for havmg goitres among the Cretins of Le 
Yallais. Would you blame the i^orant nims who, 
insensible of the danger of an eruption of Mount Vesu- 
vius,* warmed themselves at the burning lava which 
flowed up to the windows of their cells ? or would you 
think the French canoness an idiot, who, at the age of 
fifty, was. on account of her health, to go out of her con- 
vent, andasked, when she met a cow for the first time, 
what strange animal that was ? or would you think that 

r Vidt Sir W. Hamilton's aiscouiit of an aniption of Mdant VaaaTtaa, 
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those poor children deserved to be stigmatized as foo]» 
who, after being confined for a couple of years in an 
English workhouse, actually at eight years old had for- 
gotten the names of a pig and a calf 1* — their ignorance 
was surely more deplorable than ridiculous. When the 
London yoimg lady kept a collection of ehicken-bones on 
her plate at finner, as a bonne-bouche for her brother's 
horse,t Dr. Johnson would not suffer her to be called an 
idiot, but very judiciously defended her, by maintaining 
that her action merely demonstrated her ignorant of 
points of natural history on which a London miss had no 
immediate opportunity of obtaining infor^i^ation. Had 
Che world always judged upon sulh subjects with similar 
candour, the reproachful cant term of cockney would 
never have been disgracefully naturalized in the English 
language. This word, as we are informed by a learned 
philologist, originated from the mistake of a learned citi- 
zen's son, who, havingrbeen bred up entirely in the me- 
tropolis, was so gloriously ignorant of country life and 
country animals, that the first time he heard a cock crow, 
he called it neighxTig, If such a mistake had been made 
by an Irishmaui, it would surely have been called a bull: 
it has, at least; as good pretensions to the title as many 
mistakes made by ignorant Hibernians; for instaincet 
the well-known blunder relative to the sphinx: — An un- 
informed Lrishman, hearing the sphinx alluded to in com- 
pany, whispered to a friend, "The sphinx! who is thai 
now ?" 

" A monster, man." 

"Oh, a 3fu7M^er-man : I thought he was from Con 
naught,** replied our Irishman, determined not to seem 
totally unacquainted with the family. Gross and ridi- 
culous as this blunder appears, we are compelled by can- 
dour to allow that the affectation of showing knowledge 
has betrayed to shame men far superior to our Hiber« 
nian, both in reputation and in the means o( acquiring 
knowledge. 

Cardinal Richelieu, the Mecsnas or would-be Mecsenas 
of France, once mistook the name of a noted grammaiiaiit 
Maunis TerenHanus^ for a play of Terence's. This is 
called by the French writer who records it, " nne liout 
bien grossiere.** However gross, a mistake can never 

* This fviXf we hdieve^ Is mentioned in a letter of Mn. Csppt^ on ftrteh 
geboola. 
t VIdB Mn. Floal'i EoeUrii Synooymr- 
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be made into a bull. We find bivtses French, English,* 
Italian, German, Latin, and Greek, of theologians, histo-' 
rians, antiquarians, poets, critics, and translators, without 
end. The learned Budaeus takes Sir Thomas MoreV 
Utopia for a true history, and proposes sending mission- 
aries to work the conversion of so wise a people as the 
Utopians. An English antiquarian* mistakes a tomb in 
a Grothic cyiMipl for the tomb of Hector. Pope, our 
great poet,^Hp^ince of translators, mistakes Dec. the 
Sth^ Nov. thorny o( Cinthio, for Dec. 8th, Nov. 5th ; and 
Warfourton, his learned critic, improves upon the blunder 
by afterward ^ting the words December and November 
at full length. Better%ill, 'because more comic, is the 
Uunder of a Frenchman, who, puzzled by the title of one 
of Gibber's plays, ** Love's Last Shift," translates It ** La 
Derni^re Ghemise de PAmour." We laugh at these mis- 
takes, and forget them ; but who can forget the blunder 
of the Gork almanac-maker, who informs the world that 
the principal republics in Europe are Venice, Holland, 
and America t 

The Uunders of men of all countries, except Lreland, 
do not affix an indelible stigma upon individual or national 
character. A free pardon is, and ought to be, granted by 
every Englishman to the vernacular and literary errors 
of those who have the happiness to be bom subjects of 
Great Britain. What enviable privileges are annexed to 
the birth of an Englishman! and what a misfortune it is 
to be a native of Lreland ! 



CHAPTER IV. 

LITTLE Dommox. 



Wc have laid down the general law of bulls and blun^ 
ders; but as there is no rule without an exception, we 
may, perhaps, allow an exception in favour of little 
Dominick. 

I Little Dominick was bom at Fort Reilly, in Ireland, 

and bred nowhere until his tenth year, when he was sent 

tb Wales to learn manners and grammar at the school 

* Jobn Lydgate. 
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of Mr. Owen ap Davies ap Jenkins ap Jone9« This gen* 
tleman had reason to think himself the greatest of men; 
for he had over his chimney-piece a well-srooked gene- 
i^ogy, daly attested, tracing his ancestry in a direct line 
T^ to Noah ; and moreover he was nearly related to the 
teamed etymologist who, in the time of Queen Elizabeth, 
wrote a foUo to prove that the langii^age of Adam and 
Eve in Paradise was pure Welsh. Witi||^h causes to 
be proud, Mr. Owen ap Davies ap JenkiSqB Jones was 
excusable for sometimes seeming to forg^Rat a school- 
master is but a man. He, however, sometimes entirely 
forgot that a boy is but a boy ; and this l^ppen^d most 
frequently with respect to little Bo^minick. 

This unlucky wight was flogged every morning by hi9 
mastell not for his vices, but for his vicious constructions, 
and laughed at by his companions every evening for hi» 
idiomatic absurdities. They would probably have been 
inclined to sympathize in his misfortunes, but that he was 
the only Irish boy at school ; and as he was at a distance 
from ail his relations, and without a friend to take his 
part, he was a j ust object of obloquy and derision. Every 
sentence he spoke was a bull ; every two words he put 
together proved a false concord; and ervery sound he 
articulated betrayed the brogue. But as he possessed 
some of the characteristic boldness of those who have 
been dipped in the Shannon, he showed himself abte and 
willing to fight his own battles with the host of foes by 
whom he was encompassed. Some of the^, it was said, 
were of nearljr twice his stature. This may be exag- 
gerated, but it is certain that our hero sometimes ven- 
tured with sly Irish humour to revenge himself upon his 
most powerful tyrant by mimicking the Welsh accent. In 
which Mr. Owen ap Jones said to him, ** Cot pless me, 
you plockit, and shall I never learn you Ench^ cram- 
mar 1" 

It was whispered in tiie ear of this Dionjrsius that our 
little hero was a mimic; and he was treated with in- 
creased severity. 

The midsummer holydays approached ; but he feared 
that they would, shine no holydays for him. He had 
written to his mother to tell her that school would break 
up the 21st, and to beg an answer* wiUiout fail* by return 
of post; but no answer came. 

It was now nearly two months since he had heard 
from his dear mother or any of his friends in Ireland 
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His spirits began to sink under the pressure of these 
accumulated misfortunes: he slept little, ate less, and 
played not at all ; indeed, nobody would play with him 
upon equal terms, because he was nobody's equal : his 
schoolfellows continued to consider him as a being, if not 
of a different species, at least of a different caste from 
themselves. 

Mr. Owen ap Jones's triumph over the little Irish 
plockit was nearly complete, for the boy's heart was 
almost broken, when there came to the school a new 
scholar — O how unlike the others ! His name was Ed- 
wards ; he was the son of a neighbouring Welsh gentle- 
man; and he had himself the spirit of a gentleman. 
When he saw how poor Dominick was persecuted, he 
took him under his protection, fought his battles with the 
Welsh boys, and, instead of laughing at him for speaking 
Irish, he endeavoured to teach him to speak English. 
In his answers to the first question Edwards ever asked 
him, little Dominick made two blunders, which set all his 
other companions in a roar: yet Edwards would not 
allow them to be genuine bulls. 

In answer to the question, " Who is your father t** 
Dominick said, with a deep sigh, ** I have no father^I 
am an orphan* — I have pnly a mother." 

** Have you any brothers and sisters t" 

^ No ; I wish I had ; perhaps they would love me, and 
not lauffh at me," said Dominick, with tears in his eyes ; 
•^ut I nave no brothers but myself." 

One day Mr. Jones came into the schoolroom with an 
open letter in his hand, saying, " Here, you little Irish 
piockit, here's a letter from your mother." 

The little Irish blockhead started from his form, and, 
throwing his grammar on the floor, leaped up higher than 
he or any boy in the school had ever been seen to leap 
before, and clapping his hands, he exclaimed, " A letter 
from my mother ! And will I hear the letter 1 And will 
I see her once more % And will I go home these holy- 
days 1 0, then I will be too happy !" 

" There's no tanger of that," said Mr. Owen ap Jones ; 
**for your mother, like a wise ooman, writes me here, 
that, py the atvice of your cardian, to oom she is coing 
to be married, she will not pring you home to Ireland 

* niad, 6tb book, 1. 43S, Androomebe nyi to Hoetor, <* Toa wUl make your 
■OB aBovpliaii, and yoor wift a widonr." 
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till I send her wOrd you are perfect in your EncU^ 
Grammar at least." 

" I have my lesson perfect, sir," said Dominick, taking 
his grammar up from the floor ; " wtZZ I say it now 1" 

•* Will I say it now! No, you plockit, no ; and I wiU 
write your mother word you have proke Priscian's head 
four times this tay, since her letter came. You Irish 
plockit!" continued the relentless grammarian, "will 
you never learn the tifference between shall and will ? 
Will I hear the letter, and will I see her once more ! 
What Enclish is this, plockit 1" 

The Welsh boys all grinned, except Edwards, who 
hummed, loud enough to be heard, two lines of the good 
old English song, 

< And tmU T see him once again 1 
And tn£< 1 hear him speak !** 

Many of the boys were fortunately too ignorant to feel 
the force of the quotation ; but Mr. Owen ap Jones un- 
derstood it, turned upon his heel, and walked off". Soon 
afterward he summoned Dominick to his awful desk; 
and, pointing with his ruler to the following page in Har- 
ris's Hermes, bade him " reat it, and understant it, if he 
could." Little Dommick read, but could not understand. 

" Then reat it loud, you plockit." 

Dominick read aloud — 

" There is nothing appears so clearly an object of the 
mind or intellect only as the future aoes, since we csn 
find no place for its existence anywhere else : not but 
the same, if we consider, is equally true of the past — ^" 

"Well, CO on — what stops the plockit t Can't you 
reat Enclish now 1" 

" Yes, sir; but I was trying to understand it. I was 
considering that this is like what they would call an 
Irish bull, if I had said it." 

Little Dominick could not explain what he meant in 
Enghsh, that Mr. Owen ap Jones would understand ; and, 
to punish him for his impertineit observation, the boy 
was doomed to learn all that Harris and Lowth have 
written to explain the nature of shall and wHl. The 
reader, if he be desirous of knowing the full extent of 
the penance enjoined, may consult Lowth's Grammar, 
p. 52, ed. 1799, and Harris's Hermes, p. 10, 11, and 12, 
4th edition. Undismayed at the length of his task, little 
Dominick only said, ^* I hope, if I say it all without 
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ntofngr a word, yon will not gire my mother a bad ac- 
coont of me and my grammar studies, sir.** 

** Say it all first, without missing a word, and then I 
shall see what I shall say,** repUed Mr. Owen ap Jones. 

Eren the encouragement of this oracular answer ex- 
cited the bojr's fond hopes so keenly, that he lent his little 
soul to the task, learned it perfectly-, said it at night, 
without missing one word, to his fnend Edwards, and 
said it the next morning, without missing one word, to 
his master. 

** And now, sir," said the boy, looking up, " will you 
write to my mother I And «Aa// 1 see her! AndthaUl 
go home }" 

^ Tell me first, whether you understant all this that 
yon have learnt so diply," said Mr. Owen ap Jones. 

That was more than his bond. Our hero's countenance 
fell : and he acknowledged that he did not understand it 
perfectly. 

** Then I cannot write a coot account of you and your 
crammar studies to your mother ; my conscience coes 
against it," said the conscientious Mr. Owen ap Jones. 

No entreaties could move him. Dominick never saw 
the letter that was written to his mother ; but he felt the 
consequence. She wrote word this time punctually by 
return of the post^ that she was sorry that she could not 
send for him home these holydays, as she heard so bad 
an account from Mr. Jones, &c., and as she thought it 
her duty not to interrupt the course of his education, 
especially his grammar studies. Little Dominick heaved 
many a sigh when he saw the packings up of all his 
school-fe]k>ws, and dropped a few tears as he looked out 
of the window, and saw tiiem, one after another, get on 
their Welsh ponies, .smd gallop off towards their homes. 

** I have no home to go to," said he. 

**Yes, you have," cJied Edwards; **and our horses 
are at the door to carry ne there." 

•* To Ireland I me ! the horses !" said the poor boy, 
quite bewildered : " ahd will they bring me to Ireland 1" 

'^ No ; the horses cannot carry you to Ireland," said 
Edwards, laughing good-nature<fiy, ^but you have a 
home now in England. I asked my father to let me take 
you home with me ; and he says ' Yes,* like a dear good 
nther, and has sent the horses. Come, let's away." 

«* But will Mr. Jones let me go 1" 



ego 
; foi 



' Yes ; he dares not refuse ; for my father has a livmg 
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in his gift that Jones wants, and which he will not hare/ 
if he do not change his tune to you." 

Little Dominick could not speak one word, his heart 
was so full. No boy could be happier than he was during 
these holydays : " the genial current of his soul," which 
had been frozen by unkindness, flowed with all its natural 
freedom and force. 

When Dominick returned to school after these holy- 
days were over, Mr. Owen ap Jones, who now found that 
the Irish boy had an English protector with a living in 
his gift, changed his tone. He never more complained 
unjustly that Dominick broke Priscian^s head, seldom 
called him Irish plockit, and once would have flogged a 
Welsh boy for taking up this cast-off expression of the 
master's, out the Irish blockhead begged the culprit off. 

Little Dominick sprang forward rapidly in his studies : 
he soon surpassed every boy in the school, his friend 
Edwards only excepted. In process of time, his guardian 
removed him to a higher seminary of education. Ed- 
wards had a tutor at home. The friends separated. 
Afterward they followed different professions in distant 
parts of the world ; and they neither saw nor heard any 
more of each other for many years. From boys they 
grew into men, and Dominick, now no longer little Domi- 
nick, went over to India as private secretary to one of 
our commanders-in-chief. How he got into this situation, 
or by what gradations he rose in the world, we are not 
exactly informed : we know only that he was the reputed 
author of a much-admired pamphlet on Indian affairs, 
that the despatches of the general to whom he was sec- 
retary were remarkably well written, and that Dominick 
O'Reilly, Esq., returned to England after several years' 
absence, not miraculously rich, but with a fortune equal 
to his wishes. His wishes were not extravagant : his 
utmost ambition was to return to his native country with 
a fortune that should enable him to live independently 
of all the world, especially of some of his relations, who 
had not used him well. His mother was no more. 

Upon his arrival in London, one of the first things he 
did was to read the Irish newspapers. To his inexpres- 
sible joy, he saw the estate of Fort Reilly advertised to 
be sold — the very estate which had formerly belonged 
to his own family. Away he posted directly to an at- 
torney's, who was empowered to dispose of the land. 

When this attorney produced a map of the well-knowa 
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gleasiire-grmind, and an elevation of that house in which 
e had spent the happiest hours of his infancy, his heart 
was so touched, that he was on the point of paying down 
more for an old ruin than a ffood new house would cost. 
The attorney acted honestly oy his client^ and seized this 
moment to exhibit a plan of the stabling and offices, 
which, as sometimes is the case in Ireland, were in a 
style far superior to the dwelling-house. Our hero sur- 
veyed these with transport. He rapidly planned various 
improvements in imagination, and plaDted certain favour- 
ite spots in the pleasure-ground. During this time the 
attorney was giving directions to a clerk about some 
other business: suddenly the name of Owen ap Jones 
struck his ear. He started. 

" Let him wait in the front parlour : his money is not 
forthcoming,** said the attorney; **and if he keep Ed- 
wards in jail till he rots — ^ 

"Edwards! Good heavens! — ^in jail! What Ed- 
wards 1" exclaimed our hero. 

It was his friend Edwards. 

The attorney told him that Mr. Edwards had been 
involved in great distress by taking upon himself his 
father's debts, which had been incurred in exploring a 
mine in Wales ; that of all the creditors none had refused 
to compound, except a Welsh parson, who had been pre- 
sented to his living by old Edwards ; and that this Mr. 
Owen ap Jones had thrown young Mr. Edwards into jail 
for the debt. 

" What is the rascal's demand 1 He shall be paid off 
this instant," cried Dominick, throwing down the plan 
of Fort Reilly : '* send for him up, and let me pay him off 
upon the spot" 

" Had not we best finish our business first, about the 
O'Reilly estate, sirl" said the attorney. 

" No, sir ; damn the O'Reilly estate," cried he, huddling 
the maps together on the desk, and taking up the bank 
notes, which he had begun to reckon for the purchase- 
money. ** I beg your ps^don, sir ; if you knew the facts 
you would excuse me. Why does not this rascal come 
up to be paid 1" 

The attorney, thunderstruck .by this Hibernian impet- 
uositv, had not yet found time to take his pen out of his 
mouth. As he sat transfixed in his arm-chair, O'Reilly 
ran to the head of the stairs, and called out, in a stento- 
rian voice, " Here, you Mr. Owen ap Jones ; come up 

Vol. I.— P 
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and be paid off tlus instant, or you shall never be paid 

Up stairs hobbled the old schoolmaster, as fast as the 
gout and Welsh ale would let him. '* Cot pless me, that 
voice>" he began — 

** Where's your bond, sir t" said the attorney. 

** Safe here, Cot be praised," said the terrifled Owen 
ap Jones, pulling out of his bosom, first a blue pocket* 
handkerchief, and then a tattered Welsh grammar', which 
O'Reilly kicked to the farther end of the room. 

"Here is my pond," said he, "in the crammarj** which 
he gathered from the ground; then fumbling over the 
leaves, he at length unfolded the precious deposite. 

O'Reilly saw the bond, seized it, looked at the sum, 
paid it into the attorney's hands, tote the seal from the 
bond ; then, without looking at old Jones, whom he dared 
not trust himself to speak to, he clapped his hat upon his 
head, and rushed out of the room. Arrived at the King's 
Bench prison, he hurried to the apartment where Ed- 
wards was confined. The bolts flew back ; for even the 
turnkeys seemed to catch our hero*s enthusiasm. 

" Edwards, my dear boy ! how do you do 1 Here's a 
bond debt, justly due to you for my education. O, never 
mind asking anjr unnecessary questions; only just make 
haste out of this undeserved abode : our old rascal is 
paid off— Owen ap Jones, you know. — ^Well, how the 
man stares ! Why, now, will you have the assurance to 

Eretend to forget who I am ? and must I snake^^ continued 
e, assuming the tone of his childhood, " and must I 
spake to you again in my ould Irish brogue, before you 
will ricollict your own tittle Dominick ?*' 

When his friend Edwards was out of prison, and when 
aur hero had leisure to look into business, he returned 
to the attorney, to see that Mr. Owen ap Jones had been 
legally satisfied. 

" Sir," said the attorney, " I have paid the plaintiff in 
this suit^ and he is satisfied : but I must say," added he^ 
with a contemptuous smile, " that you Irish gentlemen 
are rather in too great a hurry in doing business : busi- 
ness, sir> is a thing that must be done slowly to be done 
well." 

" I am ready now to do business as slowly as yod 
please ; but when my friend was in prison, I thought the 
quicker I did his business the better. Now tell me wh»t 
mistake I have made, and I will rectify it instantly/* 
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** Instantly! ^Tia well, sir, with yotdr promptitiidei 
that you have to deal with what prejudice thinks un« 
common— an honest attorney. Here are some bank 
notes of yours, sir, amounting to a good round snm« 
You made a little blunder in this business: you left me 
the penalty, instead of the principal, of the bon^-^ust 
twice as much as you should have done.** 

^ Just twice as much as was in the bond, but not twice 
as much as I should have done, nor half as much as I 
should have done, in my opinion,** said 0*Reilly ; ^ but 
whatever I did was with my eyes open : I was persuaded 
you were an honest man ; in whicn you see I was not 
mistaken ; and as a man of business, I knew you would 

riy Jones only his due. The remainder of the money 
meant, and mean, should lie in your hands for my friend 
Edwards's use. I feared he would not have taken it from 
my hands : I therefore left it in yours. To have taken 
my friend out of prison merely to let him go buck again 
to-day, for want of money to keep himself clear with 
the world, would have been a blunder indeed, but not an 
Irish blunder : our Irish blunders are never blunders of 
the heart." 



CHAPTER V. 

THB BLISS OF lOICORAMCC. 

No well-informed Englishman would laugh at the blun* 
ders of such a character as little Dominick ; but there 
are people who justify the assertion, that laughter always 
arises from a sense of real or imaginary superiority. 
Now if it be true that laughter has its source m vanity, 
as the most ignorant are generally the most vain they 
must enjoy this pleasure in its highest perfection. Un- 
conscious of their own deficiencies, and consequently 
fearless of becoming in their turn the objects of ridicule, 
they enjoy in full security the delight of humbling their 
superiors. How much ire they to be admired for the 
courage with which they apply, on aH occasions, their 
test o? truth ! Wise men may be struck with admiration^ 
respect, doubt, or humility; but the ignorant, happily 

ra 
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unconscious that they know nothing, can be checked in 
their merriment by no consideration, human or divine* 
Theirs is the sly sneer, the dry joke, and the horse-laugh: 
theirs the comprehensive range of ridicule, which takes 
" every creature in, of every kind." No fastidious delr- 
capy spoils their sports of fancy : though ten times told, 
the tale to them never can be tedious ; though dull '*as 
the fat weed that p-ows on Lethe's bank," the jest for 
them has all the poignancy of satire : on the very offals, 
the garbage of wit, they can feed and batten. Happy 
they who can find in every jester the wit of Sterne or 
Swift ; who else can wade through hundreds of thickly 
printed pages to obtain for their reward such witticisms 
as the following ? 

" Two Irishmen, having travelled on foot from Chester 
to Bamet, were confoundedly tired and fatigued by their 
journey ; and the more so when they were told that they 
had still about ten miles to go. 'By my shoul and 
St. Patrick,' cries one of them, * it is but five miles a- . 
piece.'" 

Here, notwithstanding the promise of a jest held forth 
by the words, " By my shoul and St. Patrick," we are 
ultimately cheated of our hopes. To the ignorant, in- 
deed, the word of promise is kept to the mind as well as 
U0ihe ear; but others perceive that, instead of a bull, 
they have only a piece of sentimental arithmetic, founded 
upon the elegant theorem, that friendship doubles all our 
pleasures, and divides all our pains* 

We must not, 'from false delicacy to our countrymen, 
here omit a piece of advice to English retailers or in- 
ventors of Irish blunders. Let them beware of such 
prefatory exclamations as, " By my shotd and St. Patrick ! 
By Jasus ! Arrah, honey ! My dear joy /" &c., because all 
such phrases, besides being absolutely out of date and 
fashion in Ireland, raise too high an expectation in the 
minds of a British audience, operating as much to the 
disadvantage of the story-teller as the dangerous exor- 
dium of " rU tell you an excellent story ;" an exordium 
ever to be avoided by all prudent wits. 

Another caution should be given to well-meaning ig- 
norance. Never produce that as an Irish bull for which 
any person of common literature can immediately supply 
a precedent from our best authors. Never be at the 
pains, for instance, of telling, from Joe Miller, 2, good 
story of an Irish sailor, who travelled with Captain Cook 
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reund the world, and afterward swore to his companions 
that it was as flat as a table. 

This anecdote, however excellent, immediately finds a 
.parsdlel in Pope : 

** Mad Matheais alone was anconfined, 
Too mad for mere material chaint to bind ; 
Now to pore space lifts her ecstatic stare, 
Now ronniag round the circle finds it square.** 

Pope was led into the blunder of representing mad 
Mathesis running round the circle, and finding it square, by 
a confused notion that mathematicians had considered 
the circle as composed of straight lines. His mathe- 
matical friends could have told him, that though it was 
talked of as a polygon, it was not supposed to be a square : 
hui polygon would not have rhymed to stare; and poets, 
when they launch into the ocean of words, must have an 
eye to the helm ; at all events, a poet, who is not supposed 
to be a student of the exact sciences, may be forgiven for 
a mathematical blunder. . This affair of squaring the 
circle seems to be pecuUarly liable to error ; for even an 
accurate mathematician cannot speak of it without com- 
mitting something very like a bull. 

Dr. Hutton, in his Treatise on Mensuration, p. 119, 
says, " As the famous quadrature of the late Mr. J^n 
Machin, professor of astronomy in Greshem Colleges 
extremely expeditious, and hut little knoum, I shall take 
this opportunity of explaining it." 

It is to be presumed that the doctor here uses the word 
famous in that acceptation in which it is daily and hourly 
employed by our Bond-street loungers, by city appren- 
tices, and men of the ton. •* That was a famous good 
joke ;" " He is infamous whip ;" " We had ?l famous hop," 
&c. Now it cannot be supposed that any of these things 
are in themselves entitled to fame ; but they may, indeed, 
by the courtesy of England, be at once famous and but 
little known. It is unnecessary to enter into the defence 
either of Dr. Hutton or of Pope, for they were not bom 
in Ireland, therefore they cannot make bulls ; and as- 
surediy their mistakes will not, in the opinion of any 
person of common sense or candour, derogate from their 
reputation. 

" Never strike till you are sure to wound," is a maxim 
well known to the polite* and pohtic part of the world* 

* Lord Chesterfield. 
F9 
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** Never laugh when the laugh can he turned against 
you,*' should be the maxim of those who find their chief 
pleasure in making others ridiculous. This principle, if 
applied to our subject, would lead, however, to a very 
extensive and troublesome system of mutual forbearance ; 
troublesome in proportion to the good or ill humour of 
the parties concerned, extensive in proportion to their 
knowledge and acquirements. A man of cultivated parts 
wiU foresee the possibiUty of the retort courteous, where 
an ignorant man will enjoy the fearless bliss of ignorance. 
For example, an illiterate person may enjoy a hearty 
laugh at the common story of an old Irish beggar-man, 
who, pretending to be dumb, was thrown off his guard 
by the question, ** How many years have you been dumb ?" 
and answered, " Five years last St. John's Eve, please 
your honour." 

But our triumph over ^e Irishman. abates when we 
recollect in the history of England, and in Shakspeare, the 
case of Saunder Simcox, who pretended to be miracu^ 
lously and instantaneously cured of blindness at St. 
Alban's shrine. 

Since we have bestowed so much criticism on the 
blunder of a beggar-man, a word or two must be per- 
mitted on the blunder of a thief. It is natural for igno- 
raem people to laugh at the Hibernian who said that he 
had stolen a pound of chocolate to make tea of. But phi- 
losophers are disposed to abstain from the laugh of supe- 
riority when they recollect that the Irishman could prob- 
ably make as good tea from chocolate as the chymist 
could make butter, sugar, and cream from antimony, sul- 
phur, and tartar. The absurdities in the ancieut chymical 
nomenclature could not be surpassed by any in the 
Hibernian catalogue. If the reader should think this a 
rash and unwarrantable assertion, we refer him to an 
essay,* in which the flagrant abuses of speech in the old 
language of chymistry are admirably exposed and ridi- 
culed. Could an Irishman confer a more appropriate ap- 
pellation upon a white powder than that of beautiful black ? 

It is resdly provoking to perceive, that as our know- 
ledge of science or literature extends, we are in more 
dai^er of finding, in our own and foreign languages, par- 
allekand precedents for Irish blunders; so that a very 

* Eimy on Chymical Nomendature, by S. Dickson, M.D. ; in whieb «« 
comprised obsenrations on tbe same subjoot, byR.Kirwan, Pros. R.IJL— 
Vide pages tl,»,i8,4lEO. 
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well'infonndd man can scarccfly with any grace or con- 
science smile where a booby squire mi^t enjoy a long 
and loud horse-laugh of contempt. 

What crowds were collected to see the Irish bottle 
conjurer* get in a quart bottle ; but Dr. Desaguhers had 
prepared the English to think such a condensation of ani« 
mal particles not impossible. He says, vol. i. p. 5, of his 
Lectures on Natural Philosophy, ** that the nature of 
things should last, ahd their natural course continue the 
same ; all the changes made in bodies must arise only 
from the various separations, new conjunctions, and mo- 
tions of these original particles. These must be imagined 
of an wnconceivcMe smallness, but by the union of them 
there are made bigger lumps," &c. 

Indeed, things are now come to such a lamentable pass, 
that without either hterary or scientific accjuirements, 
mere local knowledge, such as can be obtained from a 
finger-post, may sometimes prevent us from the full en- 
joyment of the Boeotian absurdity of our neighbours. 
What can, at first view, appear a grosser blunder than 
that of the Irishman who begged a friend to look over 
his library, to find for him the history of the world before 
the creation 1 Yet this anachronism of ideas is not un- 
paralleled ; it is matched, though on a more contracted 
scale, by an inscription on a British finger-post — 

"Had you seen these roads before tlicy were made, 
You'd lift up your eyes, and bless Marshal Wade I" 

There is, however, a rabbi, mentioned by Bayle, who - 
far exceeds both the Irishman and the finger-post. He 
asserts, thatProvidence questioned Adam concerning the 
creation before he was born ; and that Adam knew more 
of the matter than the angels who had laughed at him. 

Those who see things in a philosophical light must 
have observed more frequently than others, that there is 
in this world a continual recurrence or rotation of ideas, 
events, and blunders. With his utmost ingenuity, or his 
utmost absurdity, a man in modem days cannot contrive 
to produce a system for which there is no prototype in an- 
tiquity, or to commit a blunder for which there is no pre- 
cedent. For example, during the late rebellion in Ireland, 
at the military execution of some wretched rebel, the cord 

* This coi^rer, whose name was Broadstreet, was a nadve of the eounty 
of Longford, in Ireland : he by this hit pocketed 9001., and proved himself to bt 
more knaTe than fboL 



138 ESSAY on HUSH buixs. 

broke, and thje crindnal, who had been only half-haofiBdy 
fell to the ground* The major who was superintending 
the execution exclaimed, " You rascal, if you do that 
again, FU kill you as sure as you breathe." 

Now this is by no means an original idea. In an old 
French book, called *' La Charlatanerie des Savans," is 
the following note : — ^* D'autres oat propose et r68<]4aea 
m^me terns des questions ridicules ; par exemple ceUe^i : 
Devroit-Km faire sonffirir une seconde fois le m^me genre 
de mort It un criminel, qui aprds avoir eu la t^te coup^ 
viendroit a r^susciter I" — Finkelth^ Praef. ad Observa^ 
tiones Pract. num. 12. 

The passionate major, instead of being a mere Irish 
blundererj was, without knowing it, a learned casuist ; 
for he was capable of deciding, in one word, a question 
which, it seems, had puzzled the understandings of the 
ablest lawyers of France, or which had appalled their 
conscientious sensibility. 

Alas, there is nothing new under the sun! 

** Wbera ignorance is bliss, *tia fi>Uy to be wise.** 



CHAPTER VI. 

*' THOUGHTS THAT BREATHE, AND WORDS THAT BURN.^ 

We lamented, in our last chapter, that there is nothing 
new Uhder the sun; 3ret, perhaps, the thoughts and phra- 
seology of the following story may not be familiar to the 
English. 

" Plase your honour," says a man, whose head is bound 
up with a garter in token and commemoration of his 
having been at a fair the preceding night—" Plase your 
honour, it's what I am striving since six o'clock and be- 
fore, this morning, bec^se I'd sooner trouble your 
honour's honour than any man in all Ireland, on account 
of your character, and having lived under your family, 
me and mine, twinty years, ay, say forty again to the 
back o' that, in the old gentleman's time, as I well re- 
member before I was bom ; that same time I heard tell 
4)f your own honour's riding a little horse in green with 
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yotir gdn before Toa a gronsinff over our townlandSf 
which was the mm and abbey of Ballynagoboffg, though 
His now set away from me (owing to them Uiat belied 
my fiither) to Christy Sahnon^ becaiise he's an Orange^ 
man— or his wife — ^though he was once (let him deny it 
who can), to my certain knawled^e^ behiiKl the haystack 
in Tuliygore, noom in a United man by Captain Alicky 
who was haiiffedr-Pace to the dead anyhow! — Well, 
not to be tauing too much of that now, only for 
this Christy Salmon I should be still living under your 
honour.*' 

"Very likely; but what has all this to do with the 
present business I If you have any complaint to make 
against Christy Salmon, make it— if not, let me go to 
dinner." 

" Oh, it would be too bad to be keeping your honour 
from your dinner, but Jll make your honour sinsible im« 
madiately. It is not of Christy Salmon at all at all Fm 
talking. May be your honour is not sinsible yet who I 
am — ^I am Paddy M^Doole of the Curragh, and I've been 
a flax-dresser and dealer since I parted your honour's 
land, and was last night at the fair of Clonaghkilty, 
where I went just in a quiet way thinking of nothing at 
all, as any man might, and had my little yarn along with 
me, my wife's and the girl's year's spinning, and Si just 
hoping to bring them back a few honest shUlings as they 
desarved— none better! — Well, plase your honour, my 
beast lost a shoe, which brought me late to the fair, but 
not so late but what it was as throng as ever; you could 
have walked over the heads of the men, women, and 
childer, a foot and a horseback, all buying and selling; 
so I, to be sure, thou^t no harm of doing the like ; so I 
makes the best bargain I could of the little hanks for my 
wife and the girl, and the man I sold them to was just 
weighing them at the crane, and I standing forenent him 
— ^ Success to myself!' said I, looking at the shilUngs I 
was putting into my waistcoat pocket for my poor family, 
when up comes the inspector, whom I did not know, I'll 
ts^e my oath, from Adam, nor couldn't know, becdiase 
he was the deputy inspector, and had been just made, of 
which I was ignorant, by this book and all the books that 
ever were shut and opened — ^but no matter for that ; he 
seizes my hanks out of the scales that I had just sold, 
sa3dng they were unlawful and forfeit, beckase by his 
• watch it was past four o'clock, which I denied to be pos- 
F3 
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sible, plase your honour^ beciUlse not one, nOr two« nor 
three, but all the town and country were selling the 
same as myself in broad day, only when the depu^ came 
up they stopped, which I could not, by rason I md not 
know him.-^ Sir,' says I (very civil), * if I had known 
you, it wouldhave been, another case^ but anyhow I hope 
no jontleman will be making it a crime to a poor man to 
sell his little matter of yam for his wife andchilder after 
four o'clock, when he did not know it was contrary to 
law at all at aU.^. 

'* * I gave you notice that it was contrary to law at 
the fair of Edgerstown,' said he. — * 1 ax your pardon, 
sir,' said I, * it was my brother, for I was by.' With 
that he calls me a liar, and what not, and takes a grip* of 
me, and I a grip of my flax, and he had a shilala,! and I 
had none; so he gave it me over the head, I cryinq; 
* Murder ! murder !' and clinging to the scales to save 
me, and they set a swinging and I with them, plase 
your honour, till the bame comes down a^top o' the back 
o' my head, and kilt me, as your honour sees." 

" I see that you are alive still, I think." 

'* It's not his fault if I am, plase your honour, for he 
left me for dead, and I am as good as dead still : if it be 
plasing to your honour to examine my head, you'll be 
sinsible I'm telling nothing but the truth. Your honour 
never seen a man kilt as I was and am, — all which 
I'm ready (when convanient) to swear before your 
honour."! 

The reiterated assurances which this hero gives us of 
his being killed, and the composure with which he offers 
to swear to his own assassmation and decease, appear 
rather surprising and ludicrous to those who are not 
aware that kilt is here used in a metaphorical sense, and 
that it has not the full force of our word killed. But 
we have been informed by a lady of unquestionable ve- 
racity, that she very lately received a petition worded 
in this manner: — 



" To the Right Hon. Lady ] 

" Humbly showeth ; 
"That your poor petitioner is now lying dead in a 
ditch," &c. 

* A gripe, or Asl bold. 

t An otk stick, supposed to be cut from the fkmous wood of Shilals 

X This it nearly verbatim flrom a late Irish complainant. 
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This poor Irish petitioner's expression, however pre- 
posterous it sounds, might perhaps be justified, if we 
were inclined to justify an Irishman by the example, not 
only of poets comic and tragic, but of prose writers of 
?anous nations. The evidence in favour both of the 
fact and the belief that people can speak and walk after 
they are dead is attested by stout warriors and grave 
historians. Let us listen to the solemn voice of a prin- 
cess, who comes sweeping in the sceptred hall of gor- 
geous tragedy to inform us that half herself has buried 
tiie other half : 

** Weep, eree; melt into lean Umm ebeelui to lave: 
One oalrmyaelf lays t'otber in tbe gnre.*^ 

For six such lines as these Comeille received six 
thousand livres and the admiration of the French court 
and people during the Augustan age of French literalure. 
But an Italian is not content with killing by halves. 
Here is a man from Italy who goes on fighting, not like 
Witherington, upon his stumps, but fairly alter he is 
dead: 

** Nor yet pereelTed tbe Tltal apUrit fled, 
Bttt atUl fimgbt on, nor knew tbat be waa deadi^f 

Common sense is somewhat shocked at this single 
instance of an individual fighting after he is dead; but 
we shall, doubtless, be reconciled to the idea by the ex- 
ample of a gallant and modem commander, who has de- 
clared his opinion that nothing is more feasible than for 
a garrison to fight — or at least to surrender — after they 
are dead; nay, after they are buried. Witness this 
public document 

^ Liberty and Equality. 

awXSts. j Garrison of Ostend. 

** Muscar, commandant of Ostend, to the commandant- 
io-chief of his British majesty. 
*• General, 
^The council of war was sitting when I received tht^ 

* **Fleares. ideorex, mea yeiu. et ftmdei Tooa en eav, 
La moitia de ma Tie a mia I'aatre au tombeaa." 

t ''D Po^^^f *<)"^<> ^® noi* "^^ ^i* *^^<»^ 
AAUTa oombattendo ad eri morto." 
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honour of your letters. We have unanimously resolved 
not to surrender the place until we shall have been 
buried in its ruins," &c. 

One step further in hjrperbole is'reserved for him who, 
being buried, carries about his own sepulchre : 

" To Uve a Ufe half-dead, a UviDg deatb, 
Aud buried ; but oh, yet more miserable ! 
Myself my sepulchre, a moving grave I" 

No person, if he heard this passage for the first time 
from the lips of an Irishman, could hesitate to call it a 
series of bulls ; yet these lines are part of the beautiful 
complaint of Samson Agonistes on his blindness. Such 
are the hyperboles sanctioned by the genius, or, what 
with some judges may have more influence, the name 
of Milton. The bounds which separate sublimity from 
bombast, and absurdity from wit, are as fugitive as the 
boundaries of taste. Only those who are accustomed 
to examine and appraise literary goods are sensible of 
the prodigious change that can be made in their apparent 
value by a slight change in the manufacture. The ab- 
surdity of a man's swearing he was killed, or declaring 
that he is now dead in a <fitch, is revolting to common 
sense ; yet the living death of Dapperwit, in the '* Rape 
of the Lock,'* is not absurd, but witty ; and representinif 
men as dying many times before their death is in 
Shakspeare sublime : 

" Cowards die many times before their death ; 
The brave can never taste of death but once.* 

The most direct contradictions in words do noit (m 
English writers) destroy the effect of irony, wit, pathos, 
or subhmity. 

In the classic ode on Eton College the poet exclaims, 

" To each thdr snflSiTings, all are men 
Condemn'd alike to groan; 
The fbeling for another's pain, 
Th' unfeeUng for their own.* 

Who but a half-witted dunce would ask how those 
that are unfeeling can have sufferings 1 When Miltoii 
in melodious verse inquires, 

** Who shall tempt with wandering/eet 
The dark unbottom^d infinite abyss. 
And through the palpable obscure find oat ^ - -^^ 

His Ducoath way !" — 
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whatZoilos shall dare interrupt this flow of poetry to 
object to the palpable obscure, or to ask how feet can 
wander upon that which has no bottom 1 

It is eas^, as TuUy has long ago observed, to flx the 
brand of ndicule upon the verbum ardens of orators and 
poets, — ^the ''thouig;hts that breathe and words that 
bum." 



CHAPTER VII. 

PRACTICAL BULLS. 

/Is we have not hitherto been successful in finding 
original Irish bulls in language, we must now look for 
them in conduct* A person may be guilty of a solecism 
without uttering a single syllable ; — ^** That man has been 
guilty of a solecism with his hand," an ancient critic 
said of an actor who had pointed his hand upwards 
when invoking the infernal gods. ** You may act a he 
as well as speak one," says WoUaston. Upon the same 
principle, the Irish ma^r be said to act as well as to 
utter bulls. We shall give some instances of their prac- 
tical bulls, which we hope to find unmatched by the 
blunders of all other nations. Most people, whether 
they be savage or civilized, can contrive to revenge 
themselves upon their enemies without blundering; but 
the Irish are exceptions^ They cannot even do this 
without a bvlU During the late Irish rebellion there 
was a banker to whom they had a peculiar dislike, and 
on whom they had vowed vengeance : accordingly they 
got possession of as many of his bank notes as they 
could, and made a bonfire of them \ This might have 
been called a /(?M<;?«yoie, perhaps, but certainly not un^cu 
<r artifice; for nothing could show less art than burning 
a banker's notes in order to destroy his credit. How 
much better do the English understand the arts of ven« 
geance ! Captain Drinkwater* informs us, that during 
the siege of Gibraltar, the English, being half-famished^ 
were most violently enraged against the Jews, who 
withheld their stores of provision and made money of 

* See his account «r Uie siege of Gibraltar/ 
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the public distress, — a crime never commuted except by 
Jews : at length the fleet relieved the besieged ; and, as 
soon as the fresh provisions were given out, the English 
soldiers and sailors, to revenge themselves upon the 
Jews, burst open their stores and actually roasted a pig 
at a fire made of cinnamon! There are other persons, 
as well as the Irish, who do not always imderstand their 
own interests where their passions are concerned. That 
great warrior, Hyder Ali, once lost a battle by a prac- 
tical bull. Being encamped within sight of the British, 
he resolved to give them a high idea of his forces and 
of his artillery: for this purpose, before the engage- 
ment,* he ordered his army to march early, and convey- 
ing some large pieces of cannon to the top of a hill, he 
caused them to be pointed at the English camp, which 
they reached admirably well, and occasioned a kind of 
disorder and haste in striking and removing tents, &c. 
Hyder, delighted at having thus insulted the English, 
caused all his artillery, even the very smallest pieces, to 
be drawn up the hill, for the purpose of making a vain 
parade, though the greater part of the balls could never 
reach the English : he imagined he should give the ene- 
my a high idea of his forces, and intimidate them by 
showing sdl his artillery, and the vivacity with which it 
was worked ; and in order that his intention might b« 
answered, he encouraged the soldiers himself, by giving 
money to the cannoniers of those pieces that appeared 
to be the best served. 

The English, presently after this farce was over, 
obliged Hyder to come down from labour-in- vain hiU, 
and to give them battle in earnest. As the histo* 
rian observes, " The ridiculous cannonade at the top of 
the hiU had exhausted his ammunition, his great guns 
were useless to him, and he lost the day by his prema- 
ture rejoicings before the battle." A still more ancient 
precedent for this preposterous practical bull, of rejoicing 
for an anticipated victory, was given by Xerxes, W3 
believe, who brought with him an immense block of 
mari)le, on which he intended to inscribe the date and 
manner of his victory over the Greeks. When Xerxe j 
was defeated, the Greeks dedicated this stone to Neme- 
sis, the goddess of vengeance. But Xerxes was in the 
habit of making practical bulls, — such as whipping the 

* Life of Hyder Ali Kban, vol. ii. p. 331 
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sea, and begging pardon for it afterward ; throwing fet- 
ters into the Hellespont as a token of subjugation, and 
afterward expiating his offence by an offering of a 
golden cup and Persian scimitar. 

To sucn blunders can the passions betray the most 
renowned heroes, although they had not the misfortune 
to have been bom in Ireland. 

The impatience which induced Hyder Ali to anticipate 
Tictor^ is not confined to military men and warlike 
operations; if we descend to common life and vulgar 
' business, we shall find the same disposition even in the 
precincts of 'Change-alley: those who bargained for 
South Sea stock that was not actually forthcoming were 
called bears, in allusion to the practice of the hunters of 
bears in Canada — ^who were accustomed to bargain for 
the skin of the bear before it was caught,— but whence 
the correlative term buU is derived we are at a loss to 
determine, and we must also leave it to the mercantile 
speculators of England to explain why gentlemen call 
themselves bulls of wheat and bulls of coals: all we can 
say is, that these are not Irish bulls. There is one dis- 
tinguishing peculiarity of the Irish bull, — its horns are 
tipped with brass,* It is generally supposed that persons 
who have been dipped in the Shannonf are ever after- 
ward endowed with a supernatural portion of what is 
called by enemies impudence or assurance, by friends 
self-possession or civU courage. These invulnerable 
mortals are never oppressed with mauvaise Aonfe,— that 
malady which keeps the faculties of the soul under ima- 
ginary imprisonment. A well-dipped Irishman, on the 
contrary, can move, speak, think, like Demosthenes, 
with as much ease when the eyes of numbers are 
upon him as if the spectators were so many cabbage- 
stocks. This, virtue of civil courage is of inestimable 
value in the opinion of the best judges. The great Lord 
Verulam — ^no one, by-the-by, could be a better judge of 
its valiie than he who wanted it so much — ^the great 
Lord Verulam declares that if he were asked what is 
the first, second, and third thing necessary to success in 

Eublic business, he should answer boldness, boldness, 
oldness. Success to the nation which possesses it in 
perfection ! Bacon was too acute and candid a philoso- 
pher not to acknowledge, that, like all the other goods 

* See the advice of Cleomenes to Crius.— Hxrodotus Erato. 
t R is Mid tbat tbe waters of the Garonne are fhrned for a aimilar virtae 
13 
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of life) this same boldness has its countervailing disad- 
vantages. 

♦* Certainly," says he, " to men of great judgment, bold 
persons are a sport to behold ; nay, and to the vu%ar, 
boldness hath somewhat of the ridiculous ; for if ab- 
surdity be the subject of laughter, doubt you not but 
great boldness is seldom without some absurdity j espe- 
cially it is a sport to see when a bold fellow is out of 
countenance, for that puts his face into a most shrunken 
and wooden posture, as needs it must." 

The man, however, who possesses boldness in perfec- 
tion can never be put out of countenance, and conse- 
quently can never exhibit, for the sport of his enemies, 
a face in this wooden posture. It is the deficiency, and 
not the excess, of this quality that is to be feared. Civil 
boldness without military courage would, indeed, be 
somewhat ridiculous : but we cannot accuse the Irish of 
any want of military courage ; on the contrary, it is sup- 
posed in England that an Irishman is always ready to 
^ve any genUeman satisfaction, even when none is desired* 

At tne close of the American war, as a noble lord of 
high naval character was returning home to his family 
after various escapes from danger, he was detained a day 
at Holyhead by contrary winds. Reading in a summer- 
house, he heard the well-known sound of bullets whis- 
tling near him : he looked about, and found that two 
bails had just passed through the door close beside him : 
he looked out of the window, and saw two gentlemen, 
who were just charging their pistols again, and, as he 
guessed that they ha3 been shooting at a mark upon the 
door, he rushed out, and very civilly remonstrated with 
them on the imprudence of firing at the door of a house 
without having previously examined whether any one 
was withinside. One of them immediately answered, in 
a tone which proclaimed at once his disposition and his 
country, " Sir, I did not know you were within there^ 
and 1 don't know who you are now ; but if I've given 
offence, I am wiUing," said he, holding out the ready* 
charged pistols, " to give you the satisfaction of a gentle' 
man — take your choice." 

With his usual presence of mind, the noble lord seized 
hold of both the pistols, and said to his astonished coun- 
tryman, " Do me the justice, sir, to go into that summer- 
house, shut the door, and let me have two shots at you ; 
theu we shall be upon equal terms, and 1 shall be quite 
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^ year service to give or receive the saiisf action of a 
g6iitleftutn» 

There was an air of drollery and of snperiority in his 
manner which at once struck and pleased the Hibernian. 
** Upon my conscience, sir, I believe you are a very hon- 
est fellow,'' said he, looking him earnestly in the face ; 
''and I have a great mind to shake hands with you. 
Will you only just tell me who you are t** 

The nobleman told his name — ^a name dear to every 
Briton and every Irishman. 

** I beg your pardon, and that's what no man ever ac- 
cused me of doing before," cried the gallant Hibernian ; 
** and had I known who you were, I would as soon have 
shot my own soul as have fired at the door. But how 
could I tell who was withinside 1" 

** That is the very thing of which I complain,** said 
his lordship. 

His candid opponent admitted the justice of the com- 
plaint as soon as he understood it, and he promised never 
more to be guilty of such a practical bull. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

THI DUBLIN SHOIBLAOK. 

Upon looking over our last chapter on practical bnlls^ 
we were much concerned to find that we have so few 
Irish and so many foreign blunders. It is with still more 
regret we perceive, that notwithstanding our utmost dili- 
gence, we have not ^ret been able to point out the dis- 
tinguishing characteristic of an Irish bull. But, to 
compensate for this disappointment, we have devised a 
syllogism, which some people may prefer to an it priori 
argument, to prove irrefra^ly that the Irish are blun- 
derers. 

A(ter the instances we have produced, chapter sixth, 
of the verbum ardens of English and foreign poets, and 
after the resemblance that we have pointed out between 
certain figures of rhetoric and the Irish bull, we have 
little reason to fear that the candid and enlightened 
leader should object to our major. 
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Maicr. Those who use figurative language are duk 
posed to make bulls. 

Minor. The Irish use figurative language. 

ConclusUm* Therefore the Irish are disposed to make 
buUs. 

We proceed to establish the truth of our minor, and 
the first evidence we shall call is a Dublin shoeblack. 
He i^ not in circumstances peculiarly favourable for the 
display of figurative language ; he is m a court of justice, 
upon his trial for life or death. A quarrel happened be* 
tween two shoeblacks, who were playing at what in 
Englmid is called pitch-farthing, or heads and tails, and 
in Ireland head or harp. One of the combatants threw 
a small paving-stone at his opponent, who drew out the 
knife with winch he used to scrape shoes, and plunged it 
up to tiie hilt in his companion's breast. It is necessary 
for our story to say, that near the hilt of this knife was 
stamped the name of Lamprey, an eminent cutler in Dub- 
lin. The shoeblack was brought to trial. With a num- 
ber of significant gestures, which on his audience had all 
the powers that Demosthenes ascribes to action, he, in a 
language not purely attic, gave the following account of 
the affair to his judge. 

** Why, my lard, as I was going past the Royal Ex- 
change I meets Billy. • Billy,' says I, * will you sky a 
copper!' — *Done,' says he, 'Done,' says I; and done 
and done's enough between two jantlemen. With that 
I ranged them fair and even with my hook-em-snivey — 
up they go« ' Music !' says he ; — * Sculls !' says I ; and 
down they come, three brown mazards. ' By the holy ! 
you flesh'd 'em,' says he. — ^ You he,' says I. With that 
he ups with a lump of a two year old, and lets drive at 
me. I outs with my bread-earner, and gives it him up to 
Lamprey in the bread-basket" 

To make this intelligible to the English, some com- 
ments are necessary. Let us follow the text, step by 
step, and it will afford our readers, as Lord Karnes says 
of Blair's Dissertation on Ossian, a dehcious morsel of 
criticism. 

Am I woM going past the Royal Exchange J meets BUly. 

In this apparently simple exordium, the scene and the 
meeting with Billy are brought before the eye by thft 
judicious use of the present tense. 

JKffy, says /, wiU you sky a eoppert 
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A copper ! genus pro specie ! the generic name of cop- 
per for the base individual halfpenny. 

Sky a copper. 

To sky IS a new verb, which none but a master hand 
could have coined : a more splendid metonomy could not 
be applied upon a more trivial occasion : the lofty idea 
of raising a metal to the skies is substituted for the mean 
thought of tossing up a halfpenny. Our orator com- 
presses his hyperoole into a single word. Thus the 
mind is prevented from dwelling long enough upon the 
figure to perceive its enormity. This is the perfection 
of the art. Let the genius of French exaggeration and 
of eastern hyperbole hide their diminished heads — Virgil 
is scarcely more sublime. 

** Ingreditnrqne solo et caput inter nnbila condit" 
** Her feet on euth, her bead amid the cloada.** 

Up they go, continues our orator. 

Mttsic ! says he ; Sculls ! says L 

Metaphor continually : on one side of an Irish half- 
penny there is a harp; this is expressed by the general 
term music, which is ^e\y contrasted with the word 
scull. 

Down they come, three brown mazards, 

Mazards ! how the diction of our orator is enriched 
from the vocabulary of Shakspeare ! the word head, in- 
stead of being changed for a more general term, is here 
brought distinctly to the eye by the term mazard, or face, 
which is more appropriate to his majesty's profile than 
the word scull or nesul. 

By the holy ! you fleshed '«m, says he. 

By the holy ! is an oath in which more is meant than 
meets the ear ; it is an ellipsis — an abridgment of an oath. 
The full formula runs thus — ^By the holy poker of hell ! 
This instrument is of Irish invention or imagination. It 
seems a useful piece of furniture in the place for which 
it is intended, to stir the devouring flames, and thus to 
increase the torments of the damned. Great judgment 
is necessary to direct an orator how to suit his terms to 
his auditors, so as not to shock their feelings either by 
what is too much above or too much below common hfe. 
In the use of oaths, where the passions are warm, this , 
must be particularly attended to, else they lose their 
effect, and seem moret he result of the head than of the 
heart. But to proceed. 
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^ the holyl youfieslCd 'em. 

To flesh is another verb of Irish coinage ; it means, in 
shoeUack dialect, to touch a halfpenny, as it goes up into 
the air, with the fleshy part of the thumb, so as to turn 
it which way you please, and thus to cheat your oppo- 
nent. What an intricate explanation saved by one word ! 

You lie, says L 

Here no periphrasis would do the business. 

With that he ups with a lump of a two year old, and lets 
drive at me. 

He ups with. — A verb is here formed of two preposi- 
tions — a novelty in grammar. Conjunctions, we sdl know, 
are corrupted Anglo-Saxon verbs ; but prepositions, ac- 
cording to Home Tooke, derive only from Anglo-Saxon 
nouns. 

All this time it is possible that the mere English reader 
may not be able to guess what it is that our orator ups 
with or takes up. He should be apprized that a lump 
of a two year old is a middle-sized stone. This is a 
metaphor, borrowed partly from th^ grazier's vocabulary, 
and partly from the arithmetician's v^e-mecum. A stone, 
to come under the denomination of a lump of a two year 
old, must be to a less stone as a two year old calf is to 
a yearling ; or it must be to a larger stone than itself as 
a two year old calf is to an ox. Here the scholar sees 
that there must be two statements, — one in the rule of 
three direct, and one in the rule of three inverse, — to ob- 
tain precisely the thing required ; yet the untutored Irish- 
man, without suspecting the necessity of this operose 
process, arrives at the solution of the problem by some 
sliort cut of his own, as he clearly evinces by the pro- 
priety of his metaphor. To be sure, there seems some 
incongruity in his throwing this lump of a two year old 
calf at his adversary. No arm but that of M Uo could 
be strong enough for such a feat. Upon recollection, 
however, bold as this figure may seem, there are prece- 
dents for its use. 

" We read in a certain author,'* says Beattie, " of a 
giant, who, in his wrath, tore o£f the top of the promon- 
tory, and flung it at the enemy ; and so huge was the 
mass, that you might, says he, have seen goats browsing 
on it as it flew tlu'ough the air." Compared with thisi 
our orator's figure is cold and tame. 

" I outs with my bread^eamer^^ continues he. 

We forbear to comment on outs with^ because the in* 
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telligent critic immediately perceives that it has the same 
sort of merit ascribed to ups with. What our hero dig- 
nifies with the name of his bread-earner is the luife with 
which, by scraping shoes, he earned his bread. Pope's 
ingenious critic, Mr. Warton, bestows judicious praise 
upon the art with which this poet, in the Rape of the 
lA>ck, hafli used many ** periphrases and uncommon ex* 
pressions," to avoid mentioning the name of scissors, 
which would sound too vulgar for epic dignity^fatal 
engine, forfez, meeting points, &c. Though the meto- 
nymy of bread-earner for a shoeblack's kmfe may not 
equal these in elegance, it perhaps surpasses them in 
ingenuity. 
I gives it him up to Lamorey m the bread-basket.* 
Homer is happy in his aescription of wounds, but this 
surpasses him m the characteristic choice of circum- 
stance. Up to Lamprey gives us at once a complete idea 
of the length, breadth, and thickness of the wound, 
without the assistance of the coroner. It reminds us 
of a passage in Virgil — 

** Osrrfee ortntis eaptdo Umu abdidit eoMin.* 
« Up to tke hilt bii shining fUchion shMthed." 

Let US now compare the Irish shoeblack's metaphori- 
cal language with the sober slang of an English black- 
guard, who, fortunately for the fairness of the com- 
parison, was placed somewhat in similar circumstances. 

Lord Mansfield, examining a man who was a witness 
in the court of King's Bench, asked him what he knew 
of the defendant. 

^ Oh, my lord, I knew him. / was up to himJ* 

^ Up to him !" says his lordship ; '* what do you mean 
by being up to him t" 

** Mean, my lord ! why / was down upon Amt." 

** Up to him, and down upon him !" says his lordship, 
turnii]^to Counsellor Dunning; '*what does the fellow 
meant" 

*^ Why, I mean, my lord, as deep as he thought him- 
self, Istagged Asm." 

<* I cannot conceive, friend," says his lordship, ^ what 
you mean by this sort of language ; I do not under- 
stand it" 

"Not nnderstand it !" rejoined the fellow, with sur- 
prise : " Lord^ what a flat you must be /" 

*Tbe«Conach. 
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Though he undervalued Lord Mansfield, this man doe^ 
not seem to have been a very bright genius. In his cant 
words, '* up to him, down upon him, stagged htm,* there 
are no metaphors; and we confess ourselves to be as 
gre^i flats as his lordship, for we do not understand this 
sort of language. 

** Tnie, no meMiinf piBsle* more tl»o wit,*^ 

as we may see in another English example. Provei^ 
have been called the wisdom of nations, therefore i?t is 
fair to have recourse to them in estimating national 
abilities. Now there is an old English proverb, " Ten- 
terten steeple is the cause of Goodwin sands." 

" This proverb," says Mr. Ray, " is used when an 
absurd and ridiculous reason is ^ven of any thing in 
question : an account of the original wherecH I find in 
one of Bishop Latimer's sermons in these words r ' Mr. 
Moore was once sent with commission into Kent to try 
out, if it might be, what was the cause of Goodwin's 
sands, and tl^ dielf which stopped up Sandwich haven. 
Thither cometh Mr. Moore, and calleth all the country 
before him, such as were thought to be men of expe- 
rience, and men that could, of aU likelihood, best satisfy 
him of the matter concerning the stopping of Sandwich 
haven. Among the rest came in before him an old man 
with a white head, and one that was thought to be little 
less than a hundred years old. When Mr. Moore saw 
this aged man, he thought it expedient to hear him say 
his mind in this matter (for beinff so old a man, it was 
likely that he knew the most in that presence or com- 
pany) ; so Mr. Moore called this old aged man unto him, 
and said, • Father,' said he, ' tell me, if you can, what is 
the cause of the great arising of the sands and shelves 
hereabout this haven, which stop it up so that no ships 
can arrive here. You are the oldest man I can espy in 
all the company, so that if any man can tell any cause 
of it, you, of all likelihood, can say most to it, or, at 
leastwise, more than any man here assembled.' 

** ' Yea, forsooth, good Mr. Moore,' quoth this old man, 
'for I am well-nigh a hundred years old, and no man 
here in this company any thing near my age.' 

" ' WeU, then,'^ quoth Mr. Moore, ' how say you to this 
matter? What think you to be the causd of these 
shelves and sands which stop up Sandwich haven 1' 
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^ * Forsootii, sir,' qaoth he, * I am an old man ; I think 
that Tenterten steeple is the cause of Goodwin's sands. 
For I am an old man, sir,' quoth he ; * I may remember 
the buildings of Tenterten steeple, and I may remember 
when there was no steeple at all there ; and before that 
Tenterten, or Totterdeih steeple was in building, there 
was no manner of talking of any flats or sands that 
stopped up the haven, and therefore I think that Ten- 
terten steeple is the cause of the decay and destroying 
of Sandwich haven.' "* — ^Thus far the bishop. 

The prolix pertinacity with which this old aged man 
adheres to the opinion that he had formed, without any 
intelligible reason, is characteristic of an English pea- 
sant ; but however absurd his mode of judging may be, 
and however confused and incongruous his ideas, his 
species of absurdity surely bears no resemblance to an 
Hibernian blunder. We cannot even suspect it to be 
possible that a man of this slow, circumspect character 
could be in any danger of making an Irish bull ; and we 
congratidate the English peasantry and populace, as a 
body, upon their possessing that temper which 

** Wisely rMta content with aober tense, 
Nor makes to dangeroas wit a rain pretence." 

Even the slan^ of English pickpockets and coiners is, 
as we may see ,m Colquhoun's View of the Metropolis, 
free from all seducing mixture of wit and humour. 
What Englishman would ever have thought of calling 
persons in the pillory the babes in the wood f This is a 
eommon cant phrase among Dublin reprobates. Un- 
doubtedly such phrases tend to lessen the power of shame 
and the effect of punishment, and a witty road will lead 
numbers to the gallows. English morality is not in so 
much danger as Irish manners must be from these hu- 
morous tadents in their knights of industry. If, never- 
theless, there be frequent executions for capital crimes 
In England, we must account for this in the words of 
the old Lord Chief Justice Fortescue : " More men," 
Bays his lordship, ** are hanged in Englonde in one year 
than in Fraunce m seven, because the English have better 
hartes ; the Scotchmenne likewise never dare rob, but only 

* This ancient old man, we Iter, was more knave than fooU History in- 
Itarms 08 that the Bishop sf Rochester had directed the revenue appropriated 
Ibr keevinf Ckxidwin haiboor in repair to the porpose of boilding a steeple.— 
VMe FuJiec's Worthies of Enftand, pue 66. 



144 ESSAY ON IRISH BULLS. 

commit larcenies.** At all events, the phlegmatic tem- 
per of Englxmde secures her from making bulls. Tlh^ 
propensity to this species of blunder exists in minds of 
a totally different cast ; in those who are quick and en- 
' thusiastic, who are confounded by the rapidity and force 
with which undisciplined multitiwes of ideas crowd for 
utterance. Persons of such intellectual characters are 
apt to make elisions in speaking, which, they trust, the 
capacities of their audience will supply : passing rapidly 
over a long chain of thought, they sometimes forget the 
intermediate links, and no one but those of equally rapid 
habits can follow them successfully. 

We hope that the evidence of the Dublin shoeblack 
has, in some degree, tended to prove our minor, that the 
Irish are disposed to use figurative langua^ : we shall 
not, however, rest our cause on a single evidence, how- 
ever respectable ; but before we summon our other wit- 
nesses, we beg to relieve the reader's attention, wluch 
must have been fatigued by such a chapter of criticism. 
They shall now have the tale of a mendicant. A speci- 
men of city rhetoric is given in the shoeblack; the 
country mendicant's eloquence is of a totally different 
species. 



CHAPTER IX, 

THI HIBBRmAN MENDICANT. 

Perhaps the reader may wish to see as well as hear 
the petitioner. At first view you might have taken him 
Ibr a Spaniard. He was tall ; and if he had been a gen^ 
tleman, you would have said there was an air of dignity 
in his figure. He seemed very old, yet he appeared 
more worn hj sorrow than by time. Leaning upon a 
thick oaken stick as he took off his hat to ask for alms, 
his white hair was blown by the wind. 

" Health and long life to you !" said he. " Give ^ 
old man something to help to bury him. He is past his 
labour, and cannot trouble this world long any way." 

He held his hat towards us, with nothing importunate 
}n his manner, but rather with a look of confidence inus^ 
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mixed with habitual resignation. His thanks were, 
•* Heaven bless you ! — Long life and success to you ! to 
you and yours ! and may you never want a friend, a^ I 
do." 

The last words were spoken low. He laid his hand 
upon his heart as he bowed to us, and walked slowly 
away. We called him back ; and upon our questioning 
him further* he gave the following account of himself: — 

" I was bred and bom — ^but no matter where such a 
one as I was bred and born, no more than where I may 
die and be buried ; /, that have neither son, nor daugh- 
ter, nor kin, nor friend, on the wide earth, to mourn 
over my grave when I am laid in it, as 1 soon must. 
Well ! when it pleases God to take me, I shall iiever be 
missed out of this world, so much as by a dog; and why 
should I ? Having never in my time done good to any — 
but evil — which I have lived to repent me of, many's the 
long day and night, and ever shall while I have sense 
and reason left. In my youthful days God was too good 
to me : I had friends, and a little home of my own to go 
to— a pretty spot of land for a farm as you could see, 
with a snug cabin, and every thing complete, and all to 
be mine ; for 1 was the only one my father and mother 
had, and accordingly was made much of, too much ; for 
I grew headstrong upon it, and high, and thought nothing 
of any man, and httle of any woman, but one. That one 
I surely did think of; and weU worth thinking of she 
was. Beauty, they say, is all fancy ; but she was a girl 
every man might fancy. Never was one more sought 
after. She was then just in her prime, and full of life 
and spirits; but nothing light in her behaviour — quite 
modest — ^yet obliging. She was too good for me to be 
thinking of, no doubt ; but ' faint ipart never Won fair 
lady,' so I made bold to speak to Rose, for that was 
her name, and after a world of pains, 1 began to gain 
upon her good liking, but couldn't get her to say more 
than that she never seen the man she should fancy so 
Well. This was a great deal from her, for she was coy 
and proud-like* as she had a good right to be ; and, be- 
sides being young, loved her little innocent pleasure, and 
Gould not easy be brought to give up her sway. No 
fault of hers: but all very natural. Well! I always 
considered she never would have held out so long, nor 
Jiave been so stiff with me, had it not been for an old 
auQtHcmour of hers^God Test her soul ! One should 

Vol* L -G 
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not be talking ill of the dead; but she was more Otfl 
of my way than enough ; yet the cratur had no malice 
in her against me, only meaning her child's good, as she 
called it, but mistook it, and thought to make Rose 
happy by some greater match than me, counting her 
fondness for me — which she could not but see some- 
thing of-— childishness, that she would soon be broke of. 
Now there was a party of English soldiers quartered in 
our town, and there was a sergeant among them that had 
money, and a pretty place, as they said, in his own coun- 
try. He courted Rose, and the aunt favoured him. He 
and I could never relish one another at all. He was a 
handsome portly man, but very proud, and looked upon 
me as dirt under his feet, because I was an Irishman ; 
and at every word would say, ' Tkafs an Irish bull P or, 
• Do you hear Paddy* s brogue P at which his fellow-sol- 
diers, being all English, would look greatly delighted. 
Now all this I could have taken in good part from any 
but him, for I was not an ill-humoured fellow ; but there 
was a spite in him I plainly saw against me, and I conk) 
not, nor would not take a word from him against me or 
my country, especially when Rose was by, who did not 
like me the worse for having a proper spirit. She little 
thought what would come of it. While all this was 
going on, her aunt Honour found to object against me 
that I was wild, and given to drink ; both which charges 
were false and malicious, and I knew could come from 
none other than the sergeant, which enraged me the 
more against him for speaking so mean behiml my back* 
Now I knew, that though the sergeant did not drink 
spirits, he drank plenty of beer. Rose took it, however, 
to heart, and talked very serious upon it, observing she 
could never think % marry a man given to drink, and 
that the sergeant was remarkably sober and staid, there- 
fore most like, as her aunt Honour said, to make a good 
husband. The words went straight to my heart, sdong 
with Rose's look. I said not a word, but went out, re- 
solving, before I slept, to take an oath against spirits of 
all sorts for Rose's sweet sake. That evening 1 fell in 
with some boys of the neighbours', who would have had 
me along with them, but I denied myself znd them; and 
all I would taste was one parting glass, and then made 
my vow in the presence of the priest, forswearing spirits 
for two years.. Then I went straight to her house to 
tell her what I had done, not being sensible that I was 
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that same time a little elerated with the parf ing glass I 
had taken. The first thing I noticed on going into the 
room was the man I least wished to see there, and least 
looked for at this minute : he was in high talk with the 
aunt, and Rose sitting on the other side of him, no way 
strange towards him, as I fancied; but that was only 
fancy, and effect of the liquor I had drunk, which made me 
see things wrong. I went up and put my head between 
them, asking Rose, did she know wnat I had been about T 
"'Yes, too welir said she, drawing back from my 
breath. And the aunt looked at her, and she at the aunt, 
and the sergeant stopped his nose, saying he had not been 
long enouffh in Ireland to love the smeU of whiskey. 1 
observed tnat was an uncivil remark in the present com* 

gany, and added that I had not taken a drop that night 
at one glass. At which he sneered, and said that was a 
bull and a blunder, but no wonder as I was an Irishman. 
I replied in defence of myself and country. We went on 
from one smart word to another ; and some of his soldier 
men being of the company, he had the laugh against me 
still. I was vexed to see Rose bear so weu what I could 
not bear myself. And the talk grew higher and higher ) 
and from talking of blunders and such trifles, we got, I 
cannot myself tell you how, on to great party matters, 
and politics, and religion. And I was a Catholic, and he 
a Protestant; and there he had the thing still against me. 
The company, seeing matters not agreeable, dropped off 
till' none were left but the sergeant, and the aunt, and 
Rose, and myself. The aunt gave me a hint to part, but 
1 woidd not take it ; for I could not bear to go away 
worsted, and borne down, as it were, by the English fac* 
tioo, and Rose by to Judge. The aunt was called out by 
one who wanted her to go to a|fcneral next day : the 
Eni^iahman then let fall something about our Irish howl, 
and savages, which Rose herself said was uncivil, she 
being an Irish woman, which he, thinking only of making 
game on me, had forgot. I knocked him down, telling 
him that it was he that was the savage to affront a lady. 
As he got up he said that he'd have the law of me, if any 
law was to be had in Ir^and. 
" • The law V said I, * and y^u a soldier !' 
" • Do you mean to call me coward V said he. • This 
is what an English soldier must not bear.' With that he 
snatches at his arms that were beside him, asking me 
again did I mean to call an Englishman coward 1 
13 G2 
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** *TeIl me first,' said I, ' did you mean to call us Irisli 
savages V 

** 'That's no answer to my question,' says he, ' or only 
an Irish answer.' 

** * It is not the worse for that, may be,' says I, yenr 
coolly, despising the man now, and just took up a knite 
that was on the table to cut off a button that was hang- 
ing at my knee. As I was opening of the knife, he asks 
me was I going to stab at him with my Irish knife, and 
X directly fixes a bayonet at me ; on which 1 seizes a mus- 
ket and bayonet one of his men had left, telling him I 
knew the use of it as well as he or any Englishman, and 
better f for that I should never have gone, as he did, to 
charge it against an unarmed man. 

** * You had your knife,' said he, drawing back. 

** ' If I had, it was not thinking of you,' said I, throw* 
ing the knife away. ' See ! I'm armed like yourself now : 
fight me Hke a man and a.soldier, if you dare,' says I. 

" • Fight me, if you dare,' says he.. 

** Rose calls to me to stop ; but we were both out of 
ourselves at the minute. We thrust at each other— he 
missed me — I hit him. Rose ran in between us to get 
the musket from my hand : it was loaded, and went off 
in the struggle, and the ball lodged in her body. She 
fell ! and what happened next I cannot tell, for the sight 
left my eyes, and all sense forsook me. When I came 
to myself the house was full of people, going to and fro, 
some whisperinff, some crying; and till the words reached 
my ears, ' Is she quite dead V I could not understand 
where I was, or what )iad happened. I wished to forget 
again, but could not. The whole truth came upon me, 
and yet I could not shed a tear ! but just pushed my way 
through the crowd iq|| the inner room, and up to the 
side of the bed. There she lay stretched, almost a corpse 
—quite still! Her sweet eyes closed, and no colour 
in her cheeks, that had been so rosy ! I took hold of 
one of her hands, that hung down, and she then opens 
her eyes, "and knew me directly, and smiles upon me, 
and says, 'It was no fault of your%: take notice, all of 
you, it was no fault of his Jf #dte ; but that I won't do 
for his sake, if I can help itl' — that was the word she 
spoke. I, thinking, from her speaking so strong, that 
she was not badly hurt, knelt down to whisper her, that 
i^my breath did smell of spirits, it was the parting glass 
I had tasted before making the vow I had done against 
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^bnnk for her sake ; and that there was nothing I would 
not do for her, if it would please God to spare her to me. 
She just pressed my hand, to show me she was sensible* 
The priest came in, and they forced our hands asunder, 
amd carried me away out oi the room. Presently there 
was a great cnr, and I knew all was over." 

Here the old man*s voice failed, and he turned his face 
from us. ^ When he had somewhat recovered himself, to 
change the course of his thoughts, we asked whether he 
was prosecuted for his assault on the English sergeant, 
and what became of him. 

"Oh! to do him justice, as one should do to every 
one," said the old man, •* he behaved very handsome to' 
me when I was brought to trial ; and told the whole truth, 
only blamed himself more than I would have done, and 
said it was all his fault for laughing at me and my nation 
more than a man could bear, situated as I was. They 
acquitted me through his means. We shook hands, and 
he hoped all would go right with me, he said ; but nothing 
ever went right with me after. I took little note ever 
after of worldly matters: all belonging to me went to 
rack and ruin. The hand of God was upon me : I could 
not help myself, nor settle mind or body to any thing. I 
heard them say sometimes I was a little touched in my 
head : however that might be I cannot say. But at the 
last I found it was as good for me to give all that was 
left to my friends, who were better able to manage, and 
more eager for it, than I ; and fancying a roving life would 
agree with me best, I quit the place, taking nothing with 
me, but resolved to walk the world, and just trust to the 
charity of good Christians, or die, as it should please 
God. How I have liTed so long He only knows, and his 
will be done." 



CHAPTER X. 

IRISH WIT AKD ELOQUENCE. 

** Wild wit, invention ever new," appear in high per- 
fection among even the youngest inhabitants of an Iriih 
eoUa^ The word wit, among the lower classes in Ire* 
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land, means not only quickness of repartee, but devemesa 
in action ; it implies invention and address, with no slight 
mixture of cunning ; all which is expressed in their dialect 
by the single word ^ctUeness (acuteness). Examples will 
give a better notion of this than can be conveyed by any 
definition. 

An Irish boy (a 'cute lad) saw a train of his companions 
leading their cars, loaded with kishes* of turf, coming 
towards his father's cabin ; his father had no turf, and 
the question was how some should be obtained. To beg 
he was ashamed ; to dig he was unwilling ; but his head 
went to work directly. He took up a turf which had 
fallen from one of the cars the preceding day, and stuck 
it on the top of a pole near the cabin. When the cars 
were passing, he appeared throwing turf at the mark. 
*' Boys !" cried he, " which of ye will hit T Each leader 
of the car, as he passed, could not forbear to fling a turf 
at the mark ; the turf fell at the foot of the pole, and when 
all the cars had passed, there was a heap left sufficient to 
reward the ingenuity of pur little Spartan. 

The same 'cuteness which appears in youth continues 
and improves in old age. When General V was quar- 
tered in a small town in Ireland, he and his lady were 
regularly besieged, whenever they got into their carriage, 
by an old beggar-woman, who kept her post at the door> 
assailing them daily with fresh importunities and fresh 
tales of distress. At last the lady's charity and the gene- 
ral's patience were nearly exhausted, but their petition- 
er's wit was still in its pnstine vigour. One morning, at 
the accustomed hour, when the lady was getting into her 
carriage, the old woman began, *' Agh ! my lady ; suc- 
cess to your ladyship, and success to your honour's 
honour, this morning, of all days in the year; for sure 
didn't I dream last night that her ladyship gave me a 
pound of tea, and that your honour gave me a pound of 
tobacco 1" 

*' But, my good woman," said the general, ** do not you 
know that dreams always go by the rule of contrary 1" 

**Do they so, plase your honour 1" rejoined the old 
woman. *' Then it must be your honour that will give 
me the tea, and her ladyship that will give me the to- 
bacco." 

The general, being of Sterne's opinion, that a bon^mot 
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Is always worth more than a pinch of snuff, gave the inge- 
nious dreamer the value of her dream. 

Innumerable instances might be quoted of the Hiber- 
nian genius, not merely for repartee, but for what the 
Italians call pasquinade. We shall cite only one, which 
is already so well known in Ireland that we cannot be 
found guilty of publishing a libel. Over the ostentatious 
front of a nobleman's house in Dublin the owneir had this 
motto cut in stone : — 

** Otimn com disniute.— Lefamre witb difnity.** 

In process of time his lordship changed his residence ; 
or, since we must descend to plebeian language, was 
committed to New^te, and immediately there appeared 
over the front of his apartment his chosen motto, as 
large as the life, in white chalk, 

** Otinm enm dignitate.^ 

Mixed with keen satire, the Irish often show a sort of 
cool good sense and dry humour, which gives not only 
effect, but vsdue to their impromptus. Of this class is 
the observation made by the Irish hackney coachman, 
upon seeing a man of the ton driving four-in-hand down 
Bond-street. 

"That fellow,*' said our observer, "looks like a coach- 
man, but drives like a gentleman." 

As an instance of humour mixed with sophistry, we 
beg the reader to recollect the popular story of the Irish- 
man who was run over by a troop of horse, and miracu- 
lously escaped unhurt. 

" Down upon your knees and thank God, you repro- 
bate," said one of the spectators. 

" Thank God ! for what 1 Is it. for letting a troop of 
horse run Over me 1" 

In this speech there is the same sort pf humour and 
sophistry that appears in thb Irishman's celelprated ques- 
tion, " What has posterity done for me, that I should do 
80 much for posterity ?" 

The Irish nation, from the highest to^ the lowest, in 
daily conversation about the ordinary affairs of life, em- 
ploy a 'superfluity of wit and metaphor which would be 
astonishing s^id unintelligible to a majority of the respect- 
able body of English jreomen. Even the cutters of turf 
and drawers of whiskey are orators ; even the cotUers 
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and gossoons speak in trope and figure. Ask an Inah 
gossoon to go early in the morning on an errand, and he 
answers, 

" ril be oflf at the flight of nigt." 

If an Irish cottager would express to his landlord that 
he wishes for a long lease of his land, he says, 

" I would be proud to live on your honour*s land as 
long as grass grows or water runs." 

One of our English poets has nearly the same idea ; — 



** As lonff M ■traams in 8ilT«r huuem ran. 
Or Spmif wiib annual green renews tbe grore." 

/ Without the advantages of a classical education, the 
lower Irish sometimes make similes that bear a near 
resemblance to those of the admired poets of antiquity. 
A loyalist, during the late rebelUon, was describing to us 
the number of the rebels who had gathered on one spot, 
and were dispersed by the king^s army ; rallied, and were 
again put to flight. 

" They were," said he, " like swarms of flies on a sum- 
mer's day, that you brush away with your hand, and still 
they will be returning." 

There is a simile of Homer's which, literall}^ translated, 
runs thus : — " As the numerous troops of mes about a 
shepherd's cottage in the spring, when the milk moistens 
the pails, such numbers of Greeks stood in the field 
against the Trojans." Lord Kames observes, that it is 
fiSse taste to condemn such comparisons for the lowness 
of the images introduced. In fact, great objects caimo t be 
degraded by comparison with small ones in these similes, 
because the only point of resemblance is number; the 
mind instantly perceives this, and therefore requires no 
other species of similitude. 

When we attempt to judge of the genius of the lower 
classes of the people, we nmst take care that we are not 
under the influence of any prejudice of an aristocratic ol(^^^ 
literary nature. But this is no easy effort of liberality. . - ' 

"Afi-A/ Dublin^ sweet Jasus he wid youl^ exclaimed a 
poor Irishman, as he stood on the deck of a vessel which 
was carrying him out of the bay of DubUn. The pathos 
of this poor fellow will not probably affect delicate sensi- 
bility, because he says wid instead of with, and Jasus 
instead of Jesits. Adam Smith is certainly right in his 
theory, that the sufferings of those in exalted stations 
liave generally most power to command our sympathy. 
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Thevery same sentiment of sonrowatleaTing his country 
whidi was ejqpressed so awkwardly by the poor Irishman 
appears to every reader of taste exqmsiteiy pathetic from 
the lips of Marv Queen of Scots. 

*• Fare well, France ! Farewell, beloved country! which 
I shall never more behold T'* 

In anger as well as in sorrow the Irishman is eloquent. 
A gentleman who was lately riding through the county 

of. 9 in Ireland, to canvass, called to ask a vote from a 

poor man who was planting willows in a little garden by 
the road-side. 

** You have a vote, my good sir, I am tokL,** said the 
candidate, in an insinuating tone. 

The poor man struck the willow which he had in his 
hand into the ground, and with a deliberate pace came 
towards the candidate to parley with him. 

•* Please your honour," said he, gravely, " I have a vote, 
and I have not a vote." 

"How can that be r 

** I will tell you, sir," said he, leaning, or rather lying 
down slowly upon the back of the ditch facing the road, 
so that the gentleman, who was on horseback, could see 
only his head and arms. 

" Sir," said he, ** out of this little garden, with nfy five 
acres of land and my own labour, I once had a freehold ; 
but I have been robbed of my freehold, and who do you 
think has robbed mel why, that man!" pointing to his 
landlord's steward, who stood beside the candidate. 
"With my own hands I sowed my own ground with 
oats, and a fine crop I expected— but I never reaped that 
crop: not a bushel, no, nor half a bushel, did I ever see ; 
for into my little place comes this man, with I don't know 
how many more, with their shovels and their barrows, 
and their horses and their cars, and to work they fell, 
and they ran a road straight through the best part of my 
land, turning all to heaps of rubbish, and a bad road it 
was, and a bad time, of year to make it ! But where was 
I when he did this'l — not where I am now," said the 
orator, raising himself up and standing firm ; " not as you 
see me now, but lying on my back in my bed in a fever. 
When I got up I was not able to make my rent out of my 
land. Besides myself, I had my five children to support. 
I sold my clothes, and have never been able to buy any 

* V&te Bob«ticm*t Histoiy of aooOaad. 
G3 
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since but such as a recruit could sell, who was in haste 
to set into regimentals — such clothes as these," said he, 
looking* down at his black rags. ** Soon I had nothing to 
eat : but that's not all. I anl a weaver, sir : for my rent 
they seized my two looms ; then I had nothing to do. 
But of all this I do not complain. There was an election 
some time ago in this county, and a man rode up to me 
in this garden as you do now, and asked me for my vote, 
but I refused him, for I was steady to my landlord. The 
gentleman observed I was a poor man, and asked if I 
wanted for nothing! but aU did not signify; so he rode 
on gently, and at the comer of the road, within view of 
my garden, I saw him drop a purse, and I knew, by his 
looking at me, it was on purpose for me to pick it up. 
After a while he came back, thinking, to be sure, I had 
taken up the purse, and had changed my mind, but he 
found his purse where he left it. My landlord knew all 
this, and he promised to see justice done me ; but he 
forgot. Then as for the candidate's lady, before the 
election nothing was too fair speaking for me ; but after- 
wardf in my distress, when I applied to her to get me a 
loom, which she could have had from the Linen Board by 
only askinflr for it, her answer to me was, * I don't know 
that I shall ever want a vote again in the county.' 

'* Now, sir," continued he, " when justice is done to me 
(and no sooner), I shall be glad to assist my landlord or 
his friend. I know who you are, sir, very well : you bear 
a good character : success to ypu ! but I have no vote to 
give to you or any man." 

" If I were to attempt to make you any amends for 
what you have suffered," replied the candidate, " I should 
do you an injury ; it would be said that I had bribed you : 
but I will repeat your story where it will meet with at- 
tention. I cannot, however, tell it so well as you have 
told it." 

*' No, sir," was his answer, " for you cannot feel it as 
I do." 

' This is almost in terms the conclusion of Pope's epistle 
from Eloisa to Abelard : — 

** He best can paint them who shall fbel them most." 

In objurgation and pathetic remonstrancing eloquence, 
^e females of the lower class in Ireland are not inferior 
to the men. A thin tall woman, wrapped in a long cloak, 
the hood of which was drawn over her head, and shaded 
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lier pale face, came to a gentleman to complain of ;the 
cruelty of her landlord. 

** He is the most hard-hearted man alive, so he is, sir,^ 
said she ; ^'lie has just seized all I have, which, God 
knows, is little enough ! and has driven my cow to pound, 
the only cow I have, and only dependence I have for a 
drop of milk to drink; and the cow itself too standing 
there starving in the pound ; for not a wisp of hay would 
he give to cow or Christian to save their lives, if it was 
ever so ! And the rent for which he is driving me, please 
your honour, has not been due but one week : a hard 
master he is ; but these middle-men are all so, one and all. 
Oh ! if it had but been my lot to be tenant to a gentle- 
man homy like your honour, who is the poor man's friend, 
and the orphan's, and the widow's — ^the friend of them 
that have none other. Long life to you ! and long may 
you live to reign over us ! Would you but speak three 
words to my landlord, to let my cow out of pound, and give 
me a fortnight's time, that I might see and fatten her to 
sell against the fair, I could pay him then all honestly, 
and not be racked entirely, and he would be ashamed to 
refuse your honour, and afraid to disoblige the like of you, 
or get your ill-will. May the blessing of Heaven be upon 
you, if you'll just send and speak to him three words for 
the poor woman and widow, that has none other to speak 
for her in the wide world." 

Moved by this lamentable story, the effect of which 
the woman's whole miserable appearance corroborated 
and heightened, the gentleman sent immediately for her 
hard-hearted landlonl. The landlord appeared; not a 
gentleman, not a rich man, as the term landlord might 
denote, but a stout, square, stubbed, thick-limbed, gray- 
eyed man, who seemed to have come smoking hot from 
hard labour. The gentleman repeated the charge made 
against him by the poor widow, and mildly remonstrated 
on his cruelty ; the man heard all that was said with a 
calm but unmoved countenance. 

^' And now have you done 1" said he, turning to the 
woman, who had recommenced her lamentations. *' Look 
at her standing there, sir. It's easy for her to put on her 
long cloak, and to tell her long story, and to make he? 
poor mouth to your honour ; but if you are willing to 
hear, 111 tell you what she is, and what I am. She is 
one that has none but herself in this world to provide for ; 
•be is one that is able to afford herself a glass of whiskey 
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when she pleases, and she pleases it often ; she is one 
that never denies herself the bit of staggering bob* when 
in season ; she is one that has a snug house ^U thatched 
to live in all the year round, and nothing to do or 
nothing that she does, and this is the way of her life, 
and this is what she is. And what am I ? I am the 
father of eight children, and I have a wife and myself to 
provide for. I am a man that is at hard labour of one 
kind or another from simrise to sunset. The straw 
that thatched the house she lives.in I brought two miles 
on my back ; the walls of the house she lives in I built 
with my own hands; I did the same by five other 
houses, and they are ail sound and dry, and good to Uve 
in, summer or winter. I set them for rent to put bread 
into my children's mouths, and after all I cannot get it ! 
And to support my eight Children, and my wife, and my- 
self, what have I in this world," cried he, striding sud- 
denly with colossal firmness upon his sturdy legs, and 
raising to heaven arms which looked like foreshorten- 
ings of the limbs of Hercules, " what have / in this wide 
ivorld but these four bones t"t 

No provocation could have worked up a phlegmatic 
English countryman to this pitch of eloquence. He 
never suffers ms anger to evaporate in idle figures of 
speech : it is always concentrated in a few words, which 
he repeats in reply to every argument, persuasive or in- 
vective, that can be employed to irritate or to assuage 
his wrath. We recollect having once been present at a 
scene between an English gentleman and a church- 
warden, whose feelings, were grievously hurt by the 
distmbance that had been given to certain bones in lev- 
elling a wall which separated the churchyard from the 
Eleasure-ground of the lord of the manor. The bones 
elonged, as the churchwarden believed, or averred, to 
his great-great-grandmother, though how they were 
identified it might be difficult to explain to an indifferent 
judge ; yet we are to suppose that the confirmation of 
the suspicion was strong and satisfactory to the party 
concerned. The pious great-great-grandson's feelings 
were all in arms, but hulignation did not inspire him 
with a single poetic idea or expression. In his elo- 
^ence, indeed, there was the principal requisite— action : 
m reply to all that could be said, he repeatedly struck 

* Slink calf. 

I TUs was wiittsn down a few minotM after U had bee^ spokeii* 
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his long oak stick perpendicularly vpcm the floor^ and re- 
iterated these woras: . 

'* It's death, sir ! death by the law ! It's sacrilege, 
sir ! sacrilege by act of parliament ! It's death, sir ! 
death by the law t and the law 111 have of him, for it^s 
lawful to haye the law." 

This was the whole range of his ideas, even when 
the passions had tumbled them all out of their dormi- 
tories. 

Innumerable fresh instances of Irish eloquence and 
wit crowd upon our recollection, but we forbear. The 
ezamfdes we have cited are taken from real life, and 
given without alteration or embellishment. 



CHAPTER XL 

THE BROeUE. 

HATiKe proved by a perfect syllogism that the Irish 
must blunder, we might rest satisfied with our labours ; 
but there are minds of so perverse a sort, that they will 
not yield their understandings to the torturing power of 
syllogism. 

It may be waste of time to address ourselves to per- 
sons of such a cast; we shall therefore change our 
ground, and adapt our arguments to the level of vulgar 
capacities. Much of the comic effect of Irish bulls, or 
of such speeches as are mistaken for bulls, has depended 
upon the tone, or brogue, as it is called, with which they 
are uttered. The first Irish blunders that we hear are 
made or repeated in this peculiar tone, and afterward, 
from the power of association, whenever we hear the 
tone we expect the blunder. Now there is little danger 
that the Irish should be cured of their brogue ; and con- 
sequently there is no great reason to apprehend that we 
should cease to think or call them blunderers. 

Of the powerful effect of any peculiarity of pronun- 
ciation to prepossess the mind against the speaker, nay, 
even to excite dislike amounting to antipathy, we have 
an instance attested by an eyewitness, or rather an ear- 
witness. 
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" In the year 1756," says the Rev. James Adams, « 1 
attended a public disputation in a'foreign university, when 
at least 400 Frenchmen literally hissed a grave and 
learned English doctor, not by way of insult, but irre- 
sistibly provoked by the quaintness of the repetition of 
sh. The thesis was, the concurrence of God in actioni- 
btis viciosis : the whole hall resounded with the hissing 
cry of shj and its continual occurrence in actiof actionci 
vicioso^ &C.*' 

It is curious that Shiboleth should so long continue a 
criterion among nations ! 

What must have been the degree of irritation that 
could so far get the better of the politeness of 400 
frenchmen as to mtike them hiss in the days of Pancien 
rigime ! The dread of being the object of that species 
of antipathy or ridicule which is excited by unfashion- 
able peculiarity of accent has induced many of the mis* 
guided natives of Ireland to affect what they imagine to 
be the English pronunciation. They are seldom suc- 
cessful in this attempt, for they, generally overdo the 
business. We are told by Theopnrastus, that a barbarian^ ' 
who had taken some pains to attain the true attic dia- 
lect, was discovered to be a foreigner b^ his speaking 
the attic dialect with a greater degree of precision and 
purity than was usual among the Athenians themselves* 
To avoid the imputation of committing barbarisms, 
people sometimes run into solecisms, which are yet 
more ridiculous. Affectation is always more ricKculoua 
than ignorance. 

There are Irish ladies who, ashamed of their country, 
betray themselves by mincing out their abjuration, by 
calling tables teebles, and chairs cheers I To such rene- 
gadoes we prefer the honest quixotism of a modern 
champion* for the Scottish accent, who, boldly asserting 
that " the broad dialect rises above reproach, scorn, ana 
laughter," enters the lists, as he says of himself, in Tar- 
tan dress and armour, and throws down the gauntlet to 
the most prejudiced antagonist. " How weak is preju- 
dice !" pursues this patriotic enthusiast. " The sight 
of the Highland kelt, the flowing plaid, the buskined leg, 
provokes my antagonist to laugh ! Is this dress ridicu- 

* James Adams, 8.R.E.S., author of a book entitled, ^' The Pronunciation 
of the English Language yindicated firom imputed Anomaly and Caprice j 
with an A^ieadix on the Dialects of Human Speech in all CkiunU^ias, and ajk^ 
analytical Discussion and Vindication of the Dialect of Scotland.* V'. . 
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lous in the eyes of reason and common sense I No : 
nor is the dialect of speech : both are characteristic and 
national distinctions. 

**The arguments of general vindication," continues 
he, " rise powerful before my sight, like the Highland 
bands in full array. A louder strain of apologetic speech 
swells my words. What if it should rise high as the 
nnconcjuered summits of Scotia's hills, and call back, 
with voice sweet as Caledonian song, the days of an- 
cient Scottish heroes ; or attempt the powerful speech 
of the Latin orator, or his of Greece ! The subject, 
methinks, would well accord with the attempt : Cupt'" 
dum Scotia optima, vires deficiunt. I leave this to the 
king of songs, Dunbar and Dunkeld, Douglas in Virgilian 
strains, and later poets, Ramsay, Ferguson, and Burns, 
awake from your graves ; you have already immortalized 
the Scotch dialect in raptured melody ! Lend me your 
g:olden target and well pointed spear, that I may victo- 
riously pursue, to the extremity of South Britain, re- 
proachful ignorance and scorn still lurking there : — ^let 
impartial candour seize their usurped throne. Great 
Uien is the birth of this national dialect," &c. 

So far so good. We have some sympathy with the 
rfaapsodist, whose enthysiasm kuidles at the names of 
Allan Ramsay and of Bums: nay, we are willing to 
hear (with a grain of allowance) that " the manly elo- 
quence of the Scotch bar affords a singular pleasure to 
&e candid English hearer, and gives merit and dignity 
to the noble speakers, who retain so much of their own 
dialect and tempered propriety of Enghsh sounds, that 
they may be emphatically termed British orators.^ But 
we confess that we lose our patient decorum, and are 
almost provoked to laughter, when our philological 
Quixote seriously sets about to prove that Adam and Eve 
spoke broad Scotch in paradise. 

How angry has this grave patriot re»>j»on to be with 
his ingenious countryman Beattie,* the celebrated cham- 
pion of truth, who acknowledges that he never could, 
when a boy or man, look at a certain translation of Ajax*s 
speech into one of the vulgar Scotch dialects without 
laughing ! - 

We shall now, with boldness similar to that of the 
Scotch champion, try the risible muscles of our English 

* Vide Dlastmtions ah Sablhnity, In bis Essays. 
14 
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reader; we are not, indeed, inclined to go quite sacfa 
lengths as he has gone : he insists that the Scotch 
dialect ought to be adopted aU over England : we are 
only going candidly to confess, that we think the Irish, 
in general, speak better English than is commonly spoken 
by the natives of England. To limit this proposition so 
as to make it appear less absurd, we should observe 
that we allude to the lower classes of the people in both 
countries. In some counties in Ireland, a few of the 
poorest labourers and cottagers do not understand Eng- 
lish ; they speak only Irish, as in Wales there are vast 
numbers who speak only Welsh ; but among those who 
speak English we find fewer vulgarisms than among 
the same rank of persons in England. The EngUsh 
which they speak is chiefly such as has been traditional 
in their famiUes from the time of the early settlers in 
the island. During the reign of Elizabeth and the reign 
of Shakspeare, numbers of English migrated to Ireland ; 
and whoever attends to the phraseology of the lower 
Irish may, at this day, hear many of the phrases! and ex- 

Eressions used by Shakspeare. Their vocabulary has 
een preserved nearly in its pristine purity since that 
time, because they have not had intercourse with those 
counties in Eng\and which have made for themselves a 
jargon unlike to any language under heaven. The 
Irish brogue is a great and shameful defect, but it does 
not render the English language absolutely unintelligible. 
There are but a few variations of the brogue, such as 
the long and the short, the Thady brogue and Paddy 
brogue, which differ much in tone, and but little in phra- 
seolo^; but in England, almost all of our fifty-two 
counties have peculiar vulgarisms, dialects, and brogues, 
unintelligible to their neighbours^ Herodotus tells us 
that some of the nations of Greece, though they used 
the same language, spoke it so differently that they 
could not understand each other^s conversation. This 
is literally the case at present between the provincial 
inhabitants of remote parts of England. Indeed the 
language peculiar to the metropolis, or the cockney 
dialect, is proverbially ridiculous. The Londoners, who 
look down with contempt upon all that have not been 
bred and bom within the sound of Bow, talk with uncon-* 
scions absurdity of ti^eal and t(;inegar, and vine and vin* 
dors, and idears ; and ask you ^ow you do 1 and ^ave ye 
bin taking the Aair in 'yde park ? and '«« your 'orse 'ad 



BiSAT OK nitH BVLLl. 161 

my Aoats! &c. ; aspirating alwa3r8 where they should 
not, and nerer aspirating where they should. 

The Zummerzetzheer dialect, fuU of broad oo§ and 
eternal zeds, supplies never-failing laughter when brought 
upon the stage. Even a cockney audience relishes the 
broad pronunciation of John Moody^ iii the Journey to 
London, or of Sim, in Wild Oats. 

The cant of Suffolk, the vulgarisms of Shropsnire, the . 
uncouth phraseology of the three ridings of Yorkshire, 
amaze and bewilder foreigners, who perhaps imagine 
that they do not understand English, when they are in 
company with those who cannot speak it. The patois 
of Languedoc and Champagne, such as '' Meinfis sest ai 
hai via,'" Mpn fills c'estun b^u veau, exercises, it is true, 
the ingenuity of travellers, and renders many scenes of 
Moliere and Marivaux difficult, if not unintelligible, to 
those who have never resided in the French provinces ; 
but no French patois is more unintelligible than the fol- 
lowing specimen of Tummas Knd Meary^s Lancashire dia- 
logue: 

Thomas, ** Whau, but I startit up to goa to th' tits, on 
slurred deawn to th' lower part o' th' heymough, on by 
th' maskins, lord! whot dust think! boh leet hump 
stridden up o' summot ot felt meety heury, on it startit 
weh meh on its back, deawn th' lower part o' th' mough 
it jumpt, crost th' leath, eaw't o' th' dur whimmey it took, 
on into th' weturing poo, os if th' dule o' hell had driv'n 
it, on there it threw meh en, or I fell off, I connaw tell 
whether, for th' life o' meh, into the poo." 

Mary. ** Whoo-wo, whoo-wo, whoo ! whot, i' th' neme 
o' God ! widneh sey 1" 

Thomas. ** If it wur naw Owd Nick, he wur th' orderer 
on't, to be shure * * *. Weh mitch powlering I geet 
eawt o* th* poo, 'lieve* meh, as to list, I could na tell 
whether i'r m a sleawm or wak'n, till eh groapt ot meh 
een ; I crope under a wough and stode like o' gawmbling,t 
or o parfit neatril, till welly day," &c. 

Let us now listen to a conversation which we hope 
will not be quite so unintelligible. 

* The glossary to the Lancashire dialect informs as, that Hievt mt 
from heleamy^ believe me : (h>m belam^Kky food (Menu, old French. 
, t €>awmhiiog(iin^to*iSaffo»gawM|i),8topi<li 
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CHAPTER XU. 

BATH COACH COHYBRSATIONS. 

In one of the coaches which travel between Bath and 
London, an Irish, a Scotch, and an iBnglish gentleman 
happened to be passengers. They were well informed 
and well-bred, had seen the world, had lived in good 
company, and were consequently superior to local and 
national prejudice. As their conversation was illustra- 
tive of our subject, we shall make no apology for relat- 
ing it. We pass the usual preliminary compliments, and 
the observations upon the weather and the roads. The 
Irish gentleman first started a more interesting subject 
— ^the Union; its probable advantages and chsadvan- 
tages were fully discussed, and, at last, the Irishman said, 
" Whatever our political opinions may be, there is one 
wish in which we shall all agree — ^that the Union may 
make us better acquainted with one another." 

** It is surprising,** said the Englishman, ^ how igno- 
rant we English in general are of Ireland : to be sure, we 
do not now, as in the times of Bacon and Spenser, be- 
lieve that wild Irishmen have wings ; nor do we all of us 
give credit to Mr. Twiss's assertion, that if you look at an 
Irish lady, she answers, * Port^ if you pleaseJ* " 

Scotchman. ** That traveller seems to be almost as 
liberal as he who defined oats — food for horses in Eng- 
land, and for men in Scotland : such illiberal notions die 
away of themselves.** 

Irishman. ** Or they are contradicted by more liberal 
travellers. I am sur6 my country has great obligations 
to the gallant English and Scotch miUtuy, not only for 
so readily assisting to defend and quiet us, but for spread- 
ing in England a juster notion of Ireland. Within these 
few months, I suppose, more real knowledge of the state 
and manners of that kingdom has been difiused in Eng- 
land by their means than had been obtained during a 
whole century.** 

Scotchman. ** Indeed, I do not recollect having read any 
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antfaor of note who has given me a notion of Irehind 
since Spenser and Davies, except Arthur Young.** 

EngUskman. ''What little knowledge I have of Ire- 
land has been drawn more from observation than from 
books. I remember when I first went over there, I did 
not expect to see twenty trees in the whole island : I 
imagined Uiat I should have nothing to drink but whis- 
key, that I should have nothing to eat but potatoes, that 
I should sleep in mud- walled cabins ; that I should, when 
awake, hear nothing but the Irish howl, the Irish brogue, 
Irish answers, and Irish bulls ; and that if I smiled at 
an3r of these things, a hundred pistols would fly from 
their holsters to give or demand satisfaction. But expe- 
rience taught me Detter things : I found that the stories I 
had heard were tales of other times. Their hospitality, 
indeed, continues to tms day.*' 

Irishman. *' It does, I believe ; but of later days, as we 
have been honoured with the visits of a greater number 
of foreigners, our hospitality has become less extrava- 
gant.** 

Englishman. '' Not less agreeable : Irish hospitality, I 
speak from experience, does not now consist merely in 
pushing about the bottle : the Irish are convivial, but 
their conviviality is seasoned with wit and humour ; they 
have plenty of good conversation as well as good cheer 
for their guests; and they not only have wit themselves, 
but they love it in others : they can take as well as give 
a joke. I never lived with a more good-humoured, gen- 
erous, open-hearted people than the Irish.** 

Irishman. '* I wish Englishmen in general were half 
as partial to poor Ireland as you are, sir.** 

Englishman. " Or rather, you wish that they knew the 
country as well, and then they would do it as much jus- 
tice." 

Irishman. ^ You do it something more than justice, I 
fear. There are little peculiarities in my countrymen 
which will long be justly the subject of ridicule in Eng- 
land.'* 

Scotchman. '' Not among well-bred and well-infom^ed 
people : those who have seen or read of great varieties of 
customs and manners are never apt to laugh at all that 
may differ from their own. As the sensible author of 
the Government of the Tongue says, * Half-witted peo- 
ple are alway^he bitterest revilers.* ** 

Irishman* '' You are very indulgent, gentlemen ; but, in 
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spite of all yonr politeness^ 3ron must allow, or at least 
I must confess, that there are little defects in the Iiish 
government of the tongue at which even tcAo/e-witted 
people must laugh." 

Scotchman. **The well-educated people in all coun- 
tries, I believe, escape the particulaur accent, and avoid 
the idiom, that are characteristic of the vu^rar." 

Irishmaru '* But even when we escape Irish brogue 
we cannot escape Irish bulls." 

Englishmaru ^ You need not say Irish bulls with such 
emphasis ; for bulls are not peculiar to Ireland. I have 
been informed by a person of unquestionable authority, 
that there is a town in Germany, Hirschau in the Upper 
Palatinate, where the inhabitants are famous for making 
bulls." 

Irishman. *' I am truly glad to hear we have compan- 
ions in disgrace. Numbers certainly lessen the effect of 
ridicule as well as of shame : but, after allfthe Irish idiom 
is peculiarly unfortunate, for it leads perpetually to blun- 
der." 

Scotchman. ^ I have heard the same remarked of the 
Hebrew. I am told that the Hebrew and Irish idioms are 
much alike." 

Irishman (laughing). ** That is a great comfort to us, 
certainly, particularly to those among us who are fond 
of tracing our origin up to the remotest antiquity ; but 
still there are many who would willingly give up the 
honour of this high alliance to avoid its inconveniences ; 
for my own part, if I could ensure myself and my coun- 
trymen from all future danger of making bulls and blun- 
ders, I would this instant give up all Hebrew roots ; and 
even the Ogham character itself I would renounce, *to 
make assurance doubly sure.' " 

Englishman. " * To make assurance doubly sure.* Now 
there is an example in our great Shakspeare of what I 
have often observed, that we English allow our poets.and 
ourselves a license of speech that we deny to our Hiber- 
nian neighbours. If an Irishman, instead of Shakspeare, 
had talked of making * assurance doubly sure,* we should 
have asked how that could be. The vulgar in England 
are too apt to catch at every slip of the tongue made by 
Irishmen. I remember once being present when an Irish 
nobleman of talents and literature was actually hissed 
from the hustings at a Middlesex election, because in 
Ms speech he happened to say, * We have laid the root 
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to the axe of the tree of liberty,* instead of * we have 
laid the axe to the root of the tree.' ** 

Scotchman. '* A lapsus linguae, that might have been 
made by the greatest orators, ancient or modem; by 
Cicero or Chauiam, by Burke or by the fluent Murray.' '' 

Englishman* ''Upon another occasion I have heard 
that an Irish orator was silenced with ' inextinguishable 
laughter' merely for saying, ' I am sorry to hear my 
honourable friend stand mute.' " 

Scotchman. ** If I am not mistaken, that very same 
Irish orator made an allusion at which no one could 
laugh. * The protection,' said he, ' which Britain affords 
to Ireland in tne day of adversity is like that which the 
oak affords to the ignorant countryman who flies to it 
for shelter in the storm ; it draws down upon his head 
the lightning of heaven :' may be I do not repeat the 
words exactly, but I could not forget the idea." 

Englishman.' *^ I would with all my heart bear the ridi- 
cule of a hundred blunders for the honour of having 
made such a simile : after aU, his saying, * I am sorrv to 
hear my honourable friend stand mute,^ if it be a buU, is 
Justified by Homer ; one of the charms in the cestus of 
Venus is, 

' Silence tbat tpeake^ and doqnenoe of eyes.' '' 

Scotchman. ^^ Silence that speaks^ sir, is, I am afraid, 
an English, not a Grecian charm. It is not in the Greek ; 
it is one of those beautiful liberties which Mr. Pope has 
taken with his original. But silence that speaks can be 
found in France as well as in England. Voltaire, in his 
chef-d'ceuvre, his (Edipus, makes Jocasta say, 

* Tout parle oontre nous Jusqa^A notro eilenee.* »»* 

Englishman. "And in our own Milton, Samson Ago. 
nistes makes as good, indeed a better, buU; for he not 
only makes the mute speak, but speak loud:— 

* Tbe deedn UiemselToe, tbongh mutef epoke loud tbe doer.' 

And in Paradise Lost we have, to speak in fashionable 
language, two famotu bulls. Talking of Satan, Milton 
says. 

* *'EYery ttiiiig tpeaka aialmt oi, eroa our ■Ueooo.* 
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*6od and his Son ezecpt, 
Created Uiinf naught valued be nor ahmu^d.* 

And speaking of Adam and Eve, and their sons and 
daughters, he confounds them all together in a manner 
for which any Irishman' would have been laughed to 
scorn: — 

* Adam, tbe goodlieat man of men ainee born, 
Hia aooa; tbe fUrest ofbia dangbtenEve.' 

Yet Addison, who notices these blunders, calls them 
only little blemishes." 

Scotchman, ''He does so; and he. quotes Horace, 
who tells us we should impute such venial errors to a 
pardonable inadvertency; and, as I recollect, Addison 
makes another very just remark, that the ancients, who 
were actuated by a spirit of candour, not of cavilling, 
invented a variety of figures of speech, on purpose to 
palliate little errors of this nature." 

'' Really, gentlemen," interrupted the Hibernian, who 
had sat all this time in silence that spoke his grateful 
sense of the politeness of his companions, ''you will put 
the finishing stroke to my obUgations to you, if you wiU 
prove that the ancient figures of speech were invented to 
palliate Irish blunders." 

Englishmaru "No matter for what purpose they were 
invented ; if we can make so good a use of them we shall 
be satisfied, especially if you are pleased. I will, how- 
ever, leave the burden of the proof upon my friend here, 
who has detected nie already in quoting from Pope's 
Iliad instead of Homer's. I am sure he will manage the 
ancient figures of rhetoric better than I should ; how- 
ever, if I can fight behind his shield, I shaU not shun the 
combat." 

Scotchman. "I stand corrected for quoting Greek. 
Now I will not go to Longinus for my tropes and fig- 
ures ; I have just met with a little book on the subject, 
which I put into my pocket to-day, intending to finish it 
on my journey, but I have been better employed." 

He drew from his pocket a book called " Deinology , 
or the Union of Reason and Elegance." " Look," said 
he, "look at this long list of tropes and figures; among 
them we could find apologies for evenr species of Irish 
bulls; but, in mercy, I will select, from * the twenty 
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chief and most moving figures of speech,' oidy cbe oxy- 
moron, as it is a favourite with Irish orators. In the 
ox3rmoron contradictions meet : to reconcile these, Irish 
ingenuity dehghts. I will further spare four out of the 
seven figures of less note : emphasis, enaUage, and the 
hysteron prbteron you must have; because emphasis 
graces Irish diction, enallage unbinds it from strict 
grammatical letters, and hysteron proteron allows it 
sometimes to put the cart before the horse. Of the 
eleven grammatical figures, Ireland delights ch efly in 
the antimeria, or changing one part of speech for an- 
other, and in the ellipsis or defect. Of the remaining 
long list of figures, the Irish are particularly disposed to 
the epizeuxis, as * indeed, indeed — at all at all,' and 
antanaclasis, or double meaning. The tautotes, or re- 
petition of the same thing, is, I think, full as common 
among the English. The hyperbole and catachresis are 
so nearly related to a bull, that I shall dwell upon them 
with pleasure. You must listen to the definition of a 
catachresis : — * A catachresis is the boldest of any trope. 
Necessity makes it borrow and employ an expression or 
term contrary to the thing it means to express.* " 

** Upon my word, this is something like a description 
of an Irish bull," interrupted the Hil^rnian. 

Scotchman. " For instance, it has been said, Equitare 
in arundine longA, to ride on horseback on a stick. Rea- 
son condemns the contradiction, but necessity has al- 
lowed it, and use has made it intelligible. The ^same 
trope is employed in the following metaphorical expres- 
sion : — The seeds of the gospel have been toatered with 
the blood of the martyrs." 

Englishman. "That does seem an absurdity, I grant ; 
but you know great orators trample on impossibilities.'*** 

Scotchman. " And great poets get the better of them. 
You recollect Shakspeare says, 

< Now bid me ran, 
And I will strive with things imp<u$ibU, 
Yea, get the better of them: » 

Englishman, "And Comeille, in the Cid, I believe, 
makes his hero a compliment upon his having performed 
impossibilitie»— * Vos mains seules ont le droit de vaincre 
un invincible.' "f 

• Lord €?hatluiin. 

t Tour bands alone hare a right to eonquer thi wutHUtrabk* 
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Scotchman. ''Ay, that would be a bull in an Irish- 
man, but it is only an h3q)erbole in a Frenchman.'* 

Irishmaiu *' Indeed, this line of CorneiUe's out-hyper 
boles the hjrperbole, considered in any but a prophetic 
light ; as a prophecy, it exactly foretels the taking of 
Bonaparte's invincible standard by the glorious forty* 
second regiment of the British : * Your hands alone have 
a right to vanquish the invincible^' By-the*by, the 
phrase ont le droit cannot, I beUeve, be literally trans- 
lated into EngUsh ; but the Scotch and Irish have a 
right translates it exactly. But do not let me interrupt 
my country's defence, gentlemen; I am heartily glad to 
find Irish blunderers may shelter themselves in such 
good company in the ancient sanctuary of the hyperbole. 
But I am afraid you must deny admittance to the poor 
mason, who said, ' This house will stand as long as the 
world, and longer.' " 

Scotchman. "Why should we 'shut the gates of 
mercy' upon him, when we pardon his betters for more 
flagrant sins; for instance, Mr. Pope, who, in his Essay 
on Criticism, makes a blunder, or rather uses an h3rper- 
bole stronger than that of your poor Irish mason : — 

* VHien first young Maro in his noble mind 
A work V outlast immortal Rome design'd.' 

And to give you a more modem case, I lately heard an 
English shopkeeper say to a lady, in recommendation of 
his goods, ' Ma'am, it will wear for ever, and make you 
a petticoat afterward.' " 

Irishman. " Upon my word, I did not think you could 
have found a match for the mason ; but what will you 
say to my countryman who, on meeting an acquaint- 
ance, accosted him with this ambiguous compUment * 
* When first I saw you I thought it was you, but now I 
see it is your brother.' " 

Scotchman. " If Iwere not afraid you would take me 
for a pedant, I should quote a sentence from Cicero that 
is not far behind this blunder." 

Irishman. " I can take you for nothing but a friend : 
pray let us have the Latin." 

Scotchman. — ^**It is one of Cicero's compliments to 
Caesar — ' Qui, cum ipse imperator in toto imperio popuU 
Homani unus esset, esse me alterum passus est.'* 

* And when Ciesar was ttie only emperor within the dominion QfBoine,h« 
mttBemAmfbto^amothtr. 



AStfAY OK tftUfi BVLU. 169 

l^eAaps," continued the Scotchman, •* tAy way of pro- 
nouncing Latin sounds strangely to you, gentlemen^** 

Irishman, ^ And perhaps ours would be unintelligible 
to Cicero himself, if he were to overhear us : I fancy we 
are all so far from right, that we need not dispute about 
degrees of wrong.** * 

The coach stopped at this instant, and the conversation 
was interrupted. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

•ATH COACH CONVERSATION. 

Arrcft our travellers had dined, the conversation w?is 
renewed by the EngUsh gentleman*s repeating Gold- 
smith's celebrated lines on Burke : 

" Who, too deep for his hearers, still trent on refining, 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining ; 
In short, *twas his fine, unemployed or in plaee, sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cat blocks with a ra7x>r.'' 

"What humour and wit there are in that poem of 
Goldsmith's ! and where is there any thing equal to his 
* Traveller r" 

Irishman. " Yet this is the man who used to be the 
butt of the company for his bulls." 

Englishman. " No, not for his bulls, but for blurting 
out opinions in conversation that could not stand the 
test of Dr. Johnson's critical powers. But what would 
become of the freedom of wit and humour if every word 
that came out of our mouths were subject to the tax of 
a professed critic's censure, or if every sentence were to 
undergo a logical examination % It would be well for 
Englishmen if they were a little more inclined, like your 
open-hearted countrymen^ to Uuri out their opinions 
freely.'! 

Scotchman. " I cannot forgive Dr. Johnson for call- 
ing Goldsmith an inspired idiot; I confess I see no idiot- 
ism, but much inspiration, in his works." 

Irishman. " But we must remember, that if Johnson 
did laugh at Goldsmith, he would let no one else laugh 

Vol. L— H 
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at hini) and he was hb most sincere and. active fn0n^ 
The world would, perhaps, never have seen the ' Vicac 
of Wakefield' if Johnson had not recommended it to, a 
bookseller ; and Qoldsmith might have died in jail if 
the doctor had not got hlni a hmidred pounds fpr ^t, 
when poor Goldsmith did^not know it was worth a shil- 
ling. When we recollect this, we must forgive the doc- 
tor for calling him, in jest, an inspired idiot." 

Scotchman. " Es[>ecially as Goldsmith has wit enough 
to bear him up against a thousand such jests." 

Englishman, "It is curious to observe how nearly 
wit and absurdity are allied. We may forgive the genius 
of Ireland if he sometimes 

* Leap his light coarser o*er the bounds of taste.' 

Even English genius is not always to be restrained 
within the strict limits of common sense. For instance. 
Young is witty when he says, 

* How woQld ^miser startle to he told 
Of svch a woBder as insolrent gtrid.* 

But Johnson is, I am afraid, absurd when he says, 

* Tarn flrom the slittering bribe yoor seomfhl eye, 
« Nor sell for gold what ^d can never boy/ " 

** One case, to be sure, mast be excepted," said the 
Irishman ; " a patriot may sell his reputation, and the 
purchaser get nothing by it. But, gentlemen, I have 
just recollected an example of an Irish bull in which 
are all the happy requisites, incongruity, confusion, and 
laughable contusion, both in thought and expression. 
When Sir llichard Steele was ask^ how it happened 
that his countrymen made so many bulls, he replied, * It 
is the effect of cUmate, sir ; if an EngUshman were bom 
in Ireland, he would make as many.' " 

Scotchman, " This is an excellent bull, I allow ; but I 
tbink I can match it." 

Englishman. " And if he can, you will allow yourself 
to be fairly vanquished ?" 

Irishman, ** Most willingly J*^ 

Scotchman. "Then I shall owe my victory to our 
friend Dr. Johnson, the leviathan of English literature* 
In his celebrated preface to Shakspeare he says, that 
*he has not only shown human nature as it acts in real 
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/%xlgence8) but as it wcvld be found in sUttotions to which 
it cannot be eamosedJ* These are his own words ; I think 
I remember tnem accurately.** 

The English gentleman smiled, and our Hibernian ac- 
knowledged that the Scotchman had fairly gained the 
victory. " My friends," added he, " as I cannot pretend 
to be * convinced against ray will,' I certainly am nbt ' of 
the same opinion still.' But stay— there are such things 
as practical bulls : did you never hear of the Irishman 
who ordered a painter to draw his picture, and to repre- 
sent him standing behind a tree 1" 

Engiishman. "No: but I have heard the very same 
story told of an Englishman. The dealers in good jokes 
give them first to one nation and then to another, first to 
one celebrated character and then to another, as it suits 
the demand and fashion of the day : just as our print- 
sellers, with a few touches, change the portrait of General 
Washington into the head of the King of France, and a 
capita] print of Sur Joshua Reynolds into^a striking like- 
ness of the Monster. 

** But I can give you an instance of a practical bull 
that is not only indisputably EngUsh, but was made by 
one of the greatest men that England ever produced, Sir 
Isaac Newton, who, after he had made a large hole in 
his Btudy-door for his cat to creep through, made a small 
hole beside it for the kitten. You will acknowledge, sir, 
that this is a good practical bull." 

" Pardon me," said the Hibernian, ** we have4^ill liome 
miles farther to go, and if you will give me l&ive, I .will 
relate *an Hibernian tale,' which exemplifies\;SQme of 
the opinions held in this conversation." ' .. 

- The Scotch and English gentlemen begged to hear the 
story, and he began in the following manner. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THK IRISH iNcoemro. 

Sir John Bull was a native of Ireland, bred and bom 
in the citv of Cork. His real name was Phelim O'Moo- 
ney, and ne was by profession a stocahj or walking gen- 
15 H3 
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tleman ; that is, a person who is too proud to eara hm 
bread, and too poor to have bread without earning it. 
He had always been told that none of his ancestors had 
ever been in trade or business of any kind, and he re- 
solved, when a boy, never to demean himself and family, 
as his elder brother had done, by becoming a rich mer- 
chant. When he grew up to be a young man he kept 
this spirited resolution as long as he had a relation or 
friend in the world who would let him hang upon them ; 
but when he was shaken off by all, what could he do but 
go into business ? He chose the most genteel, however ; 
he became a wine merchant. ** I'm only a wine merchant,'' 
said he to himself, *' and that is next door to being nothing 
at all." His brother furnished his cellars ; and Mr. Phe- 
lim O'Mooney, upon the strength of the^ wine thai he 
had in his cellars, and of the mone^ he expected to 
make of it, immediately married a wife, set up a gig, 
and gave excellent dinners to men who were ten times 
richer than he even ever expected to be. In return for 
these excellent dinners, his new friends bought all their 
wine from Mr. O'Mooney, and never paid for it ; he lived 
upon credit himself, and gave all his friends credit, till 
he i)ecame a bankrupt. Then nobody came to dine with 
him, and everybody found out that he had been very 
imprudent ; and he was obUged to sell his gig, but not 
before it had broken his wife's neck $ so that when ac- 
counts came to be finally settled, he was not much worse 
than when he began the world, the loss faUing upon his 
creditors, and he being, as he observed, fi*ee to begin life 
again, with the advantage of being once more a bachelor^ 
He was such a good-natured, free-hearted fellow, that 
everybody liked him, even his creditors. His wife's 
relations made up the sum of five hundred pounds for 
him, and his brother offered to take him into his firm as 
partner ; but O'Mooney preferred, he said, going to try, 
or rather to make, his fortune in England, as he did not 
doubt but he should by marriage, being, as he did not 
scruple to acknowledge, a personable, clever-looking 
man, and a great favourite with the sex. 

" My last wife I married for love ; my next I expect 
Will do the same by me, and of course the money must 
come on her side this time," said our hero, half jesting, 
half in earnest. His elder and wiser brother, the mer- 
chant, whom he still held in more than sufficient con- 
tempt, ventured to hint some slight objections to this 
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scheme of Phelim's seeking fortune in llngland. He 
observed that so many had gone upon this plan already, 
that there was rather a prejudice in England against Irish 
adventurers. 

This could not affect Aim any way, Phelim replied, 
because he did not mean to appear in England as an 
Irishman at all. 

"How then r 

^ As an Englishman, since that is most agreeable.^ 

"How can that bet" 

« Who should hmder it r 

His brother, hesitatingly, said, " Yourself." 

" Myself !— What part of myself 1 Is it my tongue ! 
— ^Youll acknowledge, brother, that I do not speak with 
the brogue." 

It was true that Phelim did not speak with any Irish 
brogue ; his mother was an English woman, and tie had 
lived much with English oflficers in Cork, and he had 
studied and imitated their manner of speaking so suc- 
cessfully, that no one merely by his accent could have 
guessed that he was an Irishman. 

"Hey! brother, I say!" continued Phelim, in a ^tri- 
umphant English tone ; " I never was taken for an Irish- 
man in my Me. Colonel Broadman told me the other 
day, I spoke English better than the English themselves ; 
that he should take me for an Englishman, in any part 
of the known world, the moment I opened my lips. Y ou 
must allow that not the smallest particle of Drogue is 
discernible on my tongue." 

His brother allowed that not the smallest particle of 
brogue was to be discerned upon Phelim's tongue, but 
feared that some Irish idiom might be perceived in his 
conversation. And then the name of O'Mooney ! 

" Oh, as to that, I need not trouble an act of parlia- 
ment, or even a king's letter, just to change my name 
for a season ; at the worst, I can travel and appear in- 
cognito." 

" Always 1" 

" No : only just till I'm upon good terms with the 
lady — Mrs. Phelim O'Mooney, that is to be, God will- 
ing. Never fear, nor shake your head, brother ; you men 
of business are out of this rnie, and not proper judges : 
I beg your pardon for saying so, but as you are my own 
brother, and nobody by, you'll excuse me." 

His brother did excuse him* but continued silent foi 
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some minutes ; he was pondering upon the means of 
persuading Phelim to give up this scheme. 

" I would lay you any wager, ray dear Phelim," said 
he, ** that you could not continue four days in England 
incognito." 

" Done !" cried Phelim. ** Done for a hundred pounds ; 
done for a thousand pounds, and welcome." 

" But if you lose, how will you pay ?" 

" Faith ! that's the last thing I thought of, being sure 
of winning." 

" Then you will not object to any mode of payment I 
shall propose?" 

" None : only remembering always, that I was a bank- 
rupt last week, and shall be fittle better till I'm married ; 
but then I'll pay you honestly, if I lose." 

" No, if you lose I must be paid before that time, my 
good sir," said his brother, laughing. " My bet is this : 
— 1 will lay you one hundred guineas that you do not 
remain four days in England incognito ; be upon honour 
with me, and promise, that if you lose you will, instead 
of laying down a hundred guineas, come back imme- 
diately, and settle quietly again to business." 

The word business was always odious to our hero's 
proud ears ; but he thought himself so secure of win- 
ning his wager, that he willingly bound himself in a 
penalty which he believed w^uld never become due ; and 
his generous brother, at parting, made the bet still more 
favourable, by allowing that Phelim should not be deemed 
the loser unless he was, in the course of the first four 
days after he touched English ground, detected eight 
times in being an Irishman. 

" Eight times !" cried Phelim. " Good-by to a hun- 
dred guineas, brother, you may say." 

" You may say," echoed his brother, and so they 
parted. 

Mr. Phelim O'Mooney the' next morning sailed from 
Cork harbour with a prosperous gale, and with a confi- 
dence in his own success which supplied the place of 
auspicious omens. He embarked at Cork, to go by long 
sea to London, and was driven into Deal, where Julius 
Caesar once landed before him, and with the same reso- 
lution to see and conquer. It was early in the morning ; 
having been very sea^sick, he was impatient, as soon as 
be got into the inn, for his breakfast : he was shovm into 
a room where three ladies were waiting to go by tha 



SSbAT ON nUiH BULLS. 175 

stage ; his air of easy confidence was the best possible 
introduction. 

** Would any of the company choose eggsf said the 
waiter. 

^ I never touch.an egg, for my share,** said 0*Mooney, 
carelessly; he knew that it was supposed to be an Irish 
custom to eat eggs at breakfast ; and when the malicious 
waiter afterward set a plate full of eggs in salt upon the 
table, our hero magnanimously abstained from them; 
he even laughed heartily at a story told by one of the 
ladies of an Hibernian at Buxton, who declared that ** no 
English hen ever laid a fresh egg.** 

0*Mooney got through breakfast much to his own 
satisfaction, and to that of the ladies, whom he had taken 
a proper occasion to call the three graces^ and whom he 
haid informed that he was an old baronet of an English 
family, and that his name was Sir John Bull. The 
youngest of the graces civilly observed, ** That whatever 
else he might be, she should never have taken him for 
an old baronet.** The lady who made this speech was 
pretty, but 0*Mooney had penetration enough to dis- 
cover in the course of the conversation that she and her 
companions were far from beinff divinities : his three 
graces were a green-grocer*s wife, a talldw-chandler*8 
widow, and a milliner. When he found that these ladies 
were likely to be his companions if he were to travel in 
the coach, he changed his plan, and ordered a postchaise 
and four. 

0*Mooney was not in danger of making any vulgar 
Irish blunders in paying his bill at an inn. No landlord 
or waiter could have suspected him, especially as he 
always left them to settle the matter first, and then 
looked over the bill and money with a careless gentility, 
saying, '• Very right," or, " Very well, sir ;" wisely cid- 
culating, that it was better to lose a few shillings on the 
road than to lose a hundred pounds by the risk of Hi- 
bernian miscalculation. 

While the chaise was getting ready, he went to the 
custom-house to look after his baggage. He found a 
red-hot countryman of his own there, roaring about four 
and fourpence, and fighting the battle of his trunks, in 
which he was ready to make aflldavit there was not, nor 
never had been, any thing contraband ; and when the 
custom-house officer replied by pulling out of one ot 
them a piece of Irish popUn, the Hibernian fell imme- 
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diately upon the Uni^ni, which he swore was disunion, 
as the custom-house officers managed it. Sir John Bull 
appeared to much adrantage all tMs time, maintaining a 
dignified silence ; from his quiet a^^arance and deport- 
ment, the custom-house officer took it for granted tliat 
he was an Englishman. He was in no hurry ; he begged 
that gentleman's business might be settled first; he 
would wait the officer's leisure, and as he spoke he 
played so dexterously with half a guinea between his 
fingers as to make it visible only where he wished. The 
custom-house officer was his humble servant imme- 
diately ; but the Hibernian would have been his enemy, 
if he had not conciliated him by observing, ** that even 
Englishmen must allow there was something very like 
a bull in professing to make a complete identification of 
the two kingdoms, while, at the same time, certain 
regulations continued in iuU force to divide the coun- 
tries by art, even more than the British channel does by 
nature." 

Sir John talked so plausibly, and, above all, so can 
didly and coolly, on Irish and English politics, that the 
custom-house ofilcer conversed with him for a quarter 
of an hour without guessing of what country he was, 
till in an unluck}r moment Phelim's heart got the better 
of his head. Joining in the praises bestowed by all par- 
ties on the conduct of a distinguished patriot of his 
country, he, in the height of his enthusiasm, inadver- 
tently called him the Speaker. 

"The Speaker P' said the officer. 

•* Yes, the Speaker — our Speaker l" cried Phelim, with 
exultation. He was not aware how he had betrayed 
himself, till the officer smiled and said — 

•* Sir, I really never should have found out that you 
were an Irishman but from the manner in which you 
named your countryman, who is as highly thought of by 
all parties in this country as in yours : your enthusiasm 
does honour to your heart." 

" And to my head, Pm sure," said our hero, laughing 
with the best grace imaginable. " Well \ I am glad you 
have found me out in this manner, though I lose the 
eighth part of a bet of a hundred guineas^by it." 

He explained the wager, and begged the custom-house 
officer to keep his secret, which he promised to do faith- 
fully, and assured him, that " he should be happy to do 
any thing in his power to serve him." While he was 
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Uttering these last words, there came in a snug but soft- 
looking Englishman, who, opining from the woids ** happy 
to do any thing in my power to serve yon** that 0'Moo« 
ney was a friend of the « custom-house officer's, smd en- 
couraged by something affable and good-natured in our 
hero's countenance, crept up to him, and whispered a 
request^^" Could you tell a body, sir, how to get out of 
the custom-house a very valuable box of Sdvre china 
that has been layit^ in the custom-house three weeks, 
and which I was commissioned to get out if I could, and 
bring up to town for a lady !" 

As a lady was in the case, Oltfooney's gallantry in- 
stantly made his good-nature effective. The box of 
Sevre china was produced, and opened only as a matter 
of form, and only as a matter of curiosity its contents 
were examined — a beautiful set of Sevre china and a 
pendule, said to have belonged to M. Egalit6 ! ** These 
things must be intended,'' said Phelim, ^ for some lady 
of superior taste or fortune." 

As Phelim was a proficient in the Socratic art of put- 
ting judicious interrogatories, he was soon happily 
master of the principal points it concerned him to know : 
he learned that the lady was rich— a spinster— of full age 
— at her own disposal — ^living with a single female com- 
panion at Blackheath — furnishing a house there in a 
superior style — ^had two carriages — ^her Christian name 
Mary — her surname Sharperson. 

" O'Mooney, by the blessing of God, it shall soon be," 
thought Phehm. He politely offered the Englishman a 
place in his chaise for himself and Sevre china, as it was 
for a lady, and would run great hazard in the stage, 
which besides was full. Mr. Queasy, for that was our 
soft En^shman's name, was astonished by our hero's 
condescension and affability, especially as he heard him 
called Sir John : he bowed sundry times as low as the 
fear of losing his wig would permit, and accepted the 
pohte offer with many thanks for himself and the lady 
concerned. ' 

Sir John Bull's chaise and four was soon ready ; and 
Queasy seated in the corner of it, and the Sevre china 
safely stowed between his knees. Captain Murray, a • 
Scotch officer, was standing at the inn door, with his 
eyes intently fixed on the letters that were worked in 
nails on the top of Sir John's trunk ; the letters were P. 
CM. Our hero, whose eyes were at least as ciuick a9 
113 
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the Scotchman's, was alarmed lest this should lead to a 
second detection^ He called instantly, with his usual 
presence of mind, to the hostler, and desired him to un- 
cord that trunk, as it was not to go with him ; raising 
his voice loud enough for all the yard to hear, he added, 
"It is not mine at all; it belongs to my friend Mr 
O'Mooney : let it be sent after me, at leisure, by the 
wagon, as directed, to the care of Sir John Bull." 

Our hero was now giving his invention a prodigious 
quantity of superfluous trouble ; and upon this occasion, 
as upon most others, he was more in danger from ex- 
cess than defidiency of ingenuity : he was like the man 
in the fairy tale, who was obliged to tie his legs lest he 
should outrun the object of which he was in pursuit. 
The Scotch officer, though his eyes were fixed on the 
letters P..O*M., had none of the suspicions which Phelim 
was counteracting; he was only considering how he 
could ask for the third place in Sir John's chaise during 
the next stage, as he was in great haste to get to town 
upon particular business, and there were no other horses 
at the inn. When he heard that the heavy baggage was 
to go by the wagon, he took courage, ana made his re- 
quest. It was instantly granted by the good-natured 
Hibernian, who showed as much hospitality about his 
chaise as if it had been his house. Away they drove as 
fast as they could. Fresh dangers awaited him at the 
next inn. He left his hat upon the table in the hall 
while he went into the parlour, and when he returned, 
he heard some person inquiring what Irish gentleman 
was there. Our hero was terribly alarmed, for he saw 
that his hat was in the inquirer's hand, and he recollected 
that the name of Phelim O'Mooney was written in it. 
This the inquisitive gentleman did not see, for it was 
written in no very legible characters on the leather with- 
inside of the front ; but " F. Guest, hatter. Dame-street, 
Dublin," was a printed advertisement that could not be 
mistaken, and that was pasted within the crown. O'Moo* 
ney's presence of mind did not forsake him upon this 
emergency. 

"My good sir," said he, turning to Queasy, who^^th- 
out hearing one word of what was passing, was coming 
out of the parlour with his own hat and gloves in his 
hand — ^" my good sir," continued he, loading him with 
parcels, " will you have the goodness to see these put into 
my carriage % 111 take care of your hat and gloves," 
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suckled O'Mooney, in a low voice. Queasy surrendered 
his bat and gloves instantly, unknowing wherefore ; then 
eqneezed forward with his load through the crowd, cry- 
ing^ ^Waiter! hostler! pray, somebody put these into 
Sir John Bull's chaise.'' 

Sir John BuiU equipped with Queasy's hat, marched 
deliberately through the defile, bowing with the air of 
a.t least an English county member to this side and to 
that, as way was made for him to his carriage. No one 
suspected that the hat did not belong to him ; no one, 
indeed, thought of the hat, for all eyes were fixed upon 
the man. Seated in the carriage, he threw money to 
the waiter, hostler, and boots, and drew up the glass, 
bidding the postillions drive on. By this cool self-pos- 
session our hero effected his retreat with successful 
generalship, leaving his new Dublin beaver behind him, 
without regret, as I^Dna waviata. Queasy, before whose 
eyes things passed continually without his seeing them, 
thanked Sir John for the care he had taken of his hat, 
drew on his gloves, and calculated aloud how long they 
should be going to the next stage. At the first town 
they passed through O'Mooney bought a new hat, and 
Queasy deplored Uie unaccountable mistake by which 
Sir John's bat had been forgotten. No further mistakes 
happened upon the journey. The travellers rattled on^ 
and neither " stinted nor stayed" till they arrived ai 
Blackheath, at Miss Sharperson's. Sir John sat Queasy 
down without having given him the least hint of his de- 
signs upon the lady ; but as he helped him out with the 
Sevre china, he looked through the large opening double 
doors of the hall, and slightly said, " Upon my word, 
this seems to be a handsome house : it would be worth 
looking at, if the family were not at home." 

" I am morally sure. Sir John," said the soft Queasy, 
** that Miss Sharperson would be happy to let you see 
the house to-night, and this minute, if she knew you 
were at the door, and who you were, and all your civility 
about me and the china. Do, pray, walk in." 

" Not for the world : a gentleman could not do such 
a thing without an invitation from the lady of the house 
hersefi.** 

" Oh, if that's all, Pll step up myself to the young 
lady ; I'm certain she'll be proud — " 

*^)dis Queasy, by no means ; I would not have ths 
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lady disturbed for the world at this unseasonable hour. 
It is too late — quite too late.** 

" Not at all, begging pardon,. Sir John," said Queasy, 
taking out his watch: ''only just tea-time by me. 
Not at all unseasonable for anybody ; besides, the mes- 
sage is of my own head: — ^all,^ou know, if not well 
taken — ^ 

Up the great staircase he made bold to go on his mis- 
sion, as he thought, in defiance of Sir John's better judg- 
ment. He returned in a few minutes with a face of 
self-complacent exultation, and Miss Sharperson's com- 
pliments, and begs Sir John Bull will walk up and rest 
nimself with a Ssh of tea, and has her thanks to him 
for the china. 

Now Queasy, who had the highest possible opinion of 
Sir John Bull and Miss Sharperson, whom he thought 
the two people of the greatest consequence and affability, 
had formed the notion that they were made for each 
other, and that it must be a match if they could but 
meet. The meeting he had now happily contrived and 
effected ; and he had done his part for his friend Sir 
John with Miss Sharperson, by as many exaggerations 
as he could utter in five minutes, concerning Us perdi- 
gious politeness and courage, his fine person and car- 
riage, his ancient family, and vast connexions and im- 
portance wherever he appeared on the road, at inps, and 
over all England. He had previously, during the journey, 
done his part for his friend Miss Sharperson with Sir 
John, by stating that '' she had a large fortune left her 
by her mother, and was to have twice as much from her 
grandmother ; that she had thousands upon thousands 
in the funds, and an estate of two thousand a year, 
called Rascklly, in Scotland, besides plate and jewels 
without end." 

Thus prepared, how could this lady and gentleman 
meet witnout falling desperately in love with each other 5 

Though a servant in handsome livery appeared ready 
to show Sir John up the great staircase, Mr. Queasy 
acted as a gentleman-usher, or rather as showman. He 
nodded to Sir John as they passed across a long gallery 
and through an antechamber, threw open the doors of 
various apartments as he went along, crying, "Peep 
in ! peep m ! peep in here ! peep in there !— Is not this 
spacious 1 Is not this elegant 1 Is not that grand | Did 
I say too much 1" continued he« rubbing his hands with 
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delifi^fat. "Did 'you ever see so magnificent and such 
highly polished steel grates out of Lon'on 1" 

Sir John, conscious that the servant's eyes were upon 
him, smiled at this question — ^'* looked superior down ;'* 
and though with reluctant complaisance he leaned his 
body to this side or to that, as Queasy pulled or swayed, 
yet he appeared totally regardless of the man's vulgar 
reflections. He had seen every thing as he passed, and 
was surprised at all he saw; but he evinced not the 
slightest symptom of astonishment. He was now ush- 
ered into a spacious, well-lighted apartment: he entered 
with the easy, unembarrassed air of a man who was per- 
fectly accustomed to such a home. His quick coup* 
d'ceil took in the whole at a single glance. Two mag- 
nificent candelabras stood on Egyptian tables at the 
further end of the room, and the lights were reflected 
on all sides fmm mirrors of no common size. Nothing 
seemed worthy to attract our hero's attention but the 
lad^r of the house, whom he approached with an air of 
distinguished respect. She was reclining on a Turkish 
sofa, her companion seated beside her, tuning a harp. 
Miss Sharperson half-rose to receive Sir John : he paid 
his compliments with an easy, yet respectful air. He 
was thanked for his civilities to the person who had 
been commissioned to bring the box of S^vre china from 
Deal. 

" Vastly sorry it should have been so troublesome," 
Miss Sharperson said, in a voice fashionably unintelli- 
gible, and with a most becoming yet intimidating non- 
chalance of manner. Intimidating it might have been 
to any man but our hero ; he, who had the happy talent 
of catching, wherever he went, the reigning manner of 
the place, repUed to the lady in e(jual strains ; and sh^, 
in her turn, seemed to look upon him more as her equal. 
Tea and coffee were served. Nothings were talked of 
quite easily by Sir John. He practised the art " not to 
admire," so as to give a justly high opinion of his taste, 
consequence, and knowledge of the world. Miss Sharp- 
erspn, though her nonchalance was much diminished, 
continued tp maintain a certain dignified reserve ; while 
her companion. Miss Felicia Flat, condescended to ask 
Sir John, who had doubtless seen every fine house in 
England and on the Continent, his opinion with respect 
to the furniture and finishing of the room, the placing 
of the Egyptian tables and the candelabras. 
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No mortal could have guessed by Sir John Bull's air, 
when he heard this question, that he had never seen a 
candelabra before in his life. He was so much, and yet 
seemingly so little, upon his guard, he dealt so dexter- 
ously in generals, and evaded particulars so delicately, 
that he went through this dangerous conversation tri- 
umphantly. Carefid not to protract his visit beyond the 
bounds of propriety, he soon rose to take leave, and 
he mingled ^ intrusion, regret, late hour, happiness, and 
honour," so charmingly in his parting compliment, as 
to leave the most favourable impression on the minds of 
both the ladies, and to procure himself an invitation to 
see the house next morning. 

The first day was now ended, and our hero had been 
detected but once. He went to rest this night well sat- 
isfied with himself, but much more occupied with the 
hopes of marrying the heiress of RascWly than of win- 
ning a paltry bet. 

The next day he waited upon the ladies in high spirits. 
Neither of them was visible, but Mr. Queas)' had orders 
to show him the house, which he did with much exulta- 
tion, dwelling particularly in his praises on the beautiful 
high polish of the steel grates. Queasy boasted that it 
was he who had recommended the ironmonger who fur- 
nished the house in that line ; and that his bill, as he 
was proud to state, amounted to mani/, many hundreds. 
Sir John, who did not attend to one word Queasy said, 
went to examine the map of the RascMly estate, which 
was unrolled, and he had leism^ to count the number of 
lords' and ladies' visiting tickets which lay upon the 
chimney-piece. He saw names of people of the first 
quality and respectability: it was plain that Miss Sharp- 
erson must be a lady of high family as well as large 
fortune, else she would not be visited by persons of such 
distinction. Our hero's passion for her mcreased every 
moment. Her companion. Miss Flat, now appeared, and 
entered very freely into conversation with Sir John; 
and as he perceived that she was commissioned to sit 
in judgment upon him, he evaded all her leading ques- 
tions with the skill of an Irish witness, but without giv- 
ing any Hibernian answers. She was fairly at a fault. 
Miss Sharperson at length appeared, elegantly dressed ; 
her person was genteel, and her face rather pretty. Sir 
John, at this instant, thought her beautiful, or seemed 
to think so. The ladies interchanged looks, and after- 
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ward Sir John found a softness in his fair one's manner, 
a languishing tenderness in her eyes, in the tone of her 
voice, and at the same time a modest perplexity and 
reserve about her, which altogether persuaded him that 
he was quite right, and his brother quite wrong, in fait 
d^amour. Miss Flat appeared now to have the most self- 
possession of the three, and Miss Sharperson looked at 
her, from time to time, as if she asked leave to be in 
love. Sir John's visit lasted a full half-hour before he 
-w^as sensible of having been five minutes engaged in this 
delightful conversation. 

Miss Sharperson's coach now came to the door : he 
handed her into it, and she gave him a parting look 
^vhich satisfied him all was yet safe in her heart. Miss 
Flat, as he handed her into the carriage, said, " Perhaps 
they sIkniM meet Sir John at Tunbridge, where they 
were going in a few days." She added some words, as 
she seated herself, which he scarcely noticed at the time, 
hot they recurred afterward disagreeaWy to his memory. 
The words w€re, " I'm so glad we've a roomy coach, 
for of all things it annoys me to be iqueedged m a car- 
riage." 

This word squeed^edy as he had not been used to it in 
Ireland, sounded to nim extreinely vulgar, and gave him 
suspicions of the most painful nature. He had the pre- 
caution, before he left Blackheath, to go into several 
shops, and to inquire something more concerning his 
fair ladies. All he heard was much to their advantage ; 
that is, much to the advantage of MissSharperson's for- 
tune. AH agreed that she was a rich Scotch heiress. 
A rich Scotch heiress, Sir John wisely considered, might 
have an humble companion who spoke bad English. He 
concluded that squeedged was Scotch, blamed himself 
for his suspicions, and was more in love with his mis- 
tress and with himself than ever. As he returned to 
town, he framed the outline of a triumphant letter to his 
brother on his approaching marriage. The bet was a 
matter at present totally beneath his consideration. 
However, we must do him the justice to s^y, that like 
a man of honour, he resolved that, as soon as he had 
won the lady's heart, he would candidly tell her his cir- 
cumstances, and then leave her the choice either to 
marry him or break her heart, as she [deased. Just 
as he had formed this generous resolution, at a sudden 
turn of the road he overtook Miss Sharperson's coach : 
16 
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he bowed, and looked in as he passed, when, to his 
astonishment, he saw, squeedged up in the corner by 
Miss Felicia, Mr. Queasy. He thought that this was a 
blunder in etiquette that would never have been made in 
Ireland. Perhaps his mistress was of the same oinniont 
for she hastily pulled down the blind as Sir John passed. 
A cold <]ualm came over the lover's heart. He lost no 
time in idle doubts and suspicions, but groped on to 
town as fast as he could, and went immediately to call 
upon the Scotch officer with whom he had travelled, 
and whom he knew to be keen and prudent. He recol- 
lected the map of the Rascally estate, which he saw in 
Miss Sharperson's breakfast-room, and he remembered 
that the lands were said to lie in that part of Scotland 
from which Captain Murray came : from him he resolved 
to inquire into the state of the premises, before he shovld 
offer nimself as tenant for life. Captain Murray assured 
him that there was no such plade as Rascldly in that 
part of Scotland ; that he had never heard of any such 
person as Miss Sharperson, though he was acquainted 
with every family and every estate in the neighbourhood 
where she fableQ hers to be. O'Mooney drew, from 
memory, the map of the RasciJly estate. Captain Mur- 
ray examined the boundaries, and assured him that his 
cousin's (the general's) lands joined his own at the very 
spot which he described, and that unless two straight 
lines could enclose a space, the Rascally estate could 
not be found. 

Sir John, naturally of a warm temper, proceeded, 
however, with prudence. The Scotch officer admired 
his sagacity in detecting this adventure. Sir John 
waited at his hotel for Queasy, who had promised to 
csdl to let him know when the ladies would go to Tun- 
bridge. Queasy came. Nothing could equal his aston- 
ishment and dismay when he was told the news. 

*' No such place as the Rascally estate \ Then I'm 
an undone man ! an undone man !" cried poor Queasy, 
bursting into tears: ''but I'm certain it's impossible; 
and you'll find. Sir John, you've been misinformed. I 
would stake my life upon it. Miss Sharperson's a rich 
heiress, and has a rich grandmother. Why, she's five 
hundred pounds in my de^ and I know of her being 
thousands and thousands in the book^ of as good men 
as myself, to whom I've recommended her, which I 
wouldn't have done for my Mfe if I had not known her 
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to be solid. YouHl find shell prove a rieh heiress, Sir 
John." 

Sir John hoped so, but the proofs were not yet satisfac- 
tory. Queasy determined to inquire about her pay- 
ments to certain creditors at BlacKheath, and promised 
to give a decisive answer in the morning. O'Mooney 
saw that this man was too great a fool to be a knave ; 
his perturbation was evidently the perturbation of a dupe, 
not of an accomplice : Queasy was made to *' be an 
anvil, not a hammer." In the midst of his own disap- 
pointment, our good-natured Hibernian really pitied this 
poor currier. 

The next morning Sir John went early to Blackheath. 
All was conAision at Miss Sharperson's house ; the steps 
covered with grates and furniture of all soHs ; porters 
carrying out looking-glasses, Egyptian tables, and can- 
delabras; the noise of workmen .was heard in every 
apartment; and louder than all the rest, O'Mooney 
heard the curses that were denounced against his rich 
heiress— curses such as are bestowed on a swindler in 
the moment of detection by the tradesmen whom she 
has ruined. ' * 

Our hero, who was of a most happy temper, congratu- 
lated himself upon having, by his own virit and prudence, 
escaped making the practical bull of marrying a female 
swindler. 

Now that Phelim*s immediate hopes of marrsring a rich 
heiress were over, his bet with his brother appeared to 
him of more consequence, and he rejoiced in the reflection 
that this was the third day he had spent in England, and 
that he had but once been detected. — ^The ides of March 
, were come, but not passed \ 

" My lads," said he to the workmen who were busy 
in carrying out the furniture from Miss Sharperson's 
house, '* all hands are at work, I see, in saving what 
they can from the wreck of the Sharperson, She was as 
well-fitted out a vessel, and in as gallant trim, as any 
ship ui)on the face of the earth." 

** Ship upon the face of the yearth T' repeated an Eng- 
lish porter with a sneer; "ship upon the face of the 
water, you should say, master ; but I take it you he's an 
Irishman." 

O'Mooney had reason to be particularly vexed at 
being detected by this man, who spoke a miserable jar- 
gout and who seemed not to have a very extensive range 
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of ideas. He was one of those half-witted geniuses 
who catch a,t the shadow of an Irish bull. In fad^ 
Phelim had merely made a lapsus lingoe, and had used 
an expression justifiable by the authority of the elegant 
and witty Lord Chesterfield, who said— no, who wrote — 
that the En^h navy is the finest navy u^nm the face of 
the earth ! But it was in Tain for our hero to argue the 

Soint ; he was detected— no matter how or by whom, 
lut this was only his second detection, and three of his 
four days of probation were past. 

He dined this day at Captain Murray's. In the room 
in which they dined there was a picture of the ca^tain^ 
painted by Romney. Sir John, who haq[)pened to be 
seated opposite to it, observed that it was a VCTy.fiM 
picture ; the more he looked at it the more he liked it. 
His admiration was at last unluckily expressed : he said» 
*' That's an incomparable, an inimitable picture ; it is ab* 
solutely more like than the original.'"* 

A keen Scotch lady in company smiled, and repeated^ 
^ More like than the original ! Sir John, if I had not been 
told by my relative here that you were an Englishman, I 
should have set you doon^ from that spe^, for an 
Irishman." 

This unexpected detection brought the colour for a 
moment into Sir Jolm^s face ; but immediately recovering 
his presence of mind, he said, *' That was, I acknowledge^ 
an excellent Irish bull ; but in the course of my travete I 
have heard as good English bulls as Irish." 

To this Captein Murray politely acceded, and he pro- 
duced some laughable instances in support of the asser- 
tion, which gave the conversation a new turn. 

O'Mooney felt extremely obliged to the eaptain for 
this, especially as he saw by his comitenance that he 
also had suspicions ojf the truth. The first moment he 
found himself alone with Murray, our hero said to him, 
" Murray, you are too good a fellow to impose upon, 
even in jest. Your keen countrywoman guessed tiie 
truth — I am an Irishman, but not a swindler. You shall 
hear why I conceal my country and name ) only keep 
m^ secret till to-morrow night, or I sha^ lose a hundred 
guineas by my frankness." 

O'Mooney then explained to him the nature of his bet* 
** This is only my third detection, and half of it yohm. 

* Tkis bvU WM really BMdt. 
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taory, I might say, if I chose to higgle, which I scorn 
to do." 

Captain Murray was so much pleased by this open- 
ness, that as he shook hands with O'Mooney, he said* 
** Give me leave to tell you, sir, that even if you should 
lose your bet bv this frank behaviour, you will have 
gained a better tiling— a friend." 

In the evening our hero went with his friend and a 
party of gentlemen to Maidenhead, near which place a 
battle was to be fought next day between two famous 
pugilists, Bourke and Belcher. At the appointed time 
the combatants appeared upon the stage; the whole 
boxing corps and the gentlemen amateurs crowded to be- 
hold the spectacle. Phelim O'Mooney's heart beat for 
the Irish champion Bourke ; but he kept a guard upon his 
tongue, and had even the forbearance not to bet upon his 
countryman's head. How many rounds were fougnt, and 
how many* minutes the fight lasted, how many blows 
were jnU tn on each side, or which was the game man of 
the two, we forbear to decide or relate, as all this has 
been settled in the newspapers of the day ; where also 
it was remarked, that Bourke, who lost the battle, ** was 
put into a postchaise, and left standing half an hour, while 
another fight took place. This was very scandalous on 
the part of his friends," says the humane newspaper his- 
torian, " as the poor man might possibly be dymg." 

Our hero O'Moonev's heart agEun ffot the better of his 
head. Forgetful of his bet, forgetful of every thing but 
humanity, he made his way up to the chaise whero 
Bourke was left. ** How are you, my gav fellow T" said 
he. " Can you see at aU with the eye thars knocked out ?" 
The brutal populace, who overheard this question, i^et 
up a roar of laughter: **Abull! a bull! an Irish bull! 
Did you hear the question this Irish gentleman asked his 
countryman t" 

O'Mooney was detected a fourth time, and this time 
he was not ashamed. There was one man in the crowd 
who did not join in the laugh : a poor Irishman, of the 
name of Terence M'Dermod. He had in former times 
gone out a grousing, near Cork, with our hero ; and the 
moment he heard his voice, he sprang forward, and with 
uncouth but honest demonstrations of joy exclaimed, 
** Ah, my dear master ! my dear young master ! Phelim 
O'Mooney, Esq. And I have found your honour alive 
again I By the blessing of God above, Til never part 
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you now tiH I die; andl'llgotoljie world's end tosanre 
yeesy 

O'Mooney wished him at the world's end this instant, 
yet could not prevail upon himself to check this affec- 
tionate follower of the O'Mooneys. He, however, put 
half a crown into his hand, and hinted that if he wished 
really to serve him, it must be at some other time. The 
poor fellow threw down the money, saymg he would 
never leave him. ** Bid me do any thing, barring that. 
No, you shall never part me. Do what you plase with 
me, still I'll be close to your heart, like vour own 
shadow : knock me doMni if you will, and wilcome, ten 
times a day, and 111 be up again like a ninepin : only let 
me sarve your honour ; I'll ask no wages, nor take none." 

There was no vsrithstanding all this ; and whether our 
hero's good-nature deceived mm we shall not determine, 
but he thought it most prudent, as he could not get rid 
of Terence, to take him into his service, to let him into his 
secret, and to make him swear that he would never utter 
the name of Phehm O'Mooney during the remainder of 
this day. Terence heard the secret of the bet with joy, 
entered into the jest with all the readiness of an Irish- 
man, and with equal joy and readiness swore by the hind 
leg of the holy lamb that he would never mention, even 
to his own dog, the name of Phelim O'Mooney, Esq., 
good or bad, tiU past twelve o'clock ; and further, that 
he would, till the clock should strike that hour, call his 
master 8ir John Bull, and nothing else, to all men, 
women, and children upon the floor of Qod's creation. 

Satisfied with the fulness of this oath, O'Mooney re- 
solved to return to town with his man Terence M'Der- 
mod. He, however, contrived, before he got there, to 
make a practical bull, by which he was detected a fifth 
time. He' got into the coach which was driving from 
London instead of that which was driving to I^ndon, 
and he would have been carried rapidly to Oxford, had 
not his man Terence, after they had proceeded a mile 
and a half on the vnrong road, put his head down from 
the top of the coach, crying, as he looked in at the win- 
dow, " Master, Sir John Bull, are you there t Do you 
know we're in the wrong box, going to Oxford?" 

*' Your master's an Irishman, dare to say, as well as 
yourself," said the coachman, as he. let Sir John out. 
He 'walked back to Maidenhead, and took a chaise to 
town. 
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It was six o'clock when he got to London, and he went 
into a coffee-house to dme. He sat down beside a gen- 
tleman who was reading the newspaper. ** Any news 
to-day, sir t" 

The gentleman told him the news of the day, and then 
began to read aloud some paragraphs in a strong Hiber- 
nian accent. Our hero was sorry that he had met with 
another countr3rman; but he resolved to set a guard 
upon his lips, and he knew that his own accent could not 
betray him. The stranger read on till he came to a trial 
9bout a legacy which an old woman had left to her cats. 
O'Mooney exclaimed, '* I hate cats almost as much as 
old women ; and if I had been the English minister, I 
would have laid the dog^tax upon cats." 

" If you had been the Irish minister, you mean," said 
the stranger, smiling; "for I perceive now you are a 
countryman of my own." 

"How can you think so, sir?" said O'Mooney : "you 
have no reason to suppose so from my accent, I believe." 

" None in life — quite the contrary ; for you speak re- 
markable pure English*— not the least note or half-note 
of the bro^e; but there's another sort of freemason 
sign by which we Hibernians know one another and are 
known all over the globe. Whether to call it a con- 
fusion of expressions or of ideas I can't tell. Now an 
Englishman, if he had been saying what you did, sir, just 
now, would have taken time to separate the dog and the 
tax, and he would have put the tax upon cats, and let the 
dogs go about their business." Our hero, with his usual 
good-humour, acknowledged himself to be fairly detected. 

"Well, sir," said the stranger, "if I had not found 
you out before by the blunder, I should be sure now you 
were my countnrman by your ^ood-humour. An Irish- 
man can take what's said to him, provided no affront's 
meant, with more good-humour than any man on earth." 

" Ay, that he can," cried O'Mooney : " he lends him- 
self, like the whale, to be tickled even by the fellow with 
the harpoon, till he finds what he is about, and then he 
pays away, and pitches the fellow, boat and all, to the 
devil. Ah, countryman ! you would give me credit in- 
deed for my good-numpur if you knew what dagger you 
have put me in by detecting me for an Irishman. I have 
been found out six times, and if I blunder twice more 
before twelve o'clock this night, I shall lose a hundred 
guineas by it : but I will make sure of my bet ; for I will 
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go home straight this minute, lock myself tip in my 
room, and not say a word to any mortal till the watch* 
man cries ' past twelve o'clock ;* then the fast and long 
lent of my tongue will be fairly over ; and if y ou'U meet 
me, my dear friend, at the King's Arms, we will have a 
good supper and keep Easter for ever." 

Phelim, pursuant to his resolution, returned to his 
hotel, and shut himself up in his room, where he re- 
mained in perfect silence and consequent safety till about 
nine o'clock. Suddenly he heard a great huzzaing in the 
street ; he looked out of the window, and saw that all 
the houses in the street were illuminated. His landlady 
came bustling into his apartment, followed by waiters 
with candles. His spirits instantly rose, though he did 
not clearly know the cause of the rejoicings. " I give 
you joy, ma'am. What are you all illuminating for?** 
said he to his landlady. 

" Thank you, sir, with all my heart. I am not sure. 
It 'is either for a great victory or the peace. Bob — 
waiter — step out and inquire for the gentleman." 

The gentleman preferred stepping out to inquire for 
himself. The illuminations were in honour of the peace. 
He totally forgot his bet, his silence, and his prudence, 
in his sympathy with the general joy. He walked 
rapidly from street to street, admiring the various elegant 
devices. A crowd was standing before the windows of 
a house that was illuminated with extraordinary splen- 
dour. He inquired whose it was, and was informed that 
it belonged to a contractor who had made an immense 
fortune by the war. 

** Then I'm sure these illuminations of his for the peace 
are none of the most sincere," said O'Mooney. The mob 
were of his opinion ; and Phelim, who was now, alas ! 
worked up to the proper pitch for blundering, added, by 
way of pleasing his audience still more, "If this con- 
tractor had illuminated in character, it should have been 
with dark lantemsJ^ 

" Should it ? by Jasus ! that would be an Irish illumi- 
nation," cried some one. "Arrah, honey! you're an 
Irishman, whoever you are, and have spoke your mind 
in character." 

Sir John Bull was vexed that the piece of wit which 
he had aimed at the contractor had recoiled upon him- 
self. "It is always, as my countryman observed, by 
having too much wit that I blunder. The deuse take me 
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if I sport a single bon mot more this mglit. This is only 
my seventh detection, I have an eighth blunder still to 
l4e good; and if I can but keep my wit to myself till I 
am out of purgatory, then I shall be in heaven, and may 
sing lo triumphe in spite of my brother." 

Fortunately, PheUm had not made it any part of his 
bet that he should not speak to himself an Irish idiom, 
or that he should not think a bull. Resolved to be as ob- 
stinately silent as a monk of La Trappe, he once more 
shut himself up in his cell, and fell fast asleep—breamed 
that fat buUs of Basan encompassed him roimd about — 
that he ran down a steep hill to escape them — that his 
foot slippedr-he rolled to the bottom — felt the bull's 
horns in his side — ^heard the bull bellowing in his ears- 
wakened— and found Terence M*Dermod l^llo wing at his 
room door. 

** Sir John Bull! Snr John Bull! murder! murder! my 
dear master. Sir John Bull ! murder, robbery, and re- 
ward ! let me in ! for the love of the Holy Virgin ! they 
are all after you !" 

"Who! are you drunk, Terence!" said Sir John, 
opemng the door. 

" No, but they are mad — ^all mad." 

"Who?" 

** The constable. They are all mad entirely, and the 
lord mayor, all along with your honour's making me 
swear I would not tell your name. Sure they are all 
coming armed in a body to put you in jail for a forgery* 
unless I run back and tell them the truth— will 1 1" 

** First tell me the truth, blunderer !" ' 

" ni make my affidavit I never blundered, plase your 
honour, but just went to the merchant's, as you ordered, 
-with the drauight, signed with the name I swore not to 
utter till past twelve. I presents the draught, and waits 
to be paid. 'Are you Mr. O'Mooney's servant?' says 
one of the cleidcs, after a while. ' No, sir, not at all, sir,' 
said I ; * I'm Sir John Bull's, at your service.' He puz- 
zles and puzzles, and asks me did I bring the draught, 
and was that your writing at the bottom of it ? I still 
said it was my master's writing. Sir John BulTsj and no 
other. They whispered from one up to t'other, and then 
said it was a forgeiy, as I overheard, and must go before 
the* mayor. With that, while the master, who was called 
down to be examined as to his opinion, was putting on 
liis glasses to spell it out, I gives them, one and all* tha 
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slip, and whips oat of the street-door and home to gtre 
your honour notice, and have been breaking my heart 
at the door this half-hour to make you hear — and now 
you have it all." 

'*I am in a worse dilemma now than when between 
the horns of the bull,** thought Sir John : " I must now 
either tell my real name, avow myself an Irishman, and 
so lose my l>et, or else go to jail.** 

He pre&rred going to jail. He resolved to pretend 
to be dumb, and he charged Terence not to betray him. 
The officers of justice came to take him up : Sir John 
resigned himself to them, making signs that he could not 
8pe&. He was carried before a magistrate. The mer- 
cnant had never seen Mr. Phelim O'Mooncy, but could 
swear to his handwriting and signature, having many of 
his letters and draughts. The draught in question was 
produced. Sir John Bull would neither acknowledge 
nor deny the signature, but in dumb show made signs of 
innocence. No art or persuasion could make him speak ; 
he kept his fingers on his lips. One of the bailiff offered 
to open Sir John's mouth. Sir John clenched his hand, 
in token that if they used violence he knew his remedy. 
To the magistrate he was all bows and respect : but the 
law, in spite of civility, must take its course. 

Terence M'Dermod beat his breast, and called upon all 
the saints in the Irish calendar when he saw the com- 
mittal actually made out, and his dear master given over 
to the constables. Nothing but his own oath and his 
master's commanding eye, which was fixed upon him at 
this instant, could have made him forbear to utter — ^what 
he had never in his life been before so strongly tempted 
to tell— the truth. 

Determined to win his wager, our hero suffered him- 
self to be carried to a lock-up house, and persisted in 
keeping silence till the clock struck twelve ! Then the 
charm was broken, and he spoke. He h^gan talking to 
himself, and singing as loud as he possibly could. The 
next morning Terence, who was no longer bound by his 
oath to conceal Phelim's name, hastened to his master's 
correspondent in town, told the whole story, and 
O'Mooney was liberated. Having won his bet by his 
wit and steadiness, he had now the prudence to give up 
these adventuring schemes, to which he had so nearly 
become a dupe ; he returned immediately to Ireland to 
his brother, and determined to settle quietly to busineaa 
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His good brother paid him the hiindred guineas most joy- 
fully, declaring that he had never spent a hundred guineas 
better in his fife than in recovering a brother. PheUm 
had now conquered his fooUsh dislike to trade: his 
brother took him into pai^tnership, and Phelim O'Mooney 
never relapsed into Sir John Bull. 



CONCLUSION. , 

Unabls any longer to support the tone of irony, we 
joyfully speak in our own characters, and expUcilly de 
clare our opinion, that the Irish are an ingemous, gene- 
rous people ; that the bulls and blunders of which they 
are accused are often imputable to their neighbours, or 
tjhat they are justifiable by ancient precedents, or that 
they are produced by their habits of using figurative and 
witty language. By what their good-humour is produced 
we know not ; but that it exists we are certain. In Ire- 
land, the countenance and heart expand at the approach 
of wit and humour: the poorest labourer forgets his 
poverty and toil in the pleasure of ertjoying a joke. 
Among all classes of the people, provided no malice is 
obviously meant, none is apprehended. That such is the 
character of the majority of the nation there cannot to 
tt* be a more convincing and satisfactory proof than the 
manner in which a late publication* was received in Ire- 
land. The Irish were the first to laugh at the caricatura 
of their ancient foibles, and it was generally taken merely 
as good-humoured raillery, not as insulting satire. If 
gratitude for this generosity has now betrayed us un- 
awares into the language of panegyric, we may hope for 
pardon from the hberal of both nations. Those who are 
thoroughly acquainted with Ireland will most readily 
acknowledge the justice of our praises ; those who are 
ignorant of the country will not, perhaps, be displeased 
to have their knowledge of the people of Ireland ex- 
tended. Many foreign pictures of Irishmen are as gro- 
tesque and absurd as the Chinese pictures of lions: 
having never seen that animal, the Chinese can paint him 

* CuUe Raekrtnt. 

Vol. I.— I 
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only from the descriptions ofvoyagiers, which are some* 
times ignorantly, sometimes wantonly, exaggerated. 

In M. de Voltaire's Age of Lewis the Fourteenth we 
find the following passage : — ^* Some nations seem made 
to be subject to others. The English have always had 
over the Irish the superiority of genius, wealth, and 
arms. The superiority which the whites have over the ne^ 
groes,'"* 

A note in a subsequent edition informs us, that the 
injurious expression — ^^ The superiority which the whites 
have over the negroes^ was erased by M. de Voltaire ; 
and his editor siwjoins his own opinion. '* The nearly 
savage state in which Ireland was when she was con- 
quered, her superstition, the oppression exercised by the 
EngUsh, the religious fanaticism which divides the Irish 
into two hostile nations, such were the causes which 
have held down this people in depression and weakness. 
Religious hatreds are appeased, and this country has 
recovered her Uberty. The Irish no longer yield to the 
English, either in industry or in information."t 

The last sentence of this note might, if it had reached 
the eyes or ears of the incensed Irish historian, Mr. 
O'HaUoran, have assuaged his wrath against Voltaire for 
the unguarded expression in the text ; unless the amor 
piftriae of the historian, like the amour propre of some 
individuals, instead of being gratified by conjgratulations 
on their improvement, shoiHd be intent upon demon- 
strating that there never was any thing to improve. As 
we were neither bom nor bred in Ireland, we cannot be 
supposed to possess this amor patriae in its full force : 
we profess to be attached to the country only for its 
merits ; we acknowledge that it is a matter of indiffer- 
ence to us whether the Irish derive their origin from the 
Spaniards, or the Milesians, or the Welsh i we are not 
so violently anxious as we ought to be to determine 
whether or not the language spoken by the Phenician 

* *< n y a des nations don't rone semble fUte pour Atre aoamise 4 Itratra. 
Lm Angioia ont totuoars eu sur lea Iriandois la superiority du g^nie, des 
lichesees, et des annss. La supirioriti que Us blancs oni sur les noirsJ* 
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t " On Usidt dans les premieres editions, la supirioriti que les blancs oni 
or les nigres. M. de Voltaire effaga cette expression ii^arieuse. L'^tat 



prasqm saavage on ^toit I'Iriande locsqu^elle Ait conqulse, la superstition, 
ropprrasion exerc6e par les Anglois, le tknatisme rdigienx qui divise Iss Irian 
dois en deux nations ennemies, telles sont les causes qui oni retennes ce p^i 
pie dans rabaissement et dans fidbleese. Lee haines relig^ensea se sont as* 
soupies, et elle a repris sa liberty. Les Irlandois ne le ddent plus aux An- 
gUns ni en induttrie ni en lumUres/* 
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slave, in Terence's play, was Irish ; nay, we should not 
break our hearts if it could never be satisfactorily proved 
that Albion is only another name for Ireland.* We 
moreover candidly confess that we are more interested 
in the fate of the present race of its inhabitants than in 
the historian of St. Patrick, St. Facharis, St. CoVmuc ; 
the renowned BrienBoni ; Tireldach,king of Connauirht ; 
M'Murrough, king of Leinster ; Diarmod ; Righ-Damnha; 
Labra-Loing-seach ; Tighermas ; OUamh-Foldha ; the 
M'Giolla-Phadraigs ; or even the great William of Og- 
ham ; and by this declaration we have no fear of giving 
offence to any but rusty antiquaries. We think it some- 
what more to the honour of Ireland to enumerate the 
names of some of the men ef genius whom she has pro- 
duced: Milton and Shakspeare stand unrivalled; but 
Ireland can boast of Usher, Boyle, Denham, Congreve, 
Molyneux, Farquhar, Sir Richard Steele, Bickerst^, Sir 
Hans Sloane, Berkeley, Orrery, Pamel, Swift, T. Sheri- 
dan, Welsham, Bryan, Robinson, Goldsmith, Sterne, 
Johnson,t Tickel, Brooke, Zeland, Hussey Burgh, three 
Hamiltons, Young, Charlemont, Macklin, Murimy, Mrs. 
Sheridan,{ Francis Sheridan, Kirwan, Brinsley Sheridan, 
and Burke. 

We enter into no invidious comparisons : it is our sin- 
cere wish to conciliate both countries ; and if in this 
slight essay we should succeed in diffusing a more just 
and enlarged idea of the Irish than has been generally 
entertained, we hope the English will deem it not an un- 
acceptable service. Whatever might have been the 
policy of the English nation towards Ireland while she 
was a separate kingdom, since the union it can no longer 
be her wish to depreciate the talents or ridicule the lan- 
guage of Hibernians. One of the czars of Russia used 
to take the cap and bells from his fool, and place it on 
the head of any of his subjects whom he wished to dis- 
grace. The idea of extending such a punishment to a 
whole nation was ingenious and ma^animous ; but Eng- 
land cannot now put it into execution towards Ireland. 
Would it not be a practical bull to place the bells upon 
ber own imperial head ? 



* Sm CHalloran's History of Ireland. 

t Author of Chrytal, or Adventures of a Guinea. 

i Autim of the beautiAil moral tale Nonijahad. 
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APPENDIX. 

Thb following collection of Foreign Bulls wai g?Ten us by :i 
ttsn of letters, who is now father of the French Aculengr* 



RECUEIL DE BETISES. 



ToOTEs les nations ont des contes plaisans de b^tises 
^chapp^es non seulement k des personnes yraiment 
b^tes, mais aox distractions de gens qui ne sont pas sans 
esprit. Les Italiens ont lears spropositi^ leur arlequin 
ses balourdises, les Anglois leurs blunders, les Irlandois 
leurs buUsi 

Mademoiselle Maria Edgeworth ayant fait un recueil 
de ces demiers, 1e prends la liberty de lui ofirir un petit 
recueil de nos bitises qui m^ritent le nom qu'elles por^ 
tent aussi bien que les Irish btUls, J'ai fait autrefois une 
dissertation ou je recherchois quelle 6toit la cause du 
rire qu'excitent les bitises, et dans^ laquelle j'appuyois 
mon explication de beaucoup d'exemples et peut^tre 
m^me du mien sans ni'en appercevoir ; mais la femme 
d'esprit a qui j'ai adress^ cette folie I'a perdue, et je 
n'ai pas pu la recouvrer. 

Je me souviens seulement que j*y prouvois savamment 
que le rire excite par les bitises est Teffet du contraste 
que nous saisissons entre Teffort one fait I'homme qui 
dit la b^tise, et le mauvais succds de son effort. Pas- 
sim ilois la marche de Tesprit dans celui aui dit une 
b^tise, ^ ce qui arrive iL un homme qui cherchant a 
marcher 16gdrement sur un pav^ glissant, tombe lourde- 
ment, ou aux tours mal-adroit du paillasse de la foire. 
Si Ton veut examiner les bitises rassembl^es ici, on y 
trouvera toujours un efifbrt manqu6 de ce eenre. 

Un homme, dont la femme avoit ^te saign^e, in- 
terrog^ le lendemain pourquoi elle ne paroissoit pas ^ 
table, r6pondit :— Elle garde la chambre: Morand I'a 
saign^e bier, et une saign^e affoiblit beaucoup quand elle 
est faite par un habile homme. 

M. de Baville, intendantde Languedoc, avoit un secr^« 
taire fort b^te : il se servoit un jour de lui pour ^crire 
au mimstre sur des a£fietires trds importantes et dicta ces 
mots : " Ne soyez point suroria de ce que je me sers 
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d*une main ^trangere pour vous 6crire sur cet objet. 
Mod secretaire est si bete qu^a ce moment m^me il ne 
s'apper^oit pas que je vous parte de lui." 

On demandoit a un abb6 de Laval Montmorency ^nel - 
ige avoit son frere le mar^chal dont il ^toit l'am6. 
" Dans deux ans," dit-il, " nous serons du m^me ige.** 

On se pr^paroit k observer une Eclipse, et le roi devoit 
assister a Pobservation. M. de Jonvilie disoit k M. 
Cassini — ^'^ N'attendra^t-on pas le roi pour commencer 
Teclipse ?" 

Une femme du peuple qui avoit une petite fiUe malade 
avec le transport au cerveau, disoit au m^decin, '*Ah, 
monsieur, si vous Paviez entendu cette nuit elle a d^ 
raisonn^e comme une grande personne.** 

Un homme avoit pari6 25 louis qu'il traverseroit le 
grand bassin des Thuileries par un froid trds rigoureux ; 
Q alia jusqu'au milieu, renon9a a son entreprise, et revint 
parle mdme chemin en disant, *Taime mieux perdre 
vingt-cinq louis que d'avoir une fluxion de poitrine/' 

Un homme voyoit venir de loin un m^decin de sacon- 
noissance qui Pavoit trait^ plusieurs ann^es auparavant 
dans une maladie ; il se d^touma, et cacha son viss^e 
pour n'^tre pas reconnu. On lui demandoit " Pourquoi." 
— ** C'est," dit-il, " que je suis honteux devant lui de ce 
qu'il y a fort long tems que je n'ai 6t6 malade." 

On demande a un homme qui vouloit vendre un che- 
val, " Votre cheval est-il peureux 1" — ^** Oh, point du 
tout," r6pond-il, " il vient de passer plusieurs nuits tout 
seul dans son ^curie." 

Dans une qtterelle entre un p^e et son fils, le pdre re- 
prochoit a celui-ci son ingratitude. '* Je ne vous ai point 
d'obUgations," disoit le fils ; " vous m'avez fait beaucoup 
de tort ; si vous n'6tiez point n6, je serois a present 
ITi^ritier de mon grand-pdre." 

Un avare faisant son testament, se fit lui*m£me son 
Ti^ritier. 

Un homme voyoit un bateau si charg^ que les bords 
en etoient k fleur d'eau : " Ma foi," dit-il, " si la rividre 
etoit un peu plus haute le bateau iroit a fond." 

M. Hume, dans son histoire d'Angleterre, parlant de la 
conspiration attribute aux CathoUques en 1678 sous 
Charles II. rapporte le mot d'nn chevalier Player qui 
fi§licitoit la ville des precautions qu'elle avoit prises- 
** Et sans lesqueUes," disoit-il, ** tons les citoyens ao^ 



APPENDIX. SOI 

roient count risqiie de sd trouver ^goi^^s le lendemain 
a leur r^veil." 

Le maire d'une petite ville, entendant une querelle 
dans la rue au milieu de la nuit, se Idve du lit, et ouvrant 
la f<§Qetre crie aux passans, " Messieurs, me leverai-jel" 

Un sot faisoit compliment a uue demoiselle dont la 
mere venoit de se ma,rier en secondes noces avec un 
ancien ami de la maison — ^''Mademoiselle,^ lui dit-il, 
•* je suis ravi de ce que monsieur votre pdre vient d'6pou- 
ser madame votre mdre." 

Racine, qui avoit 6t^ tout sa vie courtisan tres at- 
tentif, 6toit enterr^ k Port Roval des champs dont les 
SQlitaires s^6toient attires TinJignation de Louis XIV. 
M. de Boissy, c^lebre par ses distractions, disoit, '* Ra- 
cine n'auroit pas fait cela de son vivanf 

On racontait dans une conversation que monsieur de 
Baffon avoit diss^c^u^ une de ses cousines, et une femme 
se r^crioit sur Pmhumanit^ de Fanatomiste. M. de 
Mairan lui dit, '< Mais, madame, elle ^toit morte.'' 

On parloit avec admiration de la belle vieillesse d'lm 
homme de quatre vingt dix ans, quelqu'un dit — ^** Cela 
vous 6tonne, messieurs ; si mon pere n'6toit pas morK 
U auroit a present cent ans accompUs.'' 

Mouet, de Fopera comique, conte qu'arrivant de Lyon, 
et ne voulant pas qu^on sut qu^il 6toit a Paris, il r(u:(>ni- 
manda k son laquais, suppose ^u'il fut rencontr6, de dire 
qu'il £toit a Lyon. Le laquais trouve un ami de son 
mattre, qui lui en demande des nouvelles. **I1 est k 
Lyon,** dit-il, " et il ne sera de retour que la semaine 
prochaine." — ^**Mais,'' continue le questionneur, "que 
portez vous la?" — ^*'Ce sont quelques provisions qu'il 
m'a envoyd chercher pour son dtner." 

Un homme examinoit un dessin repr^sentant la coupe 
d'un vaisseau construit en HoUande ; quelqu'un lui dit, 
** £st-ce que monsieur entend le HoUandois.*' 

Un homme de loi disoit qu^on ne pouvoit pas faire une 
stipulation valable avec un muet. Un des 6coutans lui 
dit, " Monsieur le docteur, et avec un boiteux, seroit-elle 
bonne 1" 

Un homme se plaignoit que la maison de son voison 
lui 6toit la vue d'hne de ses fen^tres ; un autre lui dit, 
•* Vous avez un remade; faites murer cette fenetre." 

Un hotnme ayant ^crit k sa maitresse, avoit gliss6 le 
billet sous la porte, et puis s'avisant que la fille ne pour- 
roit pas s'en appercevoir il en ^crivit un autre en ces 
13 
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termes, " Pai mis «n billet sous votre porte ; prenez-y 
garde quand vous sortirez." 

Un homme ^tant sur le point de marier sa iille uniqae, 
86 brouille avec le prdtendaiit, et dans sa colore il dit, 
''Non, monsieur, vous ne serez Jamais mon gendre, et 
quand j*aurois cent lilies uniques, je ne vous en donne« 
rois pas une.'' 

On avoit recu a la grande poste un lettre avec cette 
adresse, d Monsieur mon JUs, Rite, &c. On alloit la 
mettre au rebut; un commis s^ oppose, et dit qu*on 
trouvera a qui la lettre s'adresse. Dix ou douze jours 
se passent. On voit arriver un ^and benet, qui dit, 
'* Messieurs, je viens savoir si on n^auroit pas gard^ ici 
une lettre de mon cher p^re ?" — ^** Oui, monsieur," lui dit 
le commis, " la voilJu" On prite ce trait k Bouret, fer- 
mier g6n6ral. 

Milord Albemarle 6tant aux eaux d'Aix-la-Chapelle, 
et ne voulant pas ^tre connu, ordonna a un n^gre qui le 
servoit, si on lui demandoit qui 6toit son mattre de dire 
qu'il etoit Fran90is. On ne manqua pas de faire la 
question au noir,qui r^pondit, " Mon mattre est FranqoiSf 
et mot aussi,^ 

Un marchand, en finissant d'^crire une lettre a un de 
ses correspondans, mourut subitement. Son commis 
ajouta en P. S. "Depuis ma lettre 6crite je suis mort 
ce matin. Mardi au soir 7em«," &c. 

Un petit marchand pr^tendoit avoir achet6 trois sols 
ce qu'U vendoit pour deux. On lui repr^sente que ce 
commerce le ruinera — "Ah," dit-il, " je me sauve sur la 
quantity." 

Le chevalier de Lorenzi, 6tant a Florence, 6toit all6 
se promener avec trois de ses amis a quelques lieues de 
la vilie, i pied. lis revenoient fort las ; la nuit appro- 
choit ; il veut se reposer : on lui dit qu'il restoit quatres 
milles k faire — ^^ Oh,'* dit-il, " nous sommes quatres ; ce 
n'est qu'un mille chacun." 

On pjr6tend qu'un fermier g6n6ral voulant s'^vitei 
I'ennui ou s'^pargner les frais des lettres dont on I'acca 
bloit au nouvel an, 4crivoit au mois de D6cembre atous 
les employes de son d6partement qu'il les dispensoit du 
c6rSmonial, et que ceux-ci lui r6ponderoient pour I'as- 
surer qu'ils se conformeroient a ses ordres. 

Maupertuis faisoit instruire un perroquet par son la- 
quais, et vouloit qu'on lui apprit des mots extraordi* 
nairos. Depuis deux ans le laquais, enseignoit k I'animal 
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i dire manomotapOf e't le perroquet n'en disoit que des 
syllabes s6par6es. Maupertuis faisoit des reproches au 
laquais ; ** Oh, monsieur," dit celui-ci, ** cela ne vas pas 
si vite ; je lui ai d'abord appris mo et puis no." — ^** Vous 
^tes un b^te," dit Maupertuis, **il faut lui dire le mot 
eatier." — ^'•Monsieur," reprend le laquais, "il faut lui 
donner le temps de comprendre." 

II y a en Italien une lettre pleine de sprofosiH asses 
plaisans. Un homme 6crit i son ami, *' Abbiamo avuto 
un famosissimo tremmoto che se per la misericordia de 
Die avesse durato una mezza bora di piu, saremmp tutti 
andati al paradiso che Dio ce ne liben. Yi mando qua« 
tordici peri e sono tutti boni Christian!. A questa nera 
i porci sono saliti al cielo. .0 ricevete, o non riceveta 
questa, datemene aviso." 



AN ESSAY 



ONTBB 

NOBLE SCIBNCB OF SELF-JUSTIFICATIONr. 



** For which an eloqaenoe that alma to vex. 
With OAtiTe tropea of anger arma the «e(r,"— Parmbu. 



Endowed, as the fair sex indisputably are, with a nat- 
ural genius for the invaluable art of self-justification, it 
may not be displeasing to them to see its rising perfec- 
tion evinced by an attempt to reduce it to a science. 
Possessed, as are all the fair daughters of Eve, of an he- 
reditaiy propensity, transmitted to them undiminished 
throu^n succeeding generations, to be ** soon moved with 
the sughtest touch of blame ;** ver^ little precept and 
practice will confirm them in the habit, and instruct them 
m all the maxims, of self-justification. 

Candid pupil, you will readily accede to my first and 
fimdamental axiom — ^that ^ lady can do no wrong. 

But simple as this maxim may appear, and suited to 
the level of the meanest capacity, the talent of applying 
it on all the important, but more especially on all the most 
trivial, occurrences of domestic life, so as to secure private 
peace and public dominion, has hitherto been monopo- 
lized by the female adepts in the art of self-justification. 

Excuse me for insinuating by this expression that 
there may be yet among you some novices. To these, 
if any such, I principally address myself. 

And now, lest fired with ambition you lose all by aim- 
ing at too much, let me explain and limit my first prin- 
ciple, " That you can do no wrong." You must be aware 
that real perfection is beyond the reach of mortals, nor 
would I have you aim at it ; indeed it is not in any de- 
gree necessary to our purpose. You have heard of the 
established belief in the infalhbility of the sovereign pon- 
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tifT, which prevaUed not many centuries ago :^t man 
was allowed to be infallible, I see no reason why the 
same privilege should not be extended to woman ;— but 
times have changed; and since the happy age of credu- 
lity is ptassed, leave the opinions of men to their natural 
perversity — ^their actions are the best test of their faith- 
Insteady then, of a beUef in your infallibility, endeavour 
to enforce implicit submission to your authority. This 
will give you mfinitely less trouble, and will answer your 
purpose as well. 

Right and wrong, if we go to the foundation of things, 
are, as casuists teU us, reaUy words of very dubious sig- 
nification, perpetually varymg with custom and fashion, 
and to be adjusted intimately by no other standards but 
opinion and force. Obtain power, then, by all means ; 
power is the law of man; make it yours. 

But to return from a frivolous disquisition about right, 
let me teach you the art of defi^nding the wrong. After 
having thus pointed out to you the glorious end of your 
labours, I must now instruct you in the equally glorious 
means. 

For the advantage of my 4iubject I address myself 
chiefly to married ladies ; but those who have not as yet 
the good fortune to have that common enemy, a husband, 
to combat, may in the mean time practise my precepts 
upon their fathers, brothers, and female friends ; with cau- 
tion, however, lest by discovering their arms too soon, 
they preclude themselves from the power of using them 
to the fullest advantage hereafter. I therefore recom- 
mend it to them to prefer, with a philosophical modera- 
tion, the future to the present. 

Timid brides, you have, probably, hitherto been ad- 
dressed as angels. Prepare for the time when you shall 
again become mortal. Take the alarm at the first ap- 
proach of blame ; at th^ first hint of a discovery that you 
are any thing less than infallible : — contradict, debate, 
justify, recriminate, rage, weep, swoon, do any thing but 
yield to conviction. 

I take it for granted that you have already acquired 
sufficient command of voice ; you need, not study its 
compass ; gging beyond its pitch has a peculiarly happy 
effect upon some occasions. But are you^voluble enough 
to drown all sense in a torrent of words ? Can you be 
loud enough to overpower the voice of all who shall at- 
tempt to interrupt or contradict you 1 Are you mistress 
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of the petulant, the peevish, and the sullen tone 1 Have 
3roa practised the sharpness which provokes retort, and 
the continual monotony which by setting your adversary 
to sleep effectually precludes reply 1 an event which is 
always to be considered as decisive of the victon'^, or at 
least as reducing it to a drawn battle : — ^you and Somnus 
divide the prize. 

Thus prepared for an engagement, you will next, if 
you have not already done it, study the weak part of the 
character of your enemy — ^your husband, I mean : if he 
be a man of high spirit, jealous of command and impa- 
tient of control, one who decides for himself, and who 
is Uttle troubled with the insanity of minding what the 
world says of him, you must proceed with extreme cir- 
cumspection ; you must not dare to provoke the com- 
bined forces of the enemy to a regular engagemeht, but 
harass him with perpetual petty skirmishes : in these, 
though you gain httle at a time, you will gradually weary 
the patience and break the spirit of your opponent. If 
he be a man of spirit, he must also be generous ; and 
•what man of generosity will contend for trifles with a 
woman who submits to him in all affairs of consequence, 
who is in his power, who is weak, and who loves him ? 

** Can superior with inferior power contend 1" No ; 
the spirit of a Uon is not to be roused by the teasing of 
an insect. 

But such a man as I have described, besides being as 
generous as he is brave, will probably be of an active 
temper : then you have an inestimable advantage ; for he 
will set a high value upon a thing for which you have 
none — time ; he will acknowledge the force of your ar- 
guments merely from a dread of their length ; he will 
yield to you in trifles, particularly in trifles which do not 
militate against his authority ; not out cf regard for you, 
but for his time; for what man -can prevail upon himself 
to debate three hours about what could be as well decided 
in three minutes ? 

Lest among infinite variety the difficulty of immediate 
selection should at first perplex you, let me point out that 
matters of taste will afford you, of all others, the most 
ample and incessant subjects of debate. Here you have 
no criterion to appeal to. Upon the same^rinciple, next 
to matters of taste, points of opinion wiU afford the most 
constant exercise to your talents. Here you will have 
an opportunity of citing the opinions of all the living dfid 
18 
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dead you have ever known, besides the dear pri?26fi 
of repeating continually, " Nay, you must allow that.^ 
Or, *' You can't deny this, for it's the universal opinion 
•^^/erybody says so! everybody thinks so! I wonder 
to hear }rou express such an opinion ! Nobody but 
yourself is of that wav of thinking !'* with innumerable 
other phrases, with which a slight attention to polite 
conversation will furnish you. This mode of opposing 
authority to argun^ent, and assertion to i>roof, is of such 
universal utili^ that I pray you to practise it. 

If the point in dispute be some opinion relative to your 
character or disposition, allow, in general, that " you are 
sure you have a great many faults ;" but to every spe- 
cific charge reply, *' Well, I am sure I don't know, but I 
did not think that was one of my faults ! nobody ever 
accused me of that before ! Nay, I was always remark- 
able for the contrary; at least before I was acquainted 
with you, sir : in my own family I was alwa3rs remark- 
able for the contrary ; ask any of my own friends ; ask 
any of them ; they must know me best." 

But if, instead of attacking the material parts of your 
character, your husband should merely presume to ad- 
vert to your manners, to some slight personal habit which 
might be made more agreeable to him ; prove, in the first 
place, that it is his fault that it is not agreeable to him ; 
ask which is most to blame, she who ceases to please, or 
he who ceases to be pleased I* His eyes are changed, 
or opened. But it may perhaps have been a matter 
almost of indifference to him till you undertook its 
defence : then make it of consequence by rising in 
eagerness in proportion to the insignificance of your 
object; if he can draw consequences, this will be an 
excellent lesson : if you are so tender of blame In the 
veriest trifles, how unimpeachable must you be in matters 
of importance. As to personal habits, begin by denying 
that you have any ; or, in the paradoxical language of 
Rousseau,! declare that the only habit you have is the 
habit of having none ; as all personal habits, if they have 
been of any long standing, must have become involuntary, 
the unconscious culprit may assert her innocence with- 
out hazarding her veracity. 

However, u you happen to be detected in the very 
fact, and a peiton cries, " Now, now you are doing it!* 

* MaimonteL t Emilius and Sopliis. 
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m^mit, but declare at the same moment, "That is the 
very first time in your whole life that you were ever 
known to be guilty of it ; and therefore it can be no 
habit, and of course nowise reprehensible." 

Extend the rage for vindication to all the objects which 
the most remotely concern you; take even inanimate 
objects under your protection. Your dress, your furni- 
ture, your property, every thing which is or has been 
yours, defend, and this upon the principles of the soundest 
philosophy ; each of these things all compose a part of 
your personal merit ;* all that, connected the most dis- 
tantly with your idea, gives pleasure or pain to others, 
becomes an object of blame or praise, and consequently 
claims your support or vindication. 

In the course of the management of your house, chil- 
dren, family, and affairs, probably some few errors of 
omission or commission may strike your husband's per- 
vading eye ; but these errors, admitting them to be errors, 
you wiU never, if you please, allow to be charged to any 
deficiency in memory, judgment, or activity on your part. 

There are surely people enough around you to divide 
and share the blame ; send it from one to another, till at 
last, by universal rejection, it is proved to belong to no- 
body. You will say, however, that facts remain unal- 
terable; and that m some unlucky instance, in the 
changes an4 chances of human affairs, you may be 
proved to have been to blame. Some stubborn evidence 
may appear against you ; still you may prove an alibi, or 
balance the evidence. There is nothing equal to balanc- 
ing evidence ; doubt is, you know, the most philosophic 
state of the human mind, and it will be kind of you to 
keep your husband perpetually in this skeptical state. 

Indeed, the short method of denying absolutely all 
blameable facts I should recommend to pupils as the 
best ; and if in ttie beginning of their career they may 
startle at this mode, let them depend upon it that in their 
future practice it must become perfectly familiar. The 
nice distinction of simulation and dissimulation depends 
but on the trick of a syllable ; palliation and extenuation 
are universally allowable in self-defence ; prevarication in- 
evitably follows, and falsehood " is but in the next degree." 

Yet I would not destroy this nicety of conscience too 
•con. It may be of use in your first setting out, because 

* VideHanw. 
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you must establish credit ; in proportion to your credit 
will be the value of your future asseverations. 

In the mean time, however, argument and debate are 
allowed to the most rigid moralist. You can never per- 
jure yourself by swearing to a £alse opinion. 

I come now to the art of reasoning : don't be alarmed 
at the name of reasoning, fair pupils ; I will explain to 
you my meaning. 

Iff instead of the fiery-tempered being I formerly de- 
scribed, you should fortunately be connected with a man 
who, having formed a justly high opinion of your sex, 
shoidd propose to treat you as his equal, and who in any 
little dispute which might arise between you should de- 
sire no other arbiter than reason ; triumph in his mis- 
taken candour, regularly appeal to the decision of rea- 
son at the beginning of every contest, and deny its 
jurisdiction at the conclusion. I take it for granted that 
you will be on the wrong side of every question, and, in- 
deed, in general, I advise you to choose the wrong side 
of an argument to defend; while you are young in the 
science it will afEbrd the best exercise, and as you im- 
prove the best display, of your talents. 

If, then, reasonable pupils, you would succeed in argu- 
ment, attend to the following instructions : — 

Begin b^ preventing, if possible, the specific statement 
of any position, or, if reduced to it, use the most general 
termsy and take advantage of the ambiguity wmch all 
languages and which most philosophers allow. Above 
all thii^^, shun definitions ; they will prove fatal to you ; 
for two persons of sense and candour who define their 
terms ca^mot argue long without either convincing or 
being convinced, or parting in equal good-humour; to 
prevent which, go over and over the same ground, wan- 
der as wide as possible from the point, but always with 
a view to return at last precisely to the same spot from 
which you set out. I should remark to you, that the 
choice of your weapons is a circumstance much to be 
attended to : choose always those which your adversary 
cannot use. If your husoand is a man of wit, you will 
of course undervalue a talent which is never connected 
with judgment : *' for your part you do not presume to 
contend with him in wit." 

But if he be a sober-minded man, who will go link by 
link along the chain of an argument, follow him at first, 
till he grows so intent that he does not perceive whether 
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you followhim or not; then slide back' to your own station^ 
and when with perverse patience he has at last reached 
the last link of the chain, with one electric shock of wit 
make him qoit his hold, and strike him to the gromid in 
an instant. Depend upon the sympathy of the specta- 
tors, for to one who can understand reason you will find 
ten who admire toit. 

But if you should not be blessed with " a ready wit," 
if demonstration should in the mean time stare you in 
the face, do not be in the least alarmed— anticipate the 
blow. While you have it yet in your power, rise with 
becoming magnanimity, and cry, '* I give it up ! I give 
it up! La! let us say no more about it; I do so hate 
disputing about trifles. I give it up!" Before an ex- 
planation on the word trifle can take place, quit the room 
with flying colours. 

If you are a woman of sentiment and eloquence, you 
have advantages of which I scarcely need apprize you. 
From the understanding of a man you have always an 
appeal to his heart, or, if not, to his affection, to his 
weakness. If you have the good fortune to be married 
to a weak man, always choose the moment to argue with 
him when you have a full audience. Trust to the sub- 
lime power of numbers ; it will be of use even to excite 
your own enthusiasm in debate ; then as the scene ad- 
vances, talk of his cruelty, and your sensibiUty, and sink 
with " becoming wo" into the pathos of injured inno- 
cence. 

Besides the heart and the weakness of your opponent, 
you have still another chance, in ruffling his temper; 
which, in the course of a long conversation, you will 
have a fair opportunity of trying; and if— for philoso- 
phers will sometimes grow warm in the defence of 
truth — if he should grow absolutely angry, you will in 
the same proportion grow calm, and wonder at his rage, 
though you well know it has been created by your own 
provocation. The bystanders, seeing anger without any 
adequate cause, will all be of your side. 

Nothing provokes an irascible man, interested in de- 
bate, and possessed of an opinion of his own eloquence, 
so much as to see the attention of his hearers go from 
him : you will then, when he flatters himself that he has 
just fixed your eye with his very lest argument, suddenly 
grow absent : — ^your house affairs must call you hence— 
or you have directions to give to your children— or the 
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voom is too hot, or too cold— the window must be 
opened — or door shut— or the candle wants snufling. 
Nay, without these interruptions, the simple motion of 
your eye may provoke a speaker ; a butterfly, or the 
figure in a carpet may engage your attention m prefer- 
ence to him ; or if these objects be absent, the simply 
averting your eye, looking through the window in quest 
of outward objects,, will show that your mind has not 
been abstracted, and will display to him at least yoiu* 
wish of not attending. He may, however, possibly have 
lost the habit of watching your eye for approbation ; 
then you may assault his ear ; if all other resources fail, 
beat with your foot that dead march of the spirits, that 
incessant tattoo, which so well deserves its name. Mar- 
vellous must be the patience of the much-enduring man 
whom some or other of these devices do not provoke : 
slight causes often produce great effects; the simple 
scratching of a pick-axe, properly applied to certain 
veins in a mine, will cause the most dreadful explo- 
sions. 

Hitherto we have only professed to teach the defen- 
sive ; let me now recommend to you the ofiensive part 
of the art of justification. As a supplement to reason- 
ing comes recrimination ; the pleasure of proving that 
you are right is surely incomplete till you have proved 
that your adversary is wrong. This might have been a 
secondary, let it now become a primary object with you; 
rest your own defence on it for further security ; you are 
no longer to consider yourself as obliged either to deny, 
palliate, argue, or declaim, but simply to justify your- 
self by criminating another; all merit, you know, is 
judged of by comparison. In the art of recrimination, 
your memory will be of the highest service to you ; for 
you are to open and keep an account-current of all the 
faults, mists^es, neglects, unkindnesses of those you 
live with ; these you are to state against your own : 1 
need not tell you that the balance will always be in your 
favour. In stating matters of opinion, produce the word a 
of the very same person which passed days, months, 
years before, in contradiction to what he is then saying. 
By displacing, disjointing words and sentences, by mis- 
understanding th^ whole, or quoting only a part, of what 
has been said, you may convict any man of inconsist- 
ency, particularly if he be a man of genius and fcehn^, 
for he speaks generally from the impulse of the moment 
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and of all others can the least bear to be dharged with 
paradoxes. So far for a husband. 

RecriminaHnff is also of sovereign use in the quarrels 
of friends; no friend is so perfectly equaUe, so ardent 
in affection, so nice in punctiho, as never to offend : then 
** Note his facdts, and con them all by roteJ^ Say you 
can forgive, but you can never forget; and surely it is 
much more generous to forgive bjA remember, than to 
forgive and forget. On every new alarm, call the un- 
buried ghosts from former fields of battle ; range them 
in tremendous array, call them one by one to witness 
against the conscience of your enemy, and ere the battle 
is begun, take from him all courage to enga^. 

There is one case I must observe to you m which re- 
crimination has peculiar poignancy. If you have had it 
in your power to confer obligations on any one, never 
cease reminding them of it ; and let them feel that you 
have acquired an indefeasible right to reproach them 
without a possibility of theur retorting. It is a maxim 
with some sentimental people, *' To treat their servants 
as if they were their friends in distress.^ I have ob- 
served that people of this cast make themselves amends' 
by treating their friends in distress as if they were their 
servants. 

Apply this maxim— you may do it a thousand ways, 
especisdly in company. In general conversation, where 
every one is suj^posed to be on a footing, if any of your 
humble companions should presume to hazard an opin- 
ion contrary to yours, and should modestly begin with, 
** I think i^ look as the man did when he said to his ser- 
vant, "You think, sir! what business have you to 
think r 

Never fear to lose a friend by the habits which I re- 
commend: reconciliations, as you have often heard it 
said— reconciliations are the cement of friendship ; there- 
fore friends should quarrel to strengthen their attach- 
ment, and offend each other for the pleasure of being 
reconciled. 

I beg pardon for digressing : I was, I believe, talking 
of your husband, not of your friend — ^I have gone far out 
of the way. 

If in your debates with your husband you should want 
'* eloquence to vex him," the dull prolixity of narration, 
joined to the complaining monotony of voice which I 
formeily recommended, will supply its place and have 
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fhe desired effect : Somnns wiU prove propkious f tften^ 
ever and anon, as the soporific charm begins to work, 
rouse him with interrogatories, such as ** Did not you 
say sol Ddn't you remember? Only answer m^. 
that!" 

By-the-by, interrogatories artfully put may lead an un- 
suspicious reasoner, you know, always to your own con- 
clusion. 

In addition to the patience, philosophy, and other 
good things which Socrates learned from his wife, per- 
haps she taught him this mode of reasoning. 

But, after all, the precepts of art, and even the natural 
susceptibility of your tempers, will avail you little in the 
sublime of our science, if you cannot command that 
ready enthusiasm Avhich will make you enter into the 
part you are acting; that happy imagination which shall 
make you believe all you fear and all you invent. 

Who is there among you who cannot or who will not 
justify when they are accused? Vulgar talent! the 
sublime of our science, is to justify before we are ac- 
cused. There is no reptile so vile but what wiH turn 
when it is trodden on ; but of a nicer sense and nobler 
species are those whom natilre has endowed with an- 
tennae, which perceive and withdraw at the distant ap- 
proach of danger. Allow me another allusion : similes 
cannot be crowded too close for a female taste; and 
analogy, I have heard, my fair pupils, is your favourite 
mode of reasoning. 

The sensitive-plant is too vulgar an allusion ; but if 
the truth of modem naturalists may be depended upon, 
there is a plant which, instead of receding timidly from 
the intrusive touch, angrily protrudes its venomous 
juices upon all who presume to meddle with it :— do 
not you think this plant would be your fittest emblem ? 

Let me, however, recommend it to you, nice souls, 
who, of the mimosa kind, *^ fear the dan: cloud, and feel 
the coming storm,** to take the utmost precaution- lest 
the same susceptibility which you cherish as the dear 
means to torment others should insensibly become a 
torment to yourselves. 

Distinguish then between sensibility and susceptibility; 
between the anxious sohcitude not to give offence, and 
the captious eagerness of vanitjr to prove that it ought 
not to have been taken ; distinguish between the desire 
of praise and the horror of blame : can any two things 
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be more different than the wish to improve, and the wish 
to demonstrate that you have never been to blame ? 

Observe, I only wish you to distinguish these things 
in your own minds ; I would by no means advise you to 
discontinue the laudable practice of confounding them 
perpetusdly in speaking to others. 

When you have nearly exhausted human patience in 
explaining, justifying, vindicating ; when, in spite of all 
the pains you have taken, you have more than half be- 
trayed your own vanity ; you have a never-failing re- 
source — in paying tribute to that of your opponent : as 
thus : — 

•* I am sure you must be sensible that I should never 
take so much pains to justify myself if I were indiffer- 
ent to your opinion. I know that I ought not to disturb 
myself with such trifles ; but nothing is a trifle to me 
which concerns you. I confess I am too anxious to 
please ; I know it's a fault, but I cannot cure m3rself of it 
now. Too quick sensibility, I am conscious, is the defect 
of my disposition ; it would be happier for me if I could 
be more indifferent, I know.^ 

Who could be so brutal as to blame so amiable, so 
candid a creature t Who would not submit to be tor- 
mented with kindness I 

When once your c^tive condescends to be flattered 
by such argiunents as these, your power is fixed ; your 
future triumphs can be bounded only by your own mod- 
eration; they are at once secured and justified. 

Forbear not, then, happy pupils ; but, arrived at the 
summit of power, give a Ml scope to your genius, nor 
trust to genius alone : to exercise in all its extent your 
privileged dommion, you must acquire, or rather you must 
pretend to have acquired, infallible skill in the noble art 
of physiognomy, immediately the thoughts as well as 
the words of your subjects are exposed to your inqui- 
sition. 

Words may flatter you, but the countenance never can 
deceive you; the eyes are the windows of the soul, and 
through them you are to watch what passes in the inmost 
recesses of the heart. There if you discern the slightest 
ideas of doubt, blame, or displeasure, — ^if you discover 
the slightest symptoms of revolt, take the alarm instantly. 
Conquerors must maintain their conquests ; and how 
easily can they do this who hold a secret correspondence 
with the minds of the vanquished ! Be your own spies 
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then; from the looks, gestures, slightest motions of yonr 
enemies, you are to form an alphabet, a language intel- 
ligible only to yourselves, yet by which you shaH con- 
demn them ; always remembering that in sound poHcy 
suspicion justifies punishment. In vain, when you accuse 
your friends of the high-treason of blaming you, in vain 
Jet them plead their innocence, even of the intention. 
•* They did not say b word which could be tortured into 
$uch a meaning.** No, " but they looked daggers, though 
they used none." 

Aiid of this you are to be the sole judge, though there 
were fifty witnesses to the contrary. 

How should indifferent spectators pretend to know the 
countenance of your friend as well as you do— you, that 
have a nearer, a dearer interest in attending to it ? So 
accurate have been your observations, that no thought of 
their souls escapes you ; nay, you often can tell even 
what they are going to think of. 

The science of divination certainly claims your atten- 
tion ; beyond the past and the present, it shall extend 
your dominion over the future ; from sHght words, half* 
finished sentences, from silence itself, you shall draw 
your omens and auguries. 

" I know what you are going to say ;** or, " I know 
such a thing was a sign you were inclined to be displeased 
with me." 

In the ardour of innocence, the culprit, to clear him- 
self from such imputations, incurs the imputation of a 
greater offence. Suppose, to prove that you were 
mistaken, to prove that he coidd not have meant to 
blame you, he should declare that at the moment you 
mention, " You were quite foreign to his thoughts ; he 
was not thinking at all about you." 

Then in truth you have a nght to be angry. To one 
of your class of justificators, this is the highest ofifence. 
Possessed as you are of the firm opinion that all persons, 
at all times, on all occasions, are intent upon you alone, 
is it not less mortifying to discover that you were thought 
iU of than that you were not thought of at sdl 1 " Indif- 
ference, you know, sentimental pupils, is more fatal to 
love than even hatred." 

Thus, my dear pupils, I have endeavoured to provide 
precepts adapted to the display of your several tatents ; 
but if there should be any among you who have no tal« 
ents, who can neither argue nor persuade* who have 
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neitiier sentiment nor enthusiasm, I must indeed — con- 
gratulate them;— they are peculiarly qualified for the 
science of self-justification: indulgent nature, often 
even in the weakness, provides for the protection of her 
creatures ; just Providence, as the guard of stupidity, has 
enveloped it with the impenetrable armour of obstinacy 

Fair idiots ! let women of sense, wit, feeling, triumph 
in their various arts: yours are superior. Their empire, 
absolute as it sometimes may be, is perpetually subject 
to sudden revolutions. With them a man has some 
chance of equal sway ; with a fool he has none. Have 
they hearts and understandings? Then the one may be 
touched, or the other in some iSilucky moment convinced; 
even in their very power lies their greatest danger : — not 
so with you. In vain let the most candid of his sex 
attempt to reason with you ; let him begin with, " Now, 
ray dear, only listen to reason :" — you stop him at once 
with, "No, my dear, you know I do not pretend to 
reason ; I only say, that's my opinion." 

Let him go on to prove that yours is a mistaken opin- 
ion :— you are ready to acknowledge it long before he 
desires it. "You acknowledge it may be a wrong opin- 
ion ; but still it is your opinion." You do not maintain 
U in the least either because jrou believe it to be wrong 
or right, but merely because it is yours. Exposed as you 
might have been to the perpetual humiliation of being 
convinced, nature seems kindly to have denied you all 
perception of truth, or at least all sentiment of pleasure 
from the perception. 

With an admirable humility, you are as well contented 
to be in the wrong as in the right ; you answer all that 
can be said to you with a provoking humility of aspect. 

" Yes, I do not doubt but what you say may be very 
true, but I cannot tell ; I do not think myself capable of 
judging on these subjects ; I am sure you must know 
much better than I do* I do not pretend to say but that 
your opinion is very just ; but I own I am of a contrary 
way of thinking; I always thought so, and I always 
fihaU," 

Should a man with persevering temper tell you that he 
is ready to adopt your sentiments if you will only ex- 
plain them ; should he beg only to have a reason for your 
opinion — no, you can give no reason. Let him urge you 
to say something in its defence : no ; like Queen Aime,* 

* Vide Dachws of Marlborongli's Apology. 

Vol. L— K 



218 fiSSAT ON SELF-JtrSTinCATKnr. 

you will only repeat the same thing over again; or be 
silent. Silence is the ornament of your sex: and in 
silence, if there be not wisdom, there is safety. Yoa 
will then, if you please, according to your ei&tom, sit 
listening to all entreaties to explain and speak-^with a 
fixed immutability of posture, and a predetermined deaf- 
ness of eye, which shall put your opponent utterly out 
of patience ; yet still by persevering with the same com** 
placent importance of countenance, you shall half-per- 
suade people you could speak if you would ; you shall 
keep them in doubt by that true want of meaning ^ which 
puzzles more than wit ;'* even because they cannot con- 
ceive the excess of your stupidity, they shall actually 
begin to beheve that they themselves are stupid. Igno- 
rance and doubt are the great parents pf the sublime. 

Your adversary, finding you impenetrable to argument, 
perhaps would try wit :---but, " Ofn the impassive ice the 
lightnings play.'' His eloquence or his kindness will avail 
less ; when, in yielding to you after a long harangue, he 
expects to please you, you will answer, undoubtemy with 
the utmost propnety, " That you should be very sorry 
he yielded his judgment to you ; that he is very good ; 
that you are much obhged to him ; but that, as to the 
point in dispute, it is a matter of perfect indifference to 
you ; for your part, you have no choice at all about it; 
you beg that he will do just what he pleasejs ; you know 
that it is the duty of a wife to submit; but you hope, * 
however, you may have an opinion of your own." 

Remember, all such speeches as these will lose above 
half their effect if you cannot accompany them with the 
vacant stare, the insipid smile, the passive aspect of the 
humbly perverse. 

While I write, new precepts rush upon my recollec- 
tion ; but the subject is inexhaustible. I quit it with re- 
gret, though fully sensible of my presumption in having 
attempted to instruct those who, while they read, will 
smile in the consciousness of superior powers. Adieu ! 
then, my fair readers : long may you prosper in the jMrac- 
tice of an art peculiar to your sex! I/>ng may you 
maintain unrivalled dominion at home and abroad ; and 
long may your husbands rue the hour when first ther 
made you promise " to obey I " 

[Written in llSl-^-yuhhshed in 1795.] 
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PREFACE. 



It has been somewhere said by J(^mson, that merely 
to invent a stoiy is no small effort of the human under- 
standing. How much more difficult is it to construct 
stories suited to the early years of youth, and at the 
same time conformable to the complicate relations of 
modem society — ^fictions that shall cQsplay examples of 
virtue without initiating the young reader into the ways 
of vice — narratives written in a style level to his capa- 
city without tedious detail or vu^ar idiom ! The au- 
thor, sensible of these difficulties, soUcits indulgence for 
such errors as have escaped her vigilance. 

In a former work the author has endeavoured to add 
something to the increasing stock of innocent amuse- 
ment and early instruction which the laudable exertions 
of some excellent modem writers provide for the rising 
generation ; and in the present an attempt is made to 
provide for young people of a more advanced age a few 
tales that sludl neiUier dissipate the attention nor inflame 
the imagination. 

In a work upon education which the public has been 
pleased to notice, we have endeavoured to show that 
under proper management amusement and instraction 
may accompany each other through many paths of lite- 
rature, while at the same time we have disclaimed and 
reprehended all attempts to teach in play. Steady un- 
tired attention is what alone produces excellence. . Sir 
Isaac Newton, with as much truth as modesly, attributed 
to this faculty those discoveries in science which brought 
the heavens within the grasp of man, and weighed the 
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earth in a balance. To inure the mind to athletic vig 
our is one of the chief objects of good education ; and 
we have found, as far as our limited experience has ex- 
tended, that short and actiye exertions, interspersed with 
fiequent agreeable relaxation, form the mind to strength 
and endurance better than long-continued feeble study. 

Hippocrates, in desciibing the robust temperament, 
tells us that the aihUta prepare themselves for the gytn^ 
fiosttfm by strong, exertion, which they continued till 
&ey fek fittigue ; they then reposed till they feh return* 
ing strength and i4)titude for labour : and thus, by alt^* 
nate exercise and indulgence, their limbs acquired the 
firmest tone of health and vigour. We have found that 
those who have tasted with the keenest rdish the beau- 
ties of Berquin, Day, or Baibauld, pursue a demonstra- 
tion of Euclid, or a logical deduction* with as much 
eagerness, and with more rational curiosity, than is usu- 
ally shown by students who are nourished wkh the 
hardest fare and chained to unceasing labour. 

^ Forester" is the (nctnre of an eccentric character — 
a 3roung man ndio scorns ike common forms and dqiend« 
encies of civilized society ; and wbo^ full of visionary 
sdiemes of benevdence and happiness^ might, by im- 
proper management or unlucliy circumstances* have 
become a fanatic and a criminal* 

The scene o( " The Knapsack" is laid in Sweden, to 
produce variety, and to show that the rich and pwat 
the young and old, in all countries, are mutually ser- 
viceable to each other ; and to portray some of those 
virtues which are peculiarly amiable in the character oi 
a soldier. 

'^Angelina" is a female Forester. The nonsense 
oi serUinuniality is here aimed at with the shafb of ridi- 
cule, instead of being combated by serious arguonent 
With the romantic eccentricities of Angelina are caof 
trasted faults of a more common and despicable sort 
Miss Burrage is the picture of a young lady who mwiij 
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flatters persons of rank, and who, after she has smug- 
gled herself into good company, b ashamed to acknow- 
ledge her former friends, to whom she was hound by 
the strongest ties of gratitude. 

** Madame Panache" is a sketch of the necessary con 
sequences of imprudently trusting the happiness of a 
daughter to the care of those who can teach nothing but 
accomplishments. 

The ** Prussian Yase" is a lesson against imprudence 
and on exercise of judgment, and a eulogium upon 
our inestimable trial by jury. This tale is designed 
principally for young gentlemen who are intended for 
the bar. 

** The Good Governess" is a lesson to teach the art 
of giving lessons. 

In *' The Good Aunt" the advantages which a judi- 
cious early education confers upon diose who ai'e in- 
tended for pubhc seminaries are. pointed out. It is a 
common error to suppose, that let a boy be what he 
may, when sent to Eton, Westminster, Harrow, or any 
great school, he will be moulded into proper form by 
the fortuitous pressure of numbers ; that emulation will 
necessarily excite, example lead, and opposition polish 
him. But these are vain hopes ; the soUd advantages 
which may be attained in these large nurseries of youth 
must be in a great measure secured by previous do- 
mestic instruction. 

These tales have been written to illustrate the opin- 
ions dehvered in "Practical Educattion." As their truth 
has appeared to me to be confirmed by increasing expe- 
rience, I sat down with pleasure to write this preface 
for my daughter. It is hoped that the following stories 
will afford agreeable relaxation from severer studies, 
and that they will be thought — what they profess to be 
•— Jtforo/ Tales. 

R. L. EDGEWORTH. 

{PMished in 1801.] 
K3 



FORESTER. 



FbBMTni was the son of an English gentleman, who 
had paid some attention to his education, but who had 
some singularities of opinion, which probably influenced 
bira in his conduct towards his children. 

Young Forester was frank, brare, and generous ; but 
he had been taught to dislike politeness so much, that 
the common forms of society appeared to him either 
odious or ridiculous ; his sincerity was seldom iiestrained 
by any attention to the feelings of others. His love of 
independence was carried to such an extreme, that he 
was inclined to prefer the life of Robinson Crusoe in his 
desert island to that of any individual in cultivated so- 
ciety. His attention had been early fixed upon the follies 
and vices of the higher classes of people ; and his con- 
tempt for selfish indolence was so strongly associated 
with the name of gentleman, that he was disposed to 
choose his friends and companions from among his 
inferiors : the inequality between the rich and the poor 
shocked him : his temper was enthusiastic as well as 
benevolent ; and he ardently wished to be a man, and to 
be at liberty to act for himself, that he might reform 
society, or at least his own neighbourhood. When he 
was about nineteen years old, his father died, and young 
Forester was sent to Edinburgh, to Dr. Campbell, the 
gentleman whom his father had appointed his guardian. 
In the choice of his mode of travelling his disposition 
appeared. The stage-coach and a carrier set out nearly 
at the same time from Penrith. Forester, proud of bring- 
ing his pruiciples immediately into action, put hiniseh 
under the protection of the carrier, and congratulated 
himself upon his freedom from prejudice. He arrived a 
Edinburgh in all the glory of independence, and he 
desired the carrier to set him down at Dr. CampbeD's 
door. 

** The doctor's not at home,'* said the footman who 
opened the door. 
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*< He is at home,^ exclaimed Forester, with indignatioii; 
** I see him at thp window." 

" My master is just going to dfnner/ and can*t see any 
body now," said the footman ; " but if you will call again 
at SIX o'clock, maybe he may see you, my good lad." 

"My name is Forester — tet me in,* said Forester, 
pushing forwards. 

" Forester ! — Mr. Forester !" said the footman ; ** the 
young gentleman that was expected in the coach to-day 1" 

Without deigning to give the footman any explanation. 
Forester took his own portmanteau from the carrier; 
and Dr. Campbell came down stairs just when the foot- 
man was officiously struggling with the young gentleman 
for his burden. Dr. Campbell received his pupil very 
kindly ; but Forester would not be prevailed upon to rub 
his shoes sufficiently upon the mat at the bottom of the 
stairs, or to change his disordered dress before he made 
his appearance in the drawing-room. He entered with 
dirty shoes, a threadbare coat, and hair that looked as 
if it never had been combed ; and he was much surprised 
by the effect which his singular appearance produced 
upon the risible muscles of some of the company. 

" I have nothing to be ashamed of," said he to Mmself ; 
but, notwithstan(flng all his efforts to be and to appear 
at ease, he was constrained and abashed. A young laird, 
Mr. A.rchibald Mackenzie, seemed to enjoy his confusion 
with malignant, half-suppressed merriment,, in wiiich Dr. 
Campbell's son was too good-natured and too well-bred 
to participate. Henry Campbell was three or four years 
older than Forester, and though he looked like a gentle- 
man. Forester could not help being pleased with the 
manner in which he drew him into conversation. The 
secret magic of politeness relieved him insensibly from 
the torment of false shame. 

" It is a pity this lad was bred up a gentleman," said 
Forester to himself, " for he seems to have some sense 
and goodness." 

Dinner was announced, and Forester was provoked at 
being interrupted in an argument concerning carts and 
coaches which he had begun with Henry CampbelL 
Not. that Forester was averse to eating, for he was at 
this instant ravenously hungry ; but eating in company 
he always found equally repugnant to his habits and his 

Srinciples. A table covered with a clean table-clothf 
ishes in nice order, plates, knives, and forks laid at 
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I^fiilar distances, appeared to our youngs Diogenes absurd 
silperfluities, and he ^as ready to exclaim, ^ How many 
tkmgs I do not want!" • Sitting down to dinner, eating, 
drinking, and behaving like other people appeared to him 
difficult and disagrfeiS>le ceremonies. He did not per- 
ceive tiiat custom had rendered all these things perfectly 
easy to every one else in company ; and as soon as he 
had devoured his food his own way, he moralized in 
silence upon the good sense of Sancho Panza, who pre- 
ferred eating an egg behind the door to feasting in pub- 
lie ; and he recollected his favoyrite traveller Le Vail- 
lant's* enthusiastic account of his charming Hottentot 
dinners, and of the disgust that he afterward felt on the 
comparison of European etiquette and African simplicity. 

*' Thank God, the ceremony of dinner is over,** said 
Forestftr to Henry CampbA as soon as they rose from 
taUe. 

All those things which seemed mere matter of course 
in society appeared to Forester strange ceremonies. In 
the evemng there were cards for those who liked cards, 
and there was conversation for those who liked convei^ 
sation. Forester liked neither ; he preferred playing with 
a cat ; and he sat all night apart from the company in a 
corner of a softu He took it for granted that the con- 
versation could not be worth his attention, because he 
heard Lady Catherine Mackenzie's voice among othefs ; 
he had conceived a dislike, or rather a contempt for this 
lady, because she showed much of the pride of birth 
and rank in her manners. Henry Campbell did not think 
it necessary to punish himself ror her ladyship's faults 
liy withdrawing from entertaining conversation : he knew 
that his father had the art of managing the frivolous 
subjects started in general company, so as to make them 
lead to amusement and instruction ; and this Forester 
would probably have discovered this evening, had he not 
followed his qwn thougMs, instead of listening to the 
observations of others. Lady Catherine, it is true, began 
with a siUy history of her hereditary antipathy for pickled 
cucumbers ; and she was rather tiresome in tracing the 
genealogy of this antipathy through several generations 
of her ancestry ; but Dr. Campbell said '* that he had 
hesund, from an ingenious gentleman of her ladyship's 
femily, that her ladyship's grandfather, and several of his 

« I» VigUanffe TriYelt in Aftioa, vol. i. p. 114. 
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friends, nearly lost their liyes by pickled cucambers,'' and 
thence the doctor took occasion to relate several curious 
circumstances concerning the effects of different poisons. 
Dr. Campbell, who plainly saw both the defects and 
the excellent qualities of his young ward, iioped that, by 
playful raillery and by well-timed reasoning, he might 
mix a sufficient portion Of good sense with Foresl^r's 
enthusiasm ; might induce him gradually to 83rmpathize 
in the pleasures of cultivated society, and might convince 
him that virtue is not confined to any particular class of 
men ; that education, in the enlarged ^ense of the word, 
creates the difference between individuals more than 
riches or poverty. He foresaw that Forester would form 
a friendship with his son, and that this attachment would 
cure him of his prejudices against gentlemen, and would 
prevent him from indulging his taste for vulgar company. 
Henry Campbell had more useful energy, though less appa- 
rent enthusiasm, than his new companion : he was always 
employed ; he was really independent, because he had 
learned how to support himself either by the labours of his 
head or of his hands ; but his independence did not render 
him unsociable ; he was always ready to S3nnpathize with 
the pleasures of his friends, and therefore he was beloved : 
following his father's example, he did all the good in his 
power to those who were in distress; but he did not 
imagine that he could reform every abuse in society, or 
that he could instantly new-model the universe. Forester 
became, in a few days, fond of conversing, or rather of 
holding long arguments with Henry ; but his dislike to 
the young laird Archibald Mackenzie hourly increased. 
Archibald and his mother. Lady Catherine Mackenzie^ 
were relations of Mrs. Campbell, and they were now 
upon a visit at her house. Lady Catherine, a shrewd 
woman, fond of precedence, and fully sensible of the im- 
portance that wealth can bestow, had sedulously incul- 
cated into the mind of her son all the maxims of worldly 
wisdom which she had collected in her intercourse with 
society ; she had inspired him with family pride, but at 
the same time had taught him to pay obsequious court 
to his superiors in rank or fortune : the art of rising in 
the world, she knew, did not entirely depend upon virtue 
or ability ; she was consequently more solicitoiis about 
her son's manners than lys morals, knd was more anxious 
that he should form high connexions than that he should 
apply to the severe studies of a 'profession. Archibald 
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wasy nearly what might be expected ^om ^s education, 
altentatelj supple to his superiors antl fnsolent to his 
inferiors : to insinuate himself into the favour of young 
men of rank and fortune, he affected to admire extrava- 
gance i but his seci^t maxims of parsimony operated 
even in the nlidst of dissipation. Meanness and pride 
usually go together. . It is not to be supposed, that young 
Forester had such quick penetration that he coidd dis- 
cover the whole of the artful Archibald's character in 
the course of a few days* acquaintance ; but he disliked 
him for good reasons, because he was a laird, because 
he had laughed at his first entree, and b^ause he was 
learning to dance. . 



THE SKELETON. 

About a week afWr our hero's aixifal at Dr. Campbell's, 
the doctor was exhibiting some chymical experiments, 
with which Henry hoped that his younff friend would be 
entertained ; but Forester had scarcely been five minutes 
in the laboratory, before Mackenzie, who was lounging 
about the room, sneeringly took notice of a large hole in 
his shoe. '^It is easily mended," said ^e independent 
youth ; and he imnfediately lift the iabcyiMory, and ^nt 
to a cobbler's, who lived in|a narrow la^^ at fie' back 
of Dr. Campbell's^ hou^. foregter had, ffom his bed- 
chamber window, 'seen this ipobwr at work eariy every 
morning; he admired his intustry, and longed to be ac- 
quainted wiHi him. The good-humoured familiarity of 
Forester's manner pleased the cobbler, who was likewise 
diverted by the ea^tf ness of the young gentleman to mend 
his own shoe. Aft^r spending some hours at the cob- 
bler's stall, the shdb was actually mended, and Forester 
thought that his mgrning's work was worthy of admira- 
tion. /^Tn a court (k as such places are called in tldin- 
burgli, a close) ne* the cobbler's, he saw some boys 



playing at ball: h£joined them;. and while they were 
playing, a da^qingK^iater, with his hair 'powdered, and 
who seemed afr^dijif spattering his clean stockings, 
passed through the court, and interrupted the ball-players 
for a few second^ The boys, as soon as the man was 
out of hearing, declared that he passed through their court 
regularly twice a day, and that he always kicked their 
marbles out of the rmg. Without staying to weigh tlils 
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evidence scrupulously, Fbrester received it with avi(fit}% 
and believed all tnat had been assorted was true, because 
the accused was a dancing-master : from his educatioii 
he had concaved an antipathy to datcing-masters, es- 
pecially to such as wore silk stockings, and had their 
heads well powdered. Easily fired at tHe idea of any 
injustice, and eager to redress the grievances of the poor^ 
Forester immediately concerted with these boysai^heme 
to deliver them from what he called the insolence of the 
^^iincing-master, and promised that he would compel him 
to go round by another street. 

In his zeal lor the liberty of his new companions, cor 
hero did not cons^ei that he was infringing upon the 
liberties of a man .who had never done him aiiy injury, 
and over whom he ha4 no right to exercise any control. 

Upon his return to Dr. Campbell's Forester heard the 
sound of a violin; and he found that his enemy, M. Pas- 
grave, the dancing^n^aster, was sfttencting Archibald 
Mackenzie : he learned that he was engaged to give 
another lesson the next evening, and the plans of the 
confederates in the ball-alley were arranged accordingly. 
In Dr. Campbell's room Forester remembeiied to l^ve 
seen a skeleton in a glass case ; he seized upon it, car- 
ried it down to his companions> and placed it in a niche 
in ttie wall, on the landing place or a flight of 8ton& 
stairs d»wn wfiicn the dancihg-master was ohUged to go: 
A butcher's son, one ^Foi«stef^ new companions, he 
instructed to stand at Kertain hour behind the skeleton 
•with two rushlights, which- he was to hold up to the 
eyeholes in the scull. 

The dancing-master's steps were heard approaching 
at the expected hour ; and the boyi stood in ambush to 
enjoy the diversion of the sight. It was a dark night; 
the fiery eyes of the skeleton glared suddenly upon the 
dancing-master, who was so terrified at the spectacle, 
and in such haste to escape, that his loot slipped, and he 
fell down the stone steps : his ankie was sprained by 
the fall, and he was broi^ht to Dr. Campbell's. Fores- 
ter was shocked at this tragical eira oj his intended 
comedy. The poor man was laid upon a bed,' and hgr 
writhed with pain. Forester, with vehement expffes- 
sions of concern, explained to Dr. Campbell the cause 
of this accident, and he was much touched by the danc- 
ing-master's good-nature, who, between every twinge 
of pain, assured him that he should soon be welly and 
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«BdeaTOtured to a^ert Dr. Carai^U's displeasure. For- 
ester sat beside the bed, reproaching himself bitterly; 
and he was yet more sensible of his folly when he hea^ 
that the boys whose part he had hastily taken had fre- 
quently amnsed themselves with jdaying mischievous 
tricks upon this inoffensive man, who declared that he 
had. never purposely kicked their marbles out of the ring, 
but had always hnplored them to make way for him 
with all the civility in his power. 

Forester resolved that before he ever again attempted 
to do justice he would at least hear both sides of the 
question* 



THE ALARM. 

Forester would willmgly have sat up all night with 
M. Pasgrave, to foment his ankle from time to time, 
and, if possible^ to assuage the pain : but the man would 
Bot suffer him to sit up, and about twelve o'clock he 
retired to rest. He had scarcely fallen asleep when his 
door opened, and Archibald Mackenzie roused him by 
demanding in a peremptory tone how he could sleep 
when the whole family were frightened out of their wits 
by his {Nranks. 

" Is the dancing-master worse ? What's the matter 1'* 
exclaimed Forester, in great terror. 

Archibald replied that he was not ttdking nor thinking 
about the dancing-master, and desired Forester to make 
haste and dress himself, and that he would then soon ' 
hear what was the matter. 

Forester dressed himself as fast as he could, and fol- 
lowed Archibald through a long passage which led to a 
back staircase. ** Do you hear the noise 1^ said Archibdd. 

** Not Ij" said Forester. 

" Well, you'll hear it plain enough presently," said 
Archibald : " foUow me down stairs." 

He followed, and was surprised when he got into the 
hall to find all the family assembled. * Lady Catherine 
had been awakened by a noise, which she at first ima- 
gined to be the screaming of an infant. Her bedcham- 
ber was on the ground-flo(jr, and adjoining to Dp» Camp- 
dell's laboratory, from which the noise seemed., to #ro* 
<;eed. She wakened her son Archibald and Mrs. Camp* 
helki and, when she recovered her senses a littlCi she 

^20 
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listened to Dr. Campbell, who assured her that what h^ 
ladyship thought was the screamiag of an infant was the 
noise of a cat : the screams of this cat were terrible 
and when the light approached the door of the labora* 
tory, the animal flew at the door with so much fury that 
nobody could venture to open it. Everybody looked at 
Forester, as if they suspected that he had confined the 
cat, or that he was in some way or other the cause of 
Uie disturbance. The cat, who, from his having con- 
stantly fed and played with it, had grown extremely 
fond of him, used to follow him often from room, to 
room ; and he now recollected that it followed him the 
preceding evening into the laboratory when he went to 
replace the skeleton. He had not observed whether it 
came out of the room again, nor could he now conceive 
the cause of its yelling in this horrible manner. The 
animal seemed to be mad with pain. Dr. Campbell 
asked his son whether all the presses were locked. 
Heniy said he was sure that they were all locked. It 
was his business to lock them every evening, and he 
was so exact that nobody doubted his accuracy. 

Archibald Mackenzie, who all this time knew, or at least 
suspected, the truth, held himself in cunning silence. The 
preceding evening he, for want of something to do, had 
strolled into the laboratory, and, with the pure curiosity 
of idleness, peeped into the presses and took the stop- 
pers out of several of the bottles. Dr. Campbell hap- 
pened to come in, and carelessly asked him if he had 
been looking in the presses ; to which question Archi- 
bald, though with scarcely any motive for telling a false- 
hood, immediately replied in the negative. As the doc- 
tor turned his head, Archibald put aside a bottle, which 
he had just before taken out of the press ; and, fearing 
that the noise of replacing the glass stopper would be- 
tray him, he slipped it into his waistcoat pocket. — ^How 
much useless cunning ! All this transaction was now 
fully present to Archibald's memory; and he was well 
convinced that Henry had not seen the bottle when he 
afterward went to lock the presses ; that the cat had 
thrown it down; and that this was the cause of all the 
yelling that disturbed the house. Archibald, however, 
kept Ss lips fast closed ; he had told one falsehood ; he 
dreaded to have it discovered ; and he hoped the blame 
of the whole affair would rest upon Forester. At length 
the animal flew with diminished fury at the door; its 
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screams became feebler and feebler, till at last they 
totally ceased. There was silence: Dr. Campbell 
opened the door : the cat was seen stretched upon the 
unround, apparently lifeless. As Forester looked nearer 
at the poor animal he saw a twitching motion in one of 
its hind leg;s ; Dr. Campbell said that it was the convul- 
sion of death. Forester was just going to lift up his 
cat when his friend Henry stopped his Imnd, telling him 
that he would bum himself if he touched it. The hair 
and flesh of the cat on one side were burned away quite 
to the bone. Henry pointed to the broken bottle, which, 
he said, had contained vitriolic acid. 

Henry in vain attempted to discover by whom the 
bottle of vitriolic acid had been tzken out of its place. 
Suspicion naturally fell upon Forester, who, by his own 
account, wils the last person in the room before the 
presses had been locked for the night. Forester, in 
warm terms, asserted that he knew nothing of the mat- 
ter. Dr. Campbell coolly observed that Forester ought 
not to be surprised at bemg suspected upon this occa- 
sion ; because everybody had the greatest reason to sus- 
pect the person whom they had detected in one practical 
joke of planning another. 

^ Joke !" said Forester, looking down upon his lifeless 
favourite : " do you think me capable of such cruelty t 
Do you doubt my truth ?** exclaimed Forester, haughtily. 
** You are unjust. Turn me out of your house this in- 
stant. I do not desire your protection if I have forfeited 
your esteem.** 

** Go to bed for to-night in my house,** said Dr. Camp- 
bell; *' moderate your enthusiast^, and reflect coolly 
upon what has passed.** 

Dr. Campbell, as Forester indignantly withdrew, said, 
with a benevolent smile, as he looked after him, '* He 
wants nothing but a little common sense. Henry, you 
must give him a little of yours.** 

In the morning Forester first went to inquire how the 
dancing-master had slept ; and then knocked impatiently 
at Dr. Campbell's door. 

** My father is not awake,** said Henry ; but Forester 
marched directly up to the side of the bed, and drawing 
back the curtain with no gentle hand, cried, with a loud 
voice, ^ Dr. Campbell, I am come to beg your pardon^ 
I was angry when I said you were unjust." 
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" And I was asleep when you begged my pardon,*^ 
said Dr. Campbell, rubbing his eyes. 

*' The dancing-master's ankle is a great deal better 
and I have buried the poor cat," pursued Forester : " suki 
I hope now, doctor, you'll at least tell me that you da 
not really suspect me of any hand in her death. 

" Pray let me go to sleep," said Dr. Campbell, " and 
time your explanations a little be'tter." 



THE GERANIUM. 

The dancing^master gradually recovered irom his 
sprain ; and Forester spent all his pocket-money in buy* 
ing a new violin for him, as his had been broken in his 
faA: his watch had likewise been br(^en against the 
stone steps. Though Forester looked upon a watch as 
a useless bauble, y€^ he determined to get this mended ; 
and his friend Henry went with him for this purpose to 
a watchmaker's. 

While Henry Campbell and Forester were consultmg^ 
with the watchmaker upon the internal state of the 
bruised watch, Archibald Mackenzie, who followed them 
for a lounge, was looking over some new watches, and 
ardently wishing for the finest that he saw. As he was 
playing with this fine watch, the watchmaker begged 
that he would take care not to break it. 

Archibald, in the insolent tone in which he was used 
to speak to a tradesman^ replied, that if he did break it, he 
hoped he was able to pay for it. The watchmaker cinilly 
answered, *' he had ng doubt of that, but that the watch 
was not his property ; it was Sir Philip Gosling's, who 
would call for it, he expected, in a quarter of an hour,'* 

At the name of Sir Philip Gosling Archibald quickly 
changed his tone : he had a great ambition to be of Sir 
Philip's acquaintance ; for Sir Philip was a young man* 
who was to have a large fortune when he should come 
of age, and who, in the mean time, spent as much of it 
as possible with great spirit and little judgment. He 
had been sent to Edinburgh for his education ; and he 
spent his time in training horses, laying bets, parading 
in the pubhc walks, and ridiculing, or, in his own phrase» 
guizzing every sensible young man who applied to litera- 
ture or science. Sir Plulip> whenever he neq;u6nted an; 
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«r the pTofessor^s classes, took care to make it eTident 
to everybody present that he did not come there to 
leani, and that he looked down with contempt upfon all 
who were obliged to study : he was the first always to 
make any disturbance in the classes, or, in his elegant 
language, to make a row. 

Tins was the youth of whose acquaintance Archibald 
Mackenzie was ambitious. He staid in the shop, m 
hopes that Sir Philip would arrive : he was not disap- 
pointed ; Sir Philip came, and, with address which Lady 
Catherine would perhaps have admired, Archibald en- 
tered into conversation with the young baronet, if con- 
versation that might be called which consisted of a 
species of fashionable dialect, devoid of sense, and des- 
titute of any pretence to wit. To Forester this dialect 
was absolutely unintelligible : after he had listened to it 
with sober contempt for a few minutts, he pulled Henry 
away, sajring, •* Come, don't let us waste our time here ; 
let us go to the brewery that you promised to show me.'* 

Henry did not immediately yield to the rough pull of 
his indignant friend, for, at this instant, the door of a 
little back parlour behind the watchmaker's shop opened 
slowly, and a girl of about seven years old appeared, 
carrymg, with difficulty, a flower-pot, in which there 
was a ine large geranium in full flower. Henry, who 
saw that the child was scarcely able to carry it, took it 
out of her hands, and asked her, '* Where she would like 
to have it put 1" 

*• Here, for to-day !" said the little girl, sorrowfully ; 
** but to-morrow it goes away for ever !" 

The little girl was sorry to part with this geranium, 
because ^ she had watched it all tHe winter," and said, 
•* that she was very fond of it ; .but that she was willing 
to part with it, though it was just come into flower, be- 
cause the apothecary had told her that it was the cause 
of her grandmother's having been taken ill. Her grand- 
mother lodged," she said, ** in that little room, and the 
room was very close, and she was taken ill in the night 
— so ill that she could hardly speak or stir; and when 
the apothecary came, he said," continued the little girl, 
" it was no wonder anybody was ill, who slept in such ^ 
little close room, with such a great geranium in it to 
poison the air. So my geranium must go !" concluded 
she with a sigh : *^but as it is for gran(£nother, I shaQ 
never think of it again.'^ 
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Henry Oaitipbdl and Forester were bo^ stniok with 
the modest simplicity of this child's countenance and 
manner, and they were pleased with the unaffected ^n- 
erosity with which she gave up her favourite geramum* 

Forester noted this down in his mind, as a fresh in- 
stance in favour of his exclttsive good opinion of the 
poor. This little girl looked poor, tho^^h she was 
decently dressed; she was so thm that her little cheek 
bones could plainly be seen ; her face had not the roimd, 
rosy beauty of cheerful health : she was pate and sallow, 
and she looked in patient misery. Moved witii com- 
passion, Forester regretted that he had no BK>ney to give 
where it might have been so well bestowed. He was 
always extravagant in his generosity ; he would often 
give five grnneas where five shillings would have been 
enough, and by these means he reduced himself to the 
necessity sometimes o( refusing assistance to deserving 
objects. On his journey from Ins father's house to £din« 
burgh, he lavished, in undistingniahing charityria consider- 
able sum of money; and all that he had remaining of 
this money he i^nt in purchasing the new vioMn for M. 
Pasgrave. Dr. Campbell absokvtely refused to advance 
his ward any money till his next quarterly aflowance 
should become due. Henry, whe always perceived 
quickly what passed in the minds of others, guessed at 
Forester's thoughts by his countenance, and forebore to 
produce his own money, though he had it just ready in 
his hand : he knew that he coidd call s^in at the watch- 
maker's, and give what he pleased, without ostentation. 

Upon questioning the little girl further concerning her 
grandmother's illness, Henry discovered that the old 
woman had sat up late ac mght knitting, and that, feeling 
herself extremelycold, she got a pan of diarcoal into 
her room; that,^lon afterward, she felt uncommonly 
Giowsyi ; and when her little granddaughter spoke to her, 
and ask^d her why she did not come to bed? she made 
no answer: a few minutes after this she dropged from 
her chair. The child was extremely frightened, and 
though she felt it very difficult to rouse herself^ she said 
she got up as fast as she could, opened the door, and 
called to the watchmaker's wife, who luckily had been 
at work late, and was now raking the kitchen fire. With 
her assistance the old woman was brought into the air, 
and presently returned to her senses : tiie pan of char- 
coal had been Uikea away before the apothecary camit 
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in the morning; as he was, in a great hurry when he 
called, he made but few inquiries, sjid consequently c<^ 
demned the geranium without sufficient evidence. As 
he left the house, he carelessly said, ** My wife would 
like that geranium, I think." And the poor old woman, 
who had but a very small fee to offer, was eager to give 
any thing that seemed to please the doctor. 

Forester, when he heard this story, burst into a con- 
temptuous exclamation against the meanness of this and 
of all other apothecaries. Henry inform^ the httle 
girl that the charcoal had been the cause of her grand- 
mother's illness, and advised them never, upon any ac- 
count, to keep a pan of charcoal again in her bedchsumber ; 
he told her that many people had been killed by this 
practice. " Then," cried the httle girl, joyfully, " if it 
was the charcoal, and not the geranium, that made grand- 
mother ill, I may keep my beautiful geranium :" and she 
ran immediately to gather some of the flowers, which 
she offered to Henry and to Forester. Forester, who 
was still absorbed in the contemplation of the apothe- 
cary's meanness, took the flowers, without perceiving 
that he took them, and pulled them to pieces as he went 
on thinking. Henry, when the little girl held the gei-a- 
niums up to him, observed that the back of her hand was 
bruised and black ; he asked her how she had hurt, her- 
self, and she replied innocently, ** that she had not hurt 
herself^ but that her schoolmistress was a very strict 
woman." Forester, roused from his revery, desired to 
hear what the little girl meant by a strict woman, and 
she explained herself more fully : she said, that, as a 
favour, her grandmother had obtained leave from some 
CTeat lady to send her to a charity-school : that she went 
ttiere every day to learn to read and work, but that the 
mistress of the charity-school ustfd her scholars very 
severely, and often kept them for hours, after they had 
done their own tasks, to spin for her ; and that she beat 
them if they did not sjnn as much as she expected. The 
little girl's grandmother then sajd that she knew all this, 
but that she did not dare to complain, because the school- 
mistress was under the patronage of some of " the grand- 
est ladies in Edinburgh," and that, as she could not afford 
to pay for her little lass's schooUng, she was forced to 
have her taught as well as she conld fornothing. 

Forester, fired with indignation at this history of in- 
justice, resolved) at all events, to stand forth immediately 
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in the child*s defence ; bat, without stajring to consider 
how the wrong could be redressed, he thought only of 
the quickest, or, as he said,' the most niaiil}^ means 
of doing the business : he declared, that if the little girl 
would show him the way to the school, he would go 
that instant and speak to the woman in the midst of ail 
her scholars. Henry in vain represented that this would, 
not be a prudent mode of proceeding. 

Forester disdained prudence, and, trusting securely to 
the power of his own eloquence, he set out with the 
child, whb seemed rather afraid to come to open war 
with her t)rrant. Henry was obliged to return home to 
his father, who had usually business for him to do about 
this time. The little girl had staid at home on account 
of her grandmother's illness, but all the other scholars 
were hard at work, spinning in a close room, when 
Forester arrived. 

He marched directly into the school-room. The 
wheels stopped at once on his appearance, and the school- 
mistress, a raw*boned, intrepid-looking woman, eyed him 
with amazement; he broke silence in the following 
words : — 

" Vile woman, your injustice is come to light ! How 
can you dare to tyrarmize over these poor children 1 Is it 
because they are poor 1 Take my advice, children, resist 
this tyrant, put by your wheels, and spin for her no more." 

The children did not move, and the schoolmistress 
poured out a torrent of abuse in broad Scotch, which to 
the English ear of Forester was unintelligible. At 
lenp^h she made him comprehend her principsd questions 
—Who he was 1 and by whose authority he interfered 
between her and her scholars 1 " By nobody's authority," 
was Forester's answer ; " I want no authority to speaJL 
in the cause of injured innocence." No sooner had the 
woman heard these words than she called to her hus- 
band, who was writing in an adjoining room : without 
further ceremony, they both seized Upon our hero, and 
turned him out of the house. 

The woman revenged herself without mercy upon the 
little girl whom Forester had attempted to defend, and 
dismissed her, with advice never more to complain of 
being obliged to spin for her mistress. 

Mortified by the ill success of his enterprise. Forester 
returned home, attributing the failure of his eloquence 
chiefly to his ignorance of the Scotch dialect. 
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THE CANARY-BIRD. 



At his return. Forester heard that all Dr. Campbell's 
family were going that evening to visit a gentleman 
who had an excellent cabinet of minerals. He had some 
desire to see the fossils ; but when he came to the gen- 
tleman's house, he soon found himself disturbed at the 
S raises bestowed by some ladies in company upon a 
ttle canary-bird which belonged to the mistress of the 
house. He began to kick Ms feet together, to hang first 
wie arm and then the other, over the back of his chair, 
with the obvious expression of impatience and contempt 
in his countenance. Henry Campbell, in the mean time, 
said, without any embarrassment, just what he thought 
about the bird. Archibald Mackenzie, with artificial ad* 
miration, said a vast deal more than he thought, in hopes 
of effectually recommending himself to the lady of the 
house. The lady told him the history of three birds, 
which had sucpessivelv inhabited the cage before the 
{vesent occupier. " They all died," continued she, " in 
a most extraordinary manner, one after another, in a 
short space of time, in convulsions." 

"Don't listen," whispered Forester, pulling Henry 
away from the crowd who surrounded the bird-cage ; 
** how can you listen, like that polite hypocrite, to this 
foolish woman's history of her extraordinary favourites 1 
Come down stairs with me. I want to tell you my ad- 
venture with the schoolmistress ; we can take a turn in 
the hall and oome back before the cabinet of minerals is 
opened, and before these women have finished the cere- 
mony of tear— come." 

** I'll come presently," said Henry ; " I really want to 
hear this." 

Henry Campbell was not listening to the history of ^ 
the lady's favourite birds like a polite hypocrite, but like 
a good-natured sensible person; the circumstances re- 
called to his memory the conversation that we formerly 
mentioned, which began about pickled cucumbers, and 
ended with Dr. Campbell's giving an account of the 
effects of some poisons. In consequence of this conver- 
sation, Henry's attention had been turned to the subject, 
and he had read several essays, which had informed him 
of many curious facts. He recollected, in particular, to 
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have met with the account* of a bird, who had been 
poisoned, and whose case bore a strong resemblance to 
the present. He begged leave to examine the cage, in 
order to discover whether there were any lead about it, 
with which the birds could have poisoned themselves. 
No lead was to be found : he next examined whether 
there were any white or green paint about it ; he inquired 
whence the water came which the birds had drunk ; and 
he examined the trough which held their seeds. The 
lady, while he was pursuing these inquiries, said she was 
sure that the birds could not have died either for want 
of air or exercise, for that she often left the cage open 
on purpose, that they might fly about the room. Henry 
immediately looked round the room, and at length he 
observed in an inkstand which stood upon a writing- 
table a number of wafers, which were many of them 
chipped round the edges ; upon sweeping out the bird- 
cage, he found a few very small bits of wafer mixed with 
the seeds and dust ; he was now persuaded that the birds 
had eaten the wafers, and that they had been poisoned 
by the red lead which they contained ; he was confirmed 
in this opinion by being told that the wafers had lately 
been missed very frequently, and it had been imagined 
that they had been used by the servants. Henry begged 
the lady would try an experiment, which might probably 
save the life of her new favourite ; the lady, though she 
had never before tried an experiment, was eas3y pre- 
vailed upon. She promised Henry that she would lock 
up the wafers ; and he prophesied that her bird would 
not, like his predecessors, come to an untimely end. 
Archibald Mackenzie was vexed to observe that know- 
ledge had in this instance succeeded better, even with a 
lady, than flattery. As for Forester, he would certainly 
have admired his friend Henry's ingenuity, if he bad 
been attending to what had passed ; but he had taken a 
book, and had seated himself in an arm-chair, which had 
been placed on purpose for an old gentleman in company, 
and was deep in the history of a man who had been cast 
away, some hundred years ago, upon a desert island. 

He condescended, however, to put down his book 
when the fossils were produced: and, as if he had just 
awakened from a dream, rubbed his eyes, stretched him- 
Belf, and joined the rest of the company. The malicious 

* Faleoner on the Poison ofLead and Ckipper. 
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Archibald, who obsenred that Forester had seated him-^ 
self, through absence of mind, in a place which prevented 
some of the ladies from seeing the fossils, instantly made 
a parade of his own politeness, to contrast himself ad- 
vantageously with the rude negligence of his companion ; 
but Archibald's poUteness was always particularly di* 
rected to the persons in company whom he thought of 
the most importance. '* You can't see there," said For- 
ester, suddenly rousing himself, and observing that Dr. 
Campbell'a daughter, Miss Flora Campbell, was standing 
behind Mm ; ^had you not better sit down in this chair ? 
I don't want it, because I can see over your head ; sit 
down." Archibald smiled at Forester's simplicity in 
paying his awkward compliment to the young lady, who 
had, according to his mode of estimating, the least pre- 
tensions to notice -of any one present. Flora Campbell 
was neither rich nor beautiful, but she had a happy mix- 
ture in her manners of Scottish sprightliness and English 
reserve. She had an eager desire to improve herself, 
while a nice sense of propriety taught her never to in- 
trude upon general notice, or to recede from conversation 
with airs of counterfeit humility. Forester admired her 
abiUties, because he imagined that he was the only per- 
son who had ever discovered them; as to her manners, 
he never observed these, but, even while he ridiculed pK)- 
liteness, he was anxious to find out what she thought 
polite. After he had told her all that he knew concem- 
mg the fossils, as they were produced from the cabinet, 
and. he was far from ignorant, he at length perceived 
that she knew full as much of natural history as he did, 
and he was surprised that a young lady should know so 
much, and should not be conceited. Flora, however, 
soon sank many degrees in his opinion ; for, after the 
cabinet of mineralogy was shut, some of the company 
tadked of a ball wMch was to be given in a few days, 
and Flora, vnth innocent gayety, said to Forester, " Have 
you learned to dance a Scotch reel since you came to 
Scotland?" — " //" cned Forester, with contempt ; " do 
you think it the height of human perfection to dance a 
Scotch reel ? — then that fine young laird Mr. Archibald 
Mackenzie will suit you much better than I shall." 

And Forester returned to his arm-chair and his desert 
island. 

L2 
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THE KEY. 



It was unfortunate that Forester retired from conQiairf 
in such abrupt displeasure at Flora Campbell's question^ 
for had he borne the idea of a Scotch reel more Uke a 
philosopher, he would have heard of something interest** 
ing relative to the intended baU, if any thing relative to a 
ball could be interesting to him. It was a charity4)all« 
for the benefit of the mistress of the very cfaaTi^<.school* 
to which the little girl with the bruised hand belonged. 
•♦ Do you know," said Henry to Forester, when they re- 
turned home, *' that I have great hopes we iriiall be able 
to get justice done to the poor children. I hope the 
tyrannical schoolmistress may yet be punished. The lady 
with whom we drank tea yesterday is one of the patron* 
esses of the charity-schooL'* 

"Lady patronesses!" cried Forester; "we need not 
expect justice from a lady ptroness, depend upon it, 
especially at a ball; her head will be full of feathers, or 
some such things. I prophesy you will not succeed 
better than I have." 

The desponding prophecies of Forester did not deter 
Henry from pursuing a scheme which he had formed. 
The lady who was the mistress of the canary-^bird came 
in a few days to visit his mother, and she told him that 
his experiment had succeeded, that she had regularly 
locked up the wafers, and that her favourite bird was in 
perfect health. " And what fee, doctor," said i^e, emilmgf 
" shall I give you for saving his life ?" 

" I will tell you in a few minutes," rej^ed Henry; and 
in a few minutes the little girl and her geranium were 
sent for, and appeared. Henry told the lady all the cir^ 
cumstances of her story with so much feeling, and at the 
same time with so much propriety, that she became 
interested in the cause : she declared that she would do 
every tlimg in her power to prevail upon the other ladies 
to examine into the conduct of the schoc^mistress, and 
to have her dismissed immediately, if it should appear 
that she had behaved improperly. 

Forester, who was present at this declaration, was 
much astonished that a lady whom h^ had seen caress- 

* There is no charity-school of this doscrfption U Edinl)ur«h ; thU cmdboV 
tlMrelbrsy bs nustaken for priTtte s«tirt. 
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kBig a canary-bird coold speak with so much decision and 
good sense. Henry obtained his fee : he asked and re- 
ceived permission to place the geranimn in the middle 
of the supper-table at the ball ; and he begged that the 
lady would take an opportunity at supper to mention the 
curcumstances which he had related to her; but this she 
declined, and politely said that she was sure Henry 
would tell the story much better than she could. 

^ Come out and walk with me," said Forester to Henry, 
as soon as the lady was gone. Henry frequently left his 
occupations with great good-nature to accompany our 
hero in his rambles, and he usually followed the subjects 
of conversation which Forester started. He saw, by the 
pnravity of his countenance, that he had somethii^ of 
unportance revolving in his mind. After he had proceeded 
in silence for some time along the walk, under the high 
rock called Arthur's Seat, he suddenly stopped, and turn- 
ing to Henry, exclaimed, '* I esteem you; do not make 
me despise you!" 

** I hope I never shall," said Henry, a Uttle surprised by 
his fneiKi's manner: *'what is the matter 1" 

" Leave balls, and lady patronesses, and petty artifices, 
and supple address to such people as Archibald Macken- 
zie," pursued Forester, with enthusiasm . — 

** Wlio noble ends by noble means pnrroes ^ 
** Will scorn canary-birds, and ooitbU shoetf** 

replied Henry, laughing : '* I see no meanness in my con- 
duct ; I do not know what it is you disapprove." 

" I do not approve," said Forester, " of your having 
recourse to mean address to obtain justice." 

Henry requested to know what his severe friend meant 
by address; but this was not easily explained. Forester, 
in his definition of mean address, included all that atten- 
tion to the feelings of others, all those honest arts of 
pleasing, which make society agreeable. Henry endeav- 
oured to convince him that it was possible for a person 
to wish to please, nay, even to succeed in that wish, 
without being insincere. Their argument and their walk 
continued, till Henry, who, though very active, ij^as not 
. quite so robust as his friend, was completely tired, espe- 
cially as he perceived that Forester's opinions remained 
unshaken. 

" How effeminate you gentlemen are !" cried Forester: 
^see what it is to be brought up in the lap of luxury* 
21 
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VHxv I am not at all tired; I could walk a dozen iniie9 
ferther, without being in the least fatigued !** 

Henry thought it a. very good thing to be able to walk 
a number of miles without being fatigued, but he did not 
consider it as the highest perfection of human nature. In 
his friend's present mood, nothing less could content him, 
and Forester went on to demonstrate to the weary Hentyy 
that all fortitude, all courage, and all the manly virtues 
were inseparably connected with pedestrian indefatigabil' 
ity. Henry, with good-natured presence of mind, which 
perhaps his friend would have called m^on addressydivexted 
our hero's rising indignation Inr proposing that they should 
both go and look at the large brewery, which was in their 
way home, and with which Forester would, he thought, 
be entertained. 

The brewery fortunately turned the course of Fores- 
ter's thoughts, and, instead of quarrelling with his friend 
for being tired, he condescended to postpone all further 
debate. Forester had, from his childhood, a habit of 
twirling a key whenever he was thinking intently : the 
key had been produced, and had been twirling upon its 
accustomed thumb during the argument upon address ; 
and it was still in Forester's hand when they went into 
the brewery. As he looked and listened, the key was 
essential to his power of attending; at length, as he 
stopped to view a large brewing vat, the key unluckily 
- slipped from his thumb, and fell to the bottom of the vat ; 
it was so deep, that the tinkling sound of the key, as'it 
touched the bottom, was scarcely heard. A young man 
who belonged to the brewery immediately descended by 
a ladder into the vat to get the key, but scarcely had he 
reached the bottom, when he fell down senseless. Henry 
Campbell was speaking to one of the clerks of the brew- 
ery when this accident happened : a man came running 
to them with the news, " The vat has not been cleaned — 
it's full of bad air." — " Draw him up, let down a hook and 
cords for him instantly, or he's a dead man," cried Henry, 
and he instantly ran to the place. Y^at was his terror 
when he beheld Forester descending the ladder! He 
called to him to stop ; he assured him that the man could 
be saved without his hazarding his life ; but Forester per- 
sisted: he had one end of a cord in his hand, which he 
said he could fasten in an instant round the man's body. 
There was a sky-light nearly over the vat, so that tbs 
light fell directly upon the bottom. 
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Henry saw his friend reach the last rang of the ladder* 
As Forester stooped to put the rope round the shoulders 
of the man, who lay insensible at the bottom of the yat, 
a sudden air of idiocy came over his animated counte- 
nance ; his limbs seemed no longer to obey his will ; his 
arms dropped, and he fell insensible. 

The spectators, who were looking down from above, 
were so much terrified that they could not decide to do 
any thing: some cried, " It's aU over with him! Why 
would he go down?" Others ran to procure a hook — 
others called to him to take up the rope again, if he pos- 
sibly could: but Forester could not hear or understand 
them. Henry Campbell was the only person who, in 
this scene of aanger and confusion, had sufficient presence 
of mind to be of service. 

Near the large vat into which Forester had descended 
there was a cistern of cold vater. Henry seized a 
bucket which was floating in the cistern, filled it with 
water, and emptied the water into the^vat, dashing it 
against the sides, to disperse the watei*, and to displace 
the mephitic air.* He called to the people who sur- 
rounded him for assistance ; the water expelled the air ; 
and, when it was safe to descend, Henry mstantly went 
down the ladder himself, and fastened the cord round 
Forester, who was quite helpless. 

** Draw him up !" said Henry. They drew him up. 
Henry fastened another cord round the body of the other 
man who lay at the bottom of the vessel, and he was 
taken up in the same manner. Forester soon returned 
to his senses when he was carried into the air ; it was 
with more difficulty that the other man, whose anima- 
tion had been longer suspended, was recovered; at 
length, however, by proper applications, his lungs played 
freely, he stretched himself, looked round upon the peo- 
ple who were about him with an air of astonishment, 
and was some time before he could recollect what had 
happened to him. Forester, as soon as he had recovered 
the use of his understanding, was in extreme anxiety to 
know whether the poor man who went dovim for his key 
had been saved. His gratitude to Henry, when he heard 
all that had passed, was expressed in the most enthusi- 
astic manner. 

*' I acted like a madman, and you like a man of sense,* 

* Carbonic add gw. 
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said F<Mre8ter. ^ Yon always know how to do good: I 
do mischief whenever I attempt to do good. But now 
donH expect, Henry, that I should give up any of my 
omnions to you because you have saved my life. I shall 
always argue with you just as I did before. Remem- 
ber, I despise address. I donH yield a single point to 
you. Gratitude shall never make me a sycophanf 



THE FLOWER-POT 

Eager to prove that he was not a sycophant, Forester, 
when he returned home with his friend Henry, took 
every possible occasion to contradict him, with even 
more than his customary rigidity ; nay, he went further 
still to vindicate his sinceri^. 

Flora Campbell had never entirely recovered our heroes 
esteem since she had unwittingly expressed her love 
for Scotch reels; but she was ha^^ily unconscious of 
the crime she h*ad committed, and was wholly intent 
upon pleasing her father and mother, her brother Henry, 
and herself. She had a constant flow of good spirits, 
and the charming domestic talent of making every trifle 
a source of amusement to herself and others : she was 
sprightly, without being frivolous; and the uniform sweet- 
ness of her temper showed that she was not in the least in 
want of flattery or dissipation to support her gayety. 
But Forester, as the friend of her brother, thought it 
incumbent upon him to discover faults in her which no one 
else could discover, and to assist in her education, thou^ 
she was only one year younger than himself. She had 
amused herself the morning that Forester and her brother 
were at the brewery with painting a pasteboard covering 
for the flower-pot which held the poor little girPs cra- 
nium. Flora had heard from her brother of his inten- 
tion to place it in the middle of the supper-table at the 
ball; and she flattered herself that he would like to see 
it ornamented by her hands at his return. She produced 
it after dinner. Henry thanked her, and her father and 
mother were pleased to see her eagerness to oblige her 
brother. The cjmical Forester alone refused his sym- 
pathy. He looked at the flower-pot with marked dis- 
dain. Archibald, who delighted to contrast himself 
with the unpolished Forester, and who remarked that 
Flora and her brother were both somewhat surprised at 
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Ids unsociable silence^ slyly said, ^ Theresa somethinain 
this flower-pot, Miss Campbell, which does not suit Mr. 
Forester's correct taiste ; I wish he would allow us to 
profit by his criticisms." 

Forester vouchsafed not a reply. 

•* Don't you like it, Forester ?" said Henrjr. 

**No,he does not like it," said Flora, snuling; "don*t 
force him to say that he does." 

<* Force me to say I like what I don't like !" repeated 
Forester; " no, I defy anybody to do that." 

** But why," said Dr. Campbell, laughing, " why such 
a waste of energy and magnanimity about a trifle % If 
you were upon your trial for life or death, Mr. Forester, 
you could not look more resolutely guarded, — more as 
if yon had ' worked up each corporal agent' to the terri- 
ble feat!" ' 

** Sir," said Forester, who bore the laugh that was 
raised against him with the air of a martyr, '* 1 can bear 
even your ridicule in the cause of truth." The laugh 
continued at the solemnity with which he pronounced 
these words. " I think," pursued Forester, ** that those 
who do not respect truth in trifles will never respect it 
in matters of consequence."" 

Archibald Mackenzie laughed more loudly, and with 
affectation, at thisj speech : Henry and Dr. Campbell's 
laughter instantly eeased. 

*'Do not mistake us," said Dr. Campbell; ''we did 
not laugh at your principles, we only laughed at your 
manner." 

'' And are not principles of rather more consequence 
than manners ?" 

** Of infinitely more consequence," said Dr. Campbell: 
**but why to excellent pnnciples may we not add 
agreeable manners ? Why should not truth be amiable 
as well as respectable ? You, who have such enlarged 
views for the good of the whole human race, are, I make 
no doubt, desirous that your fellow-creatures should love 
truth as well as you love it yourself." 

" Certainly, I wish they did," said Forester. 

" And have jwur observations upon the feelings of 
others, and upon your own, led you to conclude that we 
are most apt to bke those things which always give us 
pain ! And do you, upon this principle, wish to make 
truth as painful as possible, in order to increase our love 
for it r 

L3 
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*I dont wish to make tnitli pBhxtal/* said Fofoter; 
•* but, at the same time, it is not my fault if people can*t 
bear pain. I think people who canH bear pain, both of 
body and mind, cannot be good for any thing ; for, in the 
first plabe, they will always,'' said Forester, glancing his 
eye at Flora and her flower-pot, ** they will always pre- 
fer flattery to truth, as ail weak people do." 

At this sarcastic reflection, which seemed to be aimed 
at the sex. Lady Catherine, Mrs. Campbell, and all the 
ladies present, except Flora, began to speak at once in 
their own vindication. 

As soon as there was any prospect of peace Dr. 
Campbell resumed his argument, in the calmest voice 
imaginable. 

** But, Mr. Forester, without troubling ourselves for 
the present with the affairs of the ladies, or of weak 
people, may I ask what degree of unnecessary pain you 
think it the duty of a strong person, a moral Samson, 
to bear?" 

'* Unnecessary pain ! I do not think it is anybody's 
duty to bear unnecessary pain." 

*• Nor to make others bear it V* 

" Nor to make others bear it." 

** Then we need argue no further. I congratulate you, 
Mr. Forester, upon your becoming so soon a proselyte 
to politeness." 

" To politeness !" said Forester, starting back. 

" Yes, my good sir ; real politeness only teaches ns 
to save others from unnecessary pain ; andfMif you have 
just allowed to be your wish. — ^And now for the grand 
affair of Flora's flower-pot. You are not liound by po- 
liteness to tell any falsehoods ; weak as she is, and a 
woman, I hope she can bear to hear the painM truth 
vpon such an important occasion." 

" Why," said Forester, who at last suffered his fea- 
tu'^es to relax into a smile, " the truth then is, that I 
-on't know whether the flower-pot be pretty or ugly ; but 
I was determined not to say it was pretty." 

" But why," said Henry, " did you look so heroically 
severe about the matter ?" 

" The reason I looked grave," said Forester, " was, 
because I was afraid your sister Flora would be spoiled 
by all the foolish compliments that were paid to her and 
her flower-pot." 

** You are very considerate ; and Flora, I am sujra, is 
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much obliffed to you,** sai'd Dr. Campbell, smiling, **fer 
being so clear-sighted to the dangers of female vanity. 
You would not then, with a safe conscience, trust the 
completion of her education to her mother, or to my« 
selfr 

" I am sure, sir,** said Forester, who now, for the first 
time, seemed sensible that he had not spoken with perfect 
propriety, ** I would not interfere impertinently for the 
world. You are the best judges ; only I thought parents 
were apt to be partial. Henry has saved my hfe, and I 
am interested for every thing that belongs to him. So 
I hope, if I said any thing rude, you will attribute it to 
a good motive. I wish the flower-pot had never made 
its appearance, for it has made me appear very imper- 
tinent.'* • 

Flora laughed with so much good-humour at this odd 
method of expressing his contrition, that even Forester 
acknowledged the influence of engaging manners and 
sweetness of temper. He lifted up the flower-pot, so as 
completely to screen his face, and, while he appeared to 
be examining it, he said, in a low voice, to Henry, ^ She 
is above the foibles of her sex." 

** Oh, Mr. Forester, take care !" cried Flora. 

" Of what 1" said Forester, starting. 

** It is too late now," said Flora. 

And it was too late : — ^Forester, in his awkward man- 
ner of lifting the flower-pot and its painted case, had 
put his thumbs into the mould, with which the flower- 
pot had been \iewly filled. It was quite soft and wet. 
Flora, when she called to him, saw the two black thumbs 
just ready to stamp themselves upon her work, and her 
warning only accelerated its fate ; for the instant she 
spoke, the thumbs closed upon the painted covering, and 
Forester was the last to perceive the mischief that he 
had done. 

There was no possibility of effacing the stains, nor 
was there time to repair the damage, for the ball was 
to commence in a few hours, and Mora was obliged to 
send her disfigured work, without having had the satis- 
faction of hearing the ejaculation which Forester pro- 
nounced in her praise behind the flower-pot 
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Henry seized the moment when Forester was softened 
by the mixed eflFect of Dr. Campbell's raillery and Flora's 
good-humour, to persuade him that it would be perfectly 
consistent with sound philosophy to dress himself for a 
ball, nay, even to dance a country-dance. The word 
reek to which Forester had taken a dislike, Henry pru- 
dently forbore to mention;, and Flora> observing and 
artfully imitating her brother's prudence,^ubstituted the 
word hays instead of reels in her conversation. Whea 
all the party were ready to go to the ball, and the car- 
riages at the door, Forester was in Dr. Cimpbell'a 
study, reading the natural history of the elephant.. 

" Come," said Henry, who had been se4rching for him 
all pver the house, ** we are waiting for you ; I'm glad 
to see you dressed — come T' 

" I wish you would leave me behind," said Forester^ 
who seemed to have relapsed into his former unsociable 
humour, from having been left half an hour in his be- 
loved solitude ; nor would Henry probably have pre- 
vailed, if he had not pointed to the prmt of the elephant.* 
" That mighty animal, you see, is so docile that he lets 
himself be guided by a young boy,'' said Henry j " and 
so must you." 

As he spoke he pulled Forester gently, who thought 
he could not show less docihty than his favourite ani- 
mal. When they entered thie ball-room, Archibald Mac- 
kenzie asked Flora to dance, while Forester was con- 
sidering where he should put his hat. " Are you going 
to dance without me 1 I thought I had asked you to 
dance with me. I intended it all the time we were 
coming in the coach." 

Flora thanked him for his kind intentions ; while Archi- 
bald, with a look of triumph, hurried his partner away, 
and the dance began. Forester saw this transaction m 
the most serious light, and it aflforded him subject for 
meditation till at least half a dozen country-dances had 
been finished. In vain the Berwick Jockey, the High- 
land Laddie, and the Flowers of Edinburgh were played; 
" they suited not the gloomy habit" of his soul. He 
fixed himself behind a pillar, proof against music, mirth» 
and sympathy: he looked upon the dancers with a 

* Cabinet of QoadnipedB;. 
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cynical eve. At lehgih he found an amusement mt 
gratified nis present splenetic humour ; he applied both 
ma hands to his ears, effectually to stop out the sound 
of the music, that he might enjoy the ridiculous spec- 
tacle of a number of people capering about without any 
apparent motive. Forester's attitude caught the atten- 
tion of some of the company ; indeed it was strikingly 
awkward* His elbows stuck out from his ears, and his 
head was sunk beneath his shoulders. Archibald Mac- 
kenzie was delighted beyond measure at his figure, and 
pointed him out to his acquaintance with all possible 
expedition. The laugh and the whisper circulated with 
rapidity. Henry, who was dancing,, did not perceive 
what was going on till his partner said to him, ** Pray, 
who is that strangle mortall^ 

" My friend," cried Henry ; ** will you excuse me for 
one instant T' And he ran up to Forester, and roused 
him from his singular attitude. **He is," continued 
Henry, as he returned to his partner, '* an excellent young 
man, and he has superior abilities ; we must not quarrel 
witii him for trifles." 

With what different eyes different people behold the 
same objects ! While Forester had been stopping his 
ears. Dr. Campbell, who had more of the nature of the 
laughing than of the weeping philosopher, had found 
much benevolent pleasure in contemplating the festive 
scene. Not that any folly or ridicule escaped his keen 
penetration ; but he saw every thing with an indulgent 
eye ; and, if he laughed, laughed in such a manner that 
even those who were the objects of his pleasantry could 
scarcely have forborne to eympathixe in his mirth. 
Folly, he thought, could be as effectually corrected by 
the ticklinff of a feather as by tlie lash of the satirist. 
When Lady Margaret McGregor and Lady Mary Mac- 
intosh, for instance, had almost forced their unhappy 
partners into a quarrel to support their respective claims 
to precedency. Dr. Campbell, who was appealed to as 
the relation of both the furious fair ones, decided the 
c^erence expeditiously, and much to the amusement 
of the company, by observing, that, as the pretensions 
of each of the ladies were incontrovertible, and precisely 
balanced, there was but one possible method of adjust- 
ing their precedency— by their age. He was convinced, 
he said, that the youngest lady would with pleasure 
yifdd precedency to the elder. The contest was now . 
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imch should stand the lowest, instead of which shoidd 
stand the highest, in the dance : and when the prooliB of 
seniority could not be settled, the fair ones drew lots for 
their places and submitted that to chance which could 
not be determined by prudence. 

Forester stood beside Dr. Campbellwhile all this passed, 
and wasted a considerable portion of virtuous indigna- 
tion upon the occasion. ^ And look at that absurd crea- 
ture!'' exclaimed Forester, pointing out to Dr. CampbeH 
a girl who was footing and poundmg for fame at a pro- 
digious rate. Dr. Campbell turned from the pounding 
lady to observe his own daughter Flora, and a smile of 
dehght came over his countenance : for ^parents are apt 
to he partioT — especially those who have such daughters 
as Flora. Her light figure and graceful agility attracted 
the attention even of many impartial spectators; but 
she was not intent upon adiaiiration : she seemed to be 
dancing in the gayety of her heart ; and that was a species 
of gayety in which every one S3nnpathized, because, it 
was natural, and of which every one approved, because it 
was innocent. There was a certain delicacy mixed with 
her sportive humour, which seemed to govern, without 
restraining, the tide of her spirits. Her father's eye 
was following her as she danced to a lively Scotch tune, 
when Forester pulled Dr. Campbell's cane, on which he 
was leaning, and exclaimed, •* Doctor, I've just thought 
of an excellent plan for a tragedy !" 

" A tragedy !" repeated Dr. Campbell, with unfeigned 
8un)rise ; " are you sure you don't mean a comedy 1" 

Forester persisted that he meant a tragedy, and was 
proceeding to open the plot. — ^** Don't force me to your 
tragedy now," said Dr. Campbell, " or it will infallibly 
be condemned. I cannot say that I have my hiskin on; 
and I advise you to take yours off. Look, is that the 
tr^c muse ?" 

Forester was astonished to find that so great a man 
as Dr. Campbell had so little the power of abstraction ; 
and he retired to muse upon the opening of his tragedy 
in a recess under the music gallery. But here he was 
not suffered long to remain undisturbed ; for near this 
spot Sir PhiUp Gosling presen^ stationed himself; 
Archibald Mackenzie, who left off dancing as soon as 
Sir Philip entered the room, came to the half-intoxicated 
baronet ; and they, with some other young men worthy 
of their acquaintance, began ao loud a contest C)onceni«» 



THE BALL. 37 

1^ ttie nmnber^f bottles of claret which a man migitt 
could, or should drink at a sitting, that even Forester's 
powers of abstraction failed, and ms tragic muse took her 
^ht. 

"Supper! supper! thank God !^ exclaimed Sir Philip, 
as supper was now announced. ** Fd never set my foot 
in a Dail-room," added he, with several suitable oaths, 
* if it was not for the supper." 

"Is that a rational being?" cried Forester to Dr. 
Campbell, after Sir Philip had passed them. 

** Speak a little lower," said Dr. Campbell, ** or he will 
infallibly prove his title to rationality by shooting you, 
or by making you shoot him, through the head." 

** But, sir," said Forester, holding Dr. Campbell fast, 
while all the rest of the company were going down to 
supper, " how can you bear such a number of foolish, 
disagreeable people with patience ?" 

"What would you have me dol" said Dr. Campbell. 
" Would you have me get up and preach in the middle of 
a ball-room ! Is it not as well, since we are here, to 
amuse ourselves with whatever can afford us any amuse- 
ment, and to keep in good-humour with all the world, es- 
pecially with ourselves ? — ^and had we not better foUow 
the crowd to supper?" 

Forester went down stairs; but as he crossed an 
antechamber which led to the supper-room, he ex- 
claimed, " If I were a legislator, I would prohibit balls." 

"And if you were a legislator," said Dr. Campbell, 
pointing to a tea-kettle which was on the fire in the ante- 
chamber, and from the spout of which a gray cloud of 
vapour issued — ^^ if you were a legislator, would not you 
have stoppers wedged tight into the spouts of all tea- 
kettles in your dominions ?" 

" No, sir," said Forester ; " they would burst." * 

" And do you tjiink that folly would not burst, and 
do more mischief than a tea-kettle in the explosion, if 
you confined it so tight !" 

Forester would willingly have staid in the antecham- 
ber to begin a critical dissection of this allusion ; but 
Dr. Campbell carried him forwards into the supper-room. 
Flora had kept a seat for her father ; and Henry met 
ibem at the door. 

" I was just coming to see for you, sir," said he to his 
neither. "Flora began to think you were lost." 

" NOt^ said Dr. Campbell, " I was only detained by a 
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v^tuld-be Cato, who wanted me to quarrel with the 
whole world, instead of eatinff my supper. What would 
vou advise me to eat. Floral said he, seating himself 
beside her. 

'* Some of this trifle, papa ;" and, as she lightly re- 
moved the flowers with which it was ornamented, her 
father said, /' Yes, ffive me some trifle, Flora. Some 
characters are like that trifle — ^flowers and light froth al 
the top, and sohd, good sweetmeat beneath." 

Forester immediately stretched out his plate for some 
trifle. *' But I don't see any use in the flowers, sir,** 
said he. 

** Nor any beauty," said Dr. Campbell. 

Forester picked the troMesome flowers out of his trifle, 
and ate a quantity of it sufficient for a stoic. Towards 
the end of the supper, he took some notice of Henry, 
who had made several ineffectual effbrts to amuse him by 
such slight strokes of wit as seemed to suit the time and 
place. Time and place were never taken into Forester's 
consideration : he was secretly displeased with his friend 
Henry for having danced all the evening instead of sitting 
still ; and he looked at Henry's partner with a scrutinizing 
eye. "So,** said he, at last, "I observe I have not 
been thought worthy of your conversation to-night : this 
is what ^entlemeriy polite gentiemerh who dance reels^ call 
friendship !" 

" If I had thouffht that you would have taken it ill I 
should dance reels," said Hem^, laughing, *'I would 
have made the sacrifice of a reel at tli^ altar of friend- 
ship ; but we don't come to a ball to make sacrifices to 
friendship, but to divert ourselves." 

^* If we can," said Forester, sarcastically : here he was 
prevented from reproaching his friend any longer, for a 
party of gentlemen began to sing catches, at the desire 
of the rest of company. 

Forester was now mtent upon criticising the nonsen- 
sical words that were sung ^ and he was composing an 
essay upon the power of the ancient bards, and the 
effect of national music, when Flora's voice interrupted 
him : ** Brother," said she, ** I have won my wager." 
The wager was, that Forester would not during supper 
observe the geranium that was placed in the middle of 
the table. 

As soon as the company was satisfied, both with theur 
4n^>per and their songs, Heiuy, whose mind was always 



THE BALL. d9 

presents seized the moment when there was silence to 
turn the attention of the company towards the object 
upon which his own thoughts were intent. The UAy 
patroness the mistress of the canary-bird had perform^ 
her promise i she had spoken to several of her acquaint^ 
ance concerning the tyrannical schoolmistress ; and now, 
fixing the attention of the company upon the geranium, 
she appealed to Henry Campbell, and begged him to ex« 
plain its history. A number of eager eyes turned upon 
him instantly; and Forester felt that if he had been 
called upon in such a manner he could not have uttered 
a syllable. He now felt the great advantage of being 
able to speak, without hesitation or embarrassment, be 
fore numbers. When Henry related the poor little girl's 
story, his language and manner were so unaffected and 
agreeable that he interested every one who heard him 
in his cause, A subscription was immediately raised $ 
everybody was eager to contribute something to the child 
who had been so ready, for her old grandmother's sake, 
to part with her favourite geranium. The lady who 
superintended the charity*school agreed to breakfast the 
next morning at Dr. Campbell's, and to go from his 
house to the school precisely at the hour when the 
schoolmistress usually set her unfortunate scholars to 
their extra task of spinning. 

Forester was astonished at all this ; he did not con- 
sider that negligence and inhumanity are widely differ- 
ent. The lady patronesses had, perhaps, been rather neg« 
ligent in contenting themselves with seeing the charity-^ 
children show well in procession to church, and they had 
not sufficiently inquired into the conduct of the school- 
mistress ; but as soon as the fects were properly stated, 
the ladies were eager to exert themselves, and candidly 
acknowledged that they had been to blame in trusting so 
much to the reports of the superficial visiters, who had 
always declared that the school was going on perfectly 
well. 

** More people who are in the wrong," said Dr. Camp- 
bell to Forester, " would be corrected, if some people 
who are in the right had a little candour and patience 
joined with their other virtues." 

As the company rose from the suppers-table, several 

young ladies gathered round the geranium to admire 

Flora's pretty flower-pot. The black stains, however, 

struck every eye. Forester was standing by, rather 

22 
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embarrassed. Flora, with her usual good-nature, re* 
frained from all explanation, though the exclamations of 
♦• How was that done ?" — ^** Who could have done tbatl** 
were frequently repeated. 

'* It was an acciaent," said Flora ; and, to change the 
conversation, she praised the beauty of the geranium ; 
she gathered one of the fragrant leaves, but as she was 
going to put it among the flowers in her bosom, she ob- 
served she had dropped her moss-rose. It was a rarity 
at this time of year : it was a rose which Henry Cam^p- 
bell had raised in a conservatory of his own ccmstruc- 
tion. 

" Oh ! my brother's beautiful rose !" exclaimed Flora. 

Forester, who had been much pleased by her good- 
nature about the stains on the flower-pot, now, contrary 
to his habits, sympathized with her concern for the loss 
of her brother's moss-rose. He exerted himself so far 
as to search under the benches and under the supper- 
table. He was fortunate enough to find it ; and, eager to 
restore the prize, he, with more than his usual gallantry, 
but not with less than his customary awkwardness, crept 
from imder the table, and, stretching half his body over 
a bench, pushed his arm between two young ladies into 
the midst of the group which surrounded Flora. As his 
arm extended his wrist appeared, and at the sight of that 
wrist all the young ladies shrank back with unequivocal 
tokens of disgust. They whispered — they tittered ; and 
many expressive looks were lost upon our hero, who 
still resolutely held out the hand upon which every eye 
was fixed. " Here's your rose ! Is not this the rose ?" 
said he, still advancing the dreaded band to Flora, whose 
hesitation and blushes surprised him. Mackenzie burst 
into a loud laugh ; and in a whisper, which all the ladies 
could hear, told Forester, that "Miss Campbell was 
afraid to take the rose out of his hands, lest she should 
catch from him what he had caught from the carter who 
had brought him to Edinburgh, or from some of his 
companions at the cobbler's." 

Forester flung the rose he knew not where, sprang 
over the bench, rushed between Flora and another lady, 
made towards the door in a straight line, pushing every 
thing before him, till a passage was made for him by the 
astonished crowd, who stood out of his way 'as if he 
had been a mad dog. 

" Forester !" cried Henry and Dr. Campbell, who were 
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vtandinf Hpon the steps before the door, speaking about 
the carriages; "What's the matter? Where are you 
going % The carriage is coming to the door." 

" I had rather waUt— don't speak to me," said Fores- 
ter; "I've been insulted: I am in a passion, but I can 
command myself. I did not knock him down. Pray 
let me pass !" 

Our hero broke from Dr. Campbell and Henry with 
the strength of an enraged animal from his keepers ; 
and he must have found his way home by instinct, for he 
ran op without considering how he went. He snatched 
the light from the servant who opened the door at Dr. 
Campbell's — hurried to his own apartment — locked, 
double locked, and bolted the door — flung himself into a 
chair, and taking breath, exclaimed, " Thank God ! I've 
done no mischief. Thank God! I didn't knock him 
down. Thank God ! he is out of my sight, and I am 
cool now— quite cool : let me recollect it all." 

Upon the coolest recollection, Forester couldnot recon- 
cile his pride to his present circumstances. " Archibald 
spoke the truth — why am I angry 1 why was I angry, I 
mean I" He reasoned much with himself upon the naw 
ture of true and false shame : he represented to himself 
that the disorder which disfigured his hands was thought 
shameful only because it was vulgar ; that what was 
yxAgai was not therefore immoral ; that the young tit- 
tering ladies who shrank back from him were not 
supreme judges of right and wrong ; that he ought to 
despise their opinions, and he despised them with all his 
might for two or three hours, as he walked up and down 
his room with unremitting energy. At length our peri- 
patetic philosopher threw himself upon his bed, deter- 
*nined tnat his repose should not be disturbed by such 
trifles: he had by this time worked himself up to such 
a pitch of magnanimity, that he thought he could witli 
<;omposure meet the disapproving eyes of millions of 
his fellow-creatures ; but he was alone when he formed 
this erroneous estimate of the strength of the human 
mind. Wearied with passion and reason^ he fell asleep, 
dreamed th'it he was continually presenting flowers 
which nobody would accept ; awaJced at the imaginary 
repetition of Archibald's laugh, composed himself again 
to sleep, and dreamed that he was in a glover's shop, 
trying on gloves, and that among a hundred pair which 
he pjSled on, he could not find one that would fit him* 
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Just as he tore the last pair in his hurry he awaked, 
shook off his foolish dream, saw the sun rising between 
two chimneys many feethelow his windows ; recollected 
that in a short time he should be summoned to breakfast ; 
that all the lady-patronesses were to be at this breakfast ; 
that he could not breakfast in gloves; that Archibald 
would perhaps again laugh, and Flora perhaps again 
shrink back. He reproached himself for his weakness 
in foreseeing and dreading this scene : his aversion to 
lady-patronesses and to balls was never at a more for* 
midable height; he sighed for liberty and independence, 
which he persuaded himself were not to be had in his 
present situation. In one of his long walks he remem- 
bered to have seen, at some miles' distance from the 
town of Edinburgh, a gardener and his boy, who were 
singing at their work. These men appeared to Forester 
to be yet happier than the cobbler who formerly was 
the object of his admiration ; and he was persuaded thai 
he should, be much happier at the gardener's cottage 
than he ooukL ever be at Dr. Campbefi's house. 

^ I am not fit,'' said he to himself, ^ to live among idle 
gentlemen and ladies ; I should be happy if I were a 
useful member of society ; a gardener is a useful mem- 
ber of society, and I will be a gardener, and live with 
gardeners." 

Forester threw off the clothes w^ch he had worn the 
preceding night at the fatal ball, dressed himself in his 
old coat, tied up a small bundle of linen, and took the 
road to the gardener's. 



BREAKFAST. 

"When Henry found that Forester was not in his room 
in the morning, he concluded that he had rambled out 
towards Salisbury Craigs, whither he talked the preced- 
ing day of going to botanize^ 

" I am surprised," said Dr, Campbell, ** that ttie young 
gentleman is out so early, for I have a notion that he 
has not had much sleep since we parted, unless he walks 
in his sleep, for he has been walking over my poor head 
half the night*** 

Breakfhst went on — no Forester appeared. Lady 
Catherine began to fear that he had broken his neck 
upon Salisbury CraigSi and related all the falls she had 
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fsver had, or had ever been near having, in carriages^ on 
horseback, or otherwise. She then entered into the 
geography of Salisbury Craigs, and began to dispute 
upon the probability of his having fallen to the east or 
to the west. 

" My dear Lady Catherine," said Dr. Campbell, ** we 
are not sure that he has been upon Salisbury Craigs ; 
whether he have fallen to the east or to tlie west, we can- 
not, therefore, conveniently settle." 

But Lady Catherine, whose prudential imagination 
travelled fast, went oii to inquire of Dr. Campbell, to 
whom the great Forester estate would go in case of any 
accident having happened or happening to the young 
gentleman before he should come of age. 

Dr- Camf^U was preparing to give her ladyship satis- 
faction upon this point, when a servant put a letter into 
his hands. Henry looked in great anxiety. Dr. Camp- 
bell glanced his eye over the letter, put it into his 
pocket, and desired the servant to show the person who 
brought (he letter into his study. 

** It's only a little boy,'' said Archibald ; " I saw him 
as I passed through the hall." 

** Cannot a httle boy go into my study 1" said Dr. 
Campbell, coolly. 

Archibald's curiosity was strongly excited, and he 
6li{^d out of the room a few minutes afterward, resolved 
to speak to the boy, and to discover the purpose of his 
embassy^ But Dr. Campbell was behind him before he 
was aware of his approach, and just as Archibald began 
to cross-examine the boy in these words, ^' So you came 
from a young man who is about my size !" Dr. Camp- 
bell put both his hands upon his shoulders, saying, 
" H^ came from a young man who does not in the least 
resemble you, believe me, Mr. Archibald Mackenzie." 

Archibald started, turned round, and was so abashed 
by the civilly contemptuous look with which Dr. Camp- 
bell pronounced these words, that he retired from the 
study without even attempting any of his usual equivo- 
cating apologies for his intrusion. Dr. Campbell now 
read Forester's letter. It was as follows : — 

" Dear Sir, 
" Though I have quitted your house thus abruptly, I 
am not insensible of your kindness. For the step I have 
taken, I can ofifer no apology merely to my guardian , 
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but you have treated me, Dr. Campbell, as your friend, 
and I shall lay my whole soul open to you. 

** Notwithstanding your kindness, — notwithstanding 
the friendship of your son Henry, whose excellent quali- 
ties I know how to value, 1 most ingenuously own to 
you that 1 have been far from happy in your house. I 
feel that I cannot be at ease in the vortex of dissipation ; 
and the more I see of the higher ranks of society, the 
more I regret that I was bom a gentleman. Neither ray 
birth nor my fortune shall, however, restrain me from 
pursuing that line of life which, I am persuaded, leads to 
virtue and tranquillity. Let those who have no virtuous 
indignation obey the voice of fashion, and at her com- 
mands let her slaves eat the bread of idleness till it palls 
upon the sense ! I reproach myself with having yielded, 
as I have done of late, my opinions to the persuasions 
of friendship ; my mind has become enervated, and I 
must fly from the fatal contagion. Thank Heaven, I 
have yet the power to fly : I have yet sufficient force to 
break my chains. I am not y«t reduced to the mental 
degeneracy of the base mo.*arch, who hugged his fetters 
because they were of gold. 

" I am conscious of powers that fit me for something 
better than to waste my existence in a ball-room ; and I 
will not sacrifice my liberty to the absurd ceremonies of 
daily dissipation. I, that have been the laughing-stock 
of the mean and frivolous, have yet sufficient manly 
pride unextinguished in my breast to assert my claim 
to your esteem : to assert that I never have committed, 
or shall designedly commit, any action unworthy of the 
friend of your son. 

** I do not write to Henry, lest I should any way in- 
volve him in my misfortunes : he is formed to shine in 
the polite world, and his connexion with me might tarnish 
the lustre of his character in the eyes of the * nicejudg' 
ingfair.* I hope, however, that he will not utterly dis- 
card me from his heart, though I cannot dance a reel. 
I beg that he will break open the lock of the trunk that 
is in my room, and take out of it my Goldsmith's Ani- 
mated Nature, which he seemed to like. 

** In my table-drawer there are my Martyn's Letters 
on Botany, in which you will find a number of plants 
that I have dried for Flora— Afwj Flora Campbell, I 
should say. After what passed last liight, I can scarcely 
hdpe they will be accepted. I would rather have them 
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bomed than refused ; therefore please to bum them, and 
say nothing more upon the subject. Dear Sir, do not 
judge harshly of me ; I have had a severe conflict with 
myself before I could resolve to leave you. But I would 
rather that youshouldjudgeof me with severity than that 
you should extend to me the same species of indulgence 
with which you last night viewed the half-intoxicated 
baronet. 
" I can bear any thing but contempt. 

" Yours, &c. 

'* P.S. I trust that you will not question the bearer ; 
he knows where I am; I therefore put you on your 
.guard. I mean to earn my own bread as a gardener ; I 
have always preferred the agricultural to the commercial 
system." 

To this letter, in which the mixture of sense and ex- 
travagance did not much surprise Dr. Campbell, he re- 
turned the following answer: — 

** My dear cobbler, gardener, orator, or by whatever 
other name you choose to be addressed, I am too old to 
be surprised at any thing, otherwise I might have been 
rather surprised at some things in your eloquent letter. 
You tell me that you have the power to fly, and that 
you do not hug your chains, though they are of gold ! 
Are you an alderman, or Dedalus 1 or are these only 
figures of speech? You inform me, that you cannot 
live in the vortex of dissipation, or eat the bread of idle- 
ness, and that you are determined to be a gardener. 
These things seem to have no necessary connexion with 
each other. Why you should reproach yourself so bit- 
terly for having spent one evening of your Ufe in a ball- 
room, which I suppose is what you allude to when you 
speak of a vortex of dissipation, I am at a loss to dis- 
cover. And why you cannot, with so much honest pride 
yet unextinguished in your breast, find any occupation 
more worthy of your talents, and as useful to society 
as that of a gardener, I own puzzles me a little. Con- 
sider these things coolly ; return to dinner, and we will 
compare at our leisure the advantages of the mercantile 
and the agricultural system. I forbear to question your 
messenger, as you desire ; and I shall not show your 
letter to Henry till after we have dined. I hope by that 
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time you will insist upon my burning it ; which, at your 
request, I shall do with pleasure, sdthough it contains 
several good sentences. As I am not yet sure you have 
departed this life, I shall not enter upon my office of exe« 
cutor ; 1 shall not break open the lock of your trunk (of 
which I hope you will som€ time, when jour mind is 
less exalted, find the key), nor shall I stir ui the difficult 
case of Flora's legacy. When next you write your 
will, let me, for the sake of your executor, advise you 
to be more precise in your directions ; for what can be 
done if you order him to give and burn the same thing 
in the same sentence 1 As you have, among your other 
misfortunes, the misfortune to be born heir to five or six 
thousand a year, you should learn a little how to manage 
your own amairs, lest you should, among your poor or 
rich companions, meet with some who are not quite so 
honest as yourself. 

** If, instead of returning to dine with us, you should 
persist in your gardening scheme, I shall have less 
esteem for your good sense, but I shall forbear to re- 
proach you. I shaU leave you to learn by your own ex- 
perience, if it be not in my power to give you the jmI- 
yantages of mine gratis. But, at the same time, I shall 
discover where you are, and shall inform myself exactly 
of all your proceedings. This, as your guardian, is my 
duty. I should further warn you, that I shall not, while 
you choose to live in a rEuik below your own, supply you 
w^ith your customary yearly allowance. Two hundred 
guineas a year would be an extravagant allowance in 
your present circumstances. 1 do not mention money 
with any idea of influencing your generous mind by mer- 
cenary motives ; but it is necessary that you should not 
deceive yourself by inadequate experiments : you cannot 
be rich and poor at the same time. I gave you the day 
before yesterday five ten-pound notes for your last quar- 
terly allowance ; I suppose you have taken these with you, 
therefore you cannot be in any immediate distress for 
money. I am sorry, I own, that you are so well pro- 
vided, because a man who has fifty guineas in his pocket- 
book cannot distinctly feel what it is to be compelled to 
earn his own bread. 

" Do not, my dear ward, think me harsh ; my friend- 
ship for you gives me courage to inflict present pain 
with a view to your future advantage. You must not 
expect to see any thing of your friend Henry until you 
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retorn to us. I shall, as his^ father and your guardian, 
reciuest that he will trust implicitly to my prudence upon 
this occasion ; that he will make no inquines concerning 
you ; and that he will abstain from all connexion with 
you while you absent yourself from your friends. You 
cannot live among the vulgar (by the vulgar I mean the 
ill-educated, the ignorant, those who have neither noble 
sentiments nor agreeable manners), and a) the same 
time enjoy the pleasures of cultivated society. I shall 
wait, not without anxiety, till your choice be decided. 
" Believe me to be 
'' Your sincere friend and guardian, 
"H. Campbell." 

As soon as Dr. Campbell had despatched this letter he 
returned to the company. The laulies, after breakfast, 
proceeded to the charity-school; but Henry was so 
anxious to learn what was become of his friend Forester, 
that he could scarcely enjoy the efifects of his own be- 
nevolent exertions. It was with difficulty, such as he 
had never before experienced, that Dr. Campbell ob- 
tained from him the promise to suspend all intercourse 
with Forester. Henry's first impulse when he read the 
letter, which his father now found it prudent to show 
him, was to search for his friend instantly. " I am sure,** 
said he, *' I shall be able to find him out; and, if I can 
but see him and speak to him, I know I could prevail 
upon him to return to us." 

** Yes," said Dr. Campbell, " perhaps you might per- 
suade him to return ; but that is not the object : unless 
his understanding be convinced, what should we gain ?" 

*<It should be convinced. I could convince him," 
cried Henry. 

<* I have, my dear son," said Dr. Campbell, smiling, 
^* the highest opinion of your logic and eloquence ; but 
are your reasoning powers stronger to-day than they 
were yesterday 1 Have you any new arguments to pro- 
duce T I thought you had exhausted your whole store 
without effect." 

Henry paused. 

•* Beheve me," continued his father, lowering his voice, 
^ I am not insensible to your friend's good,.and, I will 
say, great qualities ; I do not leave him to suffer evils 
without feeling as much perhaps as you can do ; but 1 
am convinced that the solidity of his character and the 

Vol* I.— M 
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happiness of his whole life will depend upon the im- 
pression that is now made upon his mind by realities. 
He will see society as it is. He has abihties and gene- 
rosity of mind which will make him a first-rate char- 
acter, if his friends do not spoil him out of false 
khidness." 

Henry, at these words, held out his hand to his 
father, and gave him the promise which he desired. 

"But," added he, **I still have hopes from your 
letter, — I should not be surprised to see Forester at 
dinner to-day." 

** I should," said Dr. Campbell. 

Dr. Campbell, alas ! was right. Henry looked eagerly 
towards the door every time it opened when they were 
at dinner ; but he was continually disappointed. Flora, 
whose gayety usually enlivened the evenings, and 
agreeably telieved her father and brother after their 
morning studies, was now silent. 

While Lady Catherine's volubility overpowered even 
the philosophy of Dr. Campbell, she wondered — she 
never ceased wondering— -that Mr. Forester did not ap- 
pear ; and that the doctor and Mrs. Campbell, and Henry 
and Flora were not more alarmed. She proposed send- 
ing twenty different messengers after him. She was 
now convinced that he had not fallen from Salisbury 
Craigs, because Dr. Campbell assured her ladyship that 
he had a letter from him in his pocket, and that he was 
safe ; but she thought that there was imminent danger 
of his enlisting in a frolic, or, perhaps, marrying some 
cobbler's daughter in a pet. She turned to Archibald 
Mackenzie, and exclaimed, " He was at a cobbler's ! it 
could not be merely to mend his shoes. What sort of 
a lassy is the cobbler's daughter] or has the cobbler a 
daughter 1" 

" She is hump-backed, luckily," said Dr. Campbell, 
coolly. 

" That does not signify," said Lady Catherine ; " I'm 
convinced she is at the bottom of the whole mystery ; 
for I once heard Mr. Forester say — and I'm sure you 
must recollect it. Flora, my dear, for he looked at you 
at the time — I once heard him say that personal beauty 
was no merit, and that ugly people ought to be liked— 
or some such thing— out of humanity. Now, out of 
humanity, with his odd notions, it's ten to one, Dr. 
CumpbeU, he marries this cobbler's hump«backed daugh- 
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ter. I'm sure, if I was his guardian, I could not rest 
an instant with such a thought in my head." 

^ Nor I,", said Dr. Campl^U, quietly ; and in spite of 
her ladyship's astonishment, remonstrances, and conjee- 
tures, he maintained his resolute composure. 



THE GARDENER. 

The gardener who had struck Forester's fancy was a 
square, thick, obstinate-eyed, hard-working, ignorant, 
elderly man, whose soul was intent upon his petty daily 
gains, and whose honesty was of that ''coarse-spun, 
vulgar sort"* which alone can be expected from men 
of uncultiTated minds. Mr. M'Evoy, for that was the 
gardener's name, was both good-natured and selfish ; his 
views and ideas all centred in his own family ; and his 
affection was accumulated and reserved for two indi* 
viduals, — his son and his daughter. The son was not 
so industrious as the father ; he was ambitious of seeing 
something of the world, and he consorted with all the 
young 'prentices in Edinburgh who would condescend 
to forget that he was a country boy, and to remember 
that he expected, when his father should die, to be rich. 
Mr. M*Evoy's daughter was an ugly, cross-looking girl, 
who spent all the money that she could either earn or 
save upon ribands and fine gowns, with which she fan* 
cied she could supply ail the defects of her person. 

This powerful motive for her economy operated in- 
cessantly upon her mind^ and she squeezed all that could 
possibly be squeezed for her private use from the frugal 
household. The boy whose place Forester thought him- 
self so fortunate to supply had left the gardener because 
he could not bear to work and be scolded without eating 
or drinking. ^^ 

The gardener willingly complied with our hero's first 
request ; he gave him a spade, and he set him to work. 
Forester dug with all the energy cf an enthusiast, and 
dined like a philosopher upon long kail : but long kail 
did not charm him so much the second day as it had 
done the first ; and the third day it was yet less to his 
taste ; besides, he began to notice the difierence between 
oaten and wheaten bread. He however recollected that 

* Mra. Barbaald*s « Essay od the Inoonsistanoy oTHvintB Wlsbi*.'' 
M2 
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Cyrus lived, when he was a lad, upon water-cresses^^ 
the black broth of the Spartans he hkewise remembered, 
and he would not complain. He thought that he should 
soon accustom himself to his scanty homely fare. A 
number of the disagreeable circumstances of poverty he 
had not estimated when he entered upon his new way 
of life ; and though at Dr. Campbell's table he had often 
said to himself, '* I could do very well without all these 
things," yet, till he had actually tried the experiment, he 
had not dear ideas upon the subject. He missed a 
number of little pleasures and conveniences which he 
had scarcely noticed while they had eveiy day presented 
themselves as matters of course. The occupation of 
digging was laborious, but it afforded no exercise to his 
mind, and he felt most severely the want of Henry's 
agreeable conversation; he haid no one to whom he 
could now talk of the water-cresses of Cyrus, or the 
black broth of the Spartans ; he had no one with whom 
he could dispute concerning the Stoic or the Epicurean 
doctrines, the mercantile or the agricultural system. 
Many objections to the agricultural system which had 
escaped him occurred now to his mind ; and his com- 
passion for the worms, whom he was obliged to cut in 
pieces continually with his spade, acted every hour 
more forcibly upon his benevolent heart. He once at- 
tempted to explain his feelings for the worms to the 
gardener, who stared at him with all the insolence of 
ignorance, and bade him mind his work with a tone of 
authority which ill suited Forester's feelings and love 
of independence. 

*'Is iffnorance thus to command knowledge! Is 
reason thus to be silenced by boorish stupidity t" said 
Forester to himself, as he recollected the patience and 
candour with which Dr. Campbell and Henry used to 
converse with him. He began to think that in cultivated 
society he had enjoved more liberty of mind, more 
freedom of opinion, than he could taste in the company 
of an illiterate gardener. The gardener's son, though 
his name was Colin, had no Arcadian simplicity, nothing 
which could please the classic taste of Forester, or 
which could recall to his mind the Eclogues of Virgil, 
or the Golden Age ; the Gentle Shepherd, or the Ayr- 
shire Ploughman. Colin's favourite holyday diversion 
was playing at £off: this game, which is played with a 
bat loaded with lead, and with a ball which is harder than 
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II cficket-ball, recjuires much strength and dexterity. Tor* 
ester used sometimes to accompany the gardener's son to 
the Links^* where numbers of people of different descrip* 
tions are frequently seen practising this diversion. Our 
hero was ambitious of excelling at the game oigoff; and, 
as he was not particularly adroit, he exposed himself, in 
his first attempts, to the derision of the spectators, and 
he likewise received several severe blows. Colin 
laughed at him without mercy ; and Forester could not 
help comparing the rude expressions of his new com- 
panion's untutored vanity with the unassuming manners 
and unaffected modesty of Henry Campbell. Forester 
soon took an aversion to the game of goffi and recol- 
lected Scotch reels with less contempt. 

One evening, after having finished his task of digging 
(for digging was now become a task), he was going to 
take a wamc to Duddingstone lake; when Colin, who 
was at the same instant setting out for the Links, 
roughly insisted upon Forester's accompanying him. 
Our hero, who was never much disposed to yield to the 
taste of others, positively refused the gardener's son, 
with some imprudent expressions of contempt. From 
this moment Colin became his enemy, and, by a thou- 
sand maUcious devices, contrived to show his vulgar 
hatred. 

Forester now, to his great surprise, discovered that 
hatred could exist in a cottage. Female vanity, he like- 
wise presently perceived, was not confined to the pre- 
cincts of a ball-room ; he found that Miss M*Evoy spent 
every leisure moment in the contemplation of her own 
coarse image In a fractured looking-glass. He once 
ventured to express his disapprobation of a many- 
coloured plaid in which Miss M*Evoy had arrayed her- 
self for a dance ; and the fury of her looks, and the loud- 
toned vulgarity of her conceit, were strongly contrasted 
with the recollection of Flora Campbell's gentle man- 
ners and sweetness of temper. The painted flower-pot , 
was present to his imadnation, and he turned from the 
lady who stood before him with an air of disgust which 
he had neither the wish nor the power to conceal. The 
consequences of offending this high-spirited damsel our 
hero had not sufficiently considered: the brother and 
Bister, who seldom agreed in any thing else, now agreed, 

* A lea or eominon near Edinbnrfb. 
2Z 
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though fVom different motives^ in an eager desire to tor* 

ment Forester. Whenever he entered the cottage, 

^^ ^ either to rest himself or to partake of those 'TRli^m^ 

C(r,i ,y ,/ messes. which the neat-handed Phillis dresses," he wa&^ 

: receiv^ with sullen silence, or with taunting reproach* 

4 / The old gardener, stupid as he was. Forester, thought an 

■(* .U. ^ agreeable companion compared with his insolent son 

^ ,^ and his vixen daughter. The happiest hours of the day 

": '' [ .'■ ; to our hero were those which he spent at his work; his 

affections, repressed and disappointed, became a source 

of misery to him. 

" Is there nothing in the world to which I can attacb 
myself r* said Forester, as he one day leaned upon his 
spade in a melancholy mood. ** Must I spend my life 
in the midst of absurd altercations % Is it for this that I 
have a heart and an understanding? No one here com- 
prehends one word I say — I am an object of contempt 
and hatred, while my soul is formed for the most be- 
nevolent feelinffs, and capable of the most extensive 
- views. And of what service am I to my fellow-crea- 
:^ turesl Even this stupid gardener, even a common 
labourer, is as useful to society as I am!" Compared 
with Henry Campbell what am II Oh, Heniyl — 
Flora !— could you see me at this instant you woidd — 
pity me !" 

But the fear oC being an object of pity wakened 
Forester's pride; and though he felt that he was un- 
happy, he could not bear to acknowledge that he had 
mistaken the ro^ to happiness. His imaginary picture 
of rural felicity was not, to be sure, realized ; but he re- 
solved to bear his disappointment with fortitude, to fulfil 
his engagements with his master the gardener, and then 
to seek some other more eligible situation. In the meaa 
time his benevolence tried to expand itself upon the only 
individual in this family who treated him tolerably well : 
he grew fond of the old gardener, because there was 
nothing else near him to which he could attach himself, 
not even a dog or a cat. The old man, whose temper 
was not quite so enthusiastical as Forester's, looked 
upon him as an industrious simple young man, above the 
usual class of servants, and rather wished to keep him 
in his service, because he gave him less than the current 
wages. Forester, after his late reflections upon digging, 
began to think that, by applying his understanding to the 
business of gardening, he might perhaps make some di» 
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coveries which should excite his master^s everlasting 
gratitude, and immortalize his own name. He pledged 
a shirt and a pair of stockings at a poor bookseller^s 
stall for some volumes upon gardening; and these, in 
spite of the ridicule of Colin and Miss M*Evoy, he stu- 
died usually at Jiis meals. He at length met with an 
account of some experiments upon fruit-trees, which he 
thought would infaUibly make the gardener's fortune. 

" Did you not tell me," said Forester to the gardener, 
** that cherries were sometimes sold very high in Edin- 
burgh ?** 

" Five a penny," said the gardener ; and he wished, 
from the bottom of his heart, that he had a thousand 
cherry-trees, but he possessed only one. 

He was considerably alarmed when Forester proposed 
to him, as the certain means of making his fortime, to 
strip the bark off this cherry-tree, assuring him that a 
similar experiment had been tried and had succeeded ; 
that his cherry-tree would bear twice as many cherries 
if he would only strip the bark from it. " Let me try 
one branch for an experiment, — I vnll try one branch." 
But the gardener peremptorily forbade all experiments ; 
and, shutting Forester's book, bade him leave such non- 
sense and mind his business. 

Provoked by this instance of tyrannical ignorance, 
Forester forgot his character of a servant boy, and at 
length called his master an obstinate fool. 

No sooner were these words uttered than the gardener 
emptied the remains of his watering-pot coolly in For- 
ester's face ; and, first paying him his wages, dismissed 
him from his service. 

Miss M*Evoy, who was at work, seated at the door, 
made room most joyfully for Forester tb pass, and ob- 
served that she had lony since prophesied he would not 
do for them. 

Forester was now convinced that it was impossible to 
reform a positive old gardener, to make him try new ex- 
periments upon cherry-trees, or to interest him for the 
progress of science. He deplored the perversity of hu- 
man nature, and he began, when he reflected upon the 
characters of Miss M'Evoy and her brother, to believe 
that they were beings distinct from the rest of their 
species ; he was, at Si\ events, glad to have parted Mrith 
such odious companions. On his road to Edinburgh ha 
had time for various reflections* 
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'^ Thirty shillings, then, with hard bodily labour, I 
have earned for one month's service !" said Forester to 
himself. " Well, I will keep to my resolution. I wiU 
live upon the money I earn, and upon that alone ; I will 
not have recourse to my bank notes till the last ex- 
tremity." He took out his pocket-book, however, and 
looked at them, to see that they were safe. "How 
wretched," though't he, "must be that being who is 
obhged to purchase, in his utmost need, the assistance 
of his fellow-creatures with such vile trash as this ! I 
have been unfortunate in mv first experiment ; but all 
men are not like this selfish gardener and his brutal 
son, — incapable of disinterested friendship." 

Here Forester was interrupted in his meditations by 
a young man, who accosted him with " Sir, if I don't 
mistake, I believe I have a key of yours." 

Forester looked up at the young man's face, and re- 
collected him to be the person who had nearly lost his 
life in descending for his key into the brewing-vat. 

" I knew you again, sir," continued the brewer's clerk, 
'*by your twirling those scissors upon your finger, just 
as you were doing that day at the brewery." 

Forester was not conscious till this moment that he 
had a pair of scissors in his hand ; while the gardener 
was paying him his wages, to relieve his mauvaise hontcj 
our hero took up Miss M^Evoy's scissors, which lay upon 
the table, and twirled them upon his fingers, as he used 
to do with a key. He was rather ashamed to perceive 
that he had not yet cured himself of such a silly habit. 
•* I thought the lesson I got at the brewery," said he, 
" would have cured me for ever of this foolish trick ; but 
the diminutive chains of habit,* as somebody says, are 
scarcely ever hftavy enough to be felt till they are too 
strong to be broken." 

" Sir r said tffe astonished clerk. 

** O, I beg your pardon," said our hero, who now per- 
ceived by his countenance that his observation on the 
pecuUar nature of the chains of habit was utterly unin- 
teUigible to him ; " pray, sir, can you tell me what o'clock 
it is?" 

" Half-after-four — ^I am — sir," said the clerk, producing 
his watch, with the air of a man wl^p thought a watch a 
matter of some importance. "Hiim! He canH be 9 

* Pr. Jobn8on*8 Yiskm of Tbeodaie. 
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gentieman; he has no watch r* argued he with himself; 
and he looked at Forester's rough apparel with astonish- 
ment Forester had turned back, that he might return 
Miss M*fivoy her scissors. The brewer's clerk was 
going in the same direction to collect some money for 
his master. As they walked on, the young man talked 
to our hero with good-nature, but with a species of fami- 
liarity which was strikingly different from the respectful 
manner in which he formerly addressed Forester, when 
he had seen him in a better coat, and in the company of 
a young gentleman. 

" You have left Dr. Campbell's then !" said he, look- 
ing with curiosity. Forester replied that he had left Dr. 
Campbell's, because he preferred earning his own bread 
to living an idle Ufe amonff gentlemen and ladies. 

The clerk, at this speech, looked earnestly in Fores- 
ter's face, and began to suspect that he was deranged in 
his mind. 

As the gravity of our hero's looks and the sobriety 
of his demeanour did not give any strong indications of 
insanity, the clerk, after a few minutes' consideration, 
inclined to believe that Forester concealed the truth 
from him : that probably he was some dependant of Dr. 
Campbell's famfly ; that he had displeased his friends, 
and had been discarded in disgrace. He was confirmed 
in these suppositions by Forester's telling him, that he 
had just left the service of a gardener ; that he did not 
know where to find a lodging for the night ; and that he 
was in want of some employment, by which he might 
support himself independently. 

The clerk, who remembered with gratitude the intre- 
idity with which Forester had hazarded his life to save 
im the morning that he was at the brewery, and who 
had also some compassion for a young geAtleman re- 
duced to poverty, told him that if he c«uld write a good 
hand, knew any thing of accounts, and could get a char- 
.acter (or puncUudity (meaning to include honesty in this 
-word) from any creditable people, he did not doubt that 
his master, who had large concerns, might find employ- 
ment for him as an under-clerk. Forester's pride was 
not agreeably soothed by the manner of this proposal, 
but he was glad to hear of a situatioih to use the clerk's 
genteel expression'! and he moreover thought that he 
should now have an opportunity of comparing the com- 
mercial and agricultural systems. 
M3 
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The clerk hinted that he supposed Forester would 
choose to **make himsself smarf before he called to 
offer himself at the brewery, and advised him to call 
about six, as b^ that time in the evening his master was 
generally at leisure. 

A dinner at a public-house (for our hero did not know 
where else to dine), and the further eiq^nse of a new 
pair of shoes, and some other articles of dress, almost 
exhausted his month's wages : he was very unwilling to 
make any of these purchases, but the clerk assured him 
that they were indispensable; and, indeed, at last his 
appearance was scarcely upon a par with that of his 
friendly adviser. 



THE BET. 

Before we follow Forester to the brewery, we must 
request the attention of our readers to the history of a 
bet of Mr. Archibald Mackenzie's. 

We have already noticed the rise and progress of this 
young gentleman's acquaintance with Sir Philip Gosling. 
Archibald, 

*' Whooe ey*rr fVolic had tome end in view. 
Ne'er play'd the ibol but play*d the rasetil too.'** 

, cultivated assiduously the friendship of this weak, dis- 
sipated, vain young baronet, in hopes that he might in 
ra-ocess of time msike some advantage of his folly. Sir 
Philip had an unfortunately high opinion of his own 
judgment; an opinion which he sometimes found it diffi- 
cult to inculcate upon the minds of others, till he hit 
upon the compendious method of la3ring high wagers in 
support of all his assertions. Few people chose to ven- 
ture a hundred guineas upon the turn of a straw. Sir 
Philip, in all such contests, came off victorious; and he 
plumed himself much upon the success of his purse. 
Archibald affected the greatest deference for Sir Philip's 
judgment; and as he observed that the baronet piqued 
himself upon his skill as a jockey, he flattered him in- 
defatigably upon this subject. He accompanied Sir 
Philip continually in his long visits to the livery-stables; 
and he made himself familiarly acquainted with the 
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keeper of the Ihrery-stables, and even with the hostlers. 
So low can interested pride descend ! All this pains 
Archibald took, and more — for a very small object He 
had set his fancy upon Sawney, one of his friend's 
horses ; and he had no dOubt but that he should either 
induce Sir Philip to make him a present of this horse, or 
that he should jockey him out of it, by some well-timed 
bet. 

In counting upon the baronet's generosity Archibald 
was mistaken. Sir Philip had that species of good-nature 
which can lend, but not that which can give. He offered 
to lend the horse to Archibald most willingly; but the 
idea of giving it was far distant from his imagination. 
Archibald, who at length despaired of his friend's gene- 
rosity, had recourse to his other scheme of the wager. 
After having judiciously lost a few guineas to Sir Pfilip 
in wagers, to confirm him in his extravagant opinion of 
his own judgment, Archibald, one evening, when the 
fumes of wine and vanity, operating together, had some- 
what exalted the man of judgment's imagination, urged 
him by artful, hesitacmg contradiction, to assert the 
most incredible things of one of his horses, to whom he 
had given the name of Favourite. Archibald knew, 
from the best authority — from the master of the livery- 
stables, who was an experienced jockey-— that Favourite 
was by no means a match for Sawney; he therefore 
waited quietly till Sir Philip Gosling laid a very con- 
siderable wager upon the head of his "Favourite." 
Archibald immediately declared he could not, in con- 
science — that he could not, for the honour of Scotland, 
give up his friend Sawney. 

"Sawney!" cried Sir 'Philip; "I'll bet fifty guineas 
that Favourite beats him hollow at a walk, trot, or gallop, 
whichever you please." 

Archibald artfully affected to be startled at this de- 
fiance; and, seemingly desirous to draw back, pleaded 
his inability to measure purses with such a rich man as 
Sir Philip. 

" Nay, my boy," replied Sir Philip, " that excuse sha'n't 
stand you in stead. You have a pretty little pony there, 
that Lady Catherine has just given you ; if you won't 
lay me fifty guineas, will you risk your pony against my 
judgment 1" 

Archibald had now brought his friend exactly to the 
point at which he had been long aiming. Sir Philip 
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staked his handsome horse Sawney against Archibald^ 
sorry pony, upon this wager, that Favourite should, at 
the firet trials, beat Sawney at a walk, a trotf and a 
gallop. 

Warmed with wine, and confident in his own judg- 
ment, the weak baronet insisted upon having the bet im- 
mediately decided. The gentlemen ordered out their 
horses, and the wager was to be determined upon the 
sands of Leith. 

Sir PhiUp Gosling, to his utter astonishment, found 
himself for once mistaken in his judgment. The treacher- 
ous Archibald coolly suffered him to exhale his passion 
in unavailing oaths, and at length rejoiced to hear him 
consoling himself with the boast that this was the first 
wager upon horse-flesh that he had ever lost in his hfe. 
The master of the Uvery-stables stared with well-affected 
increduUty, when Sir Philip, upon his return from the 
sands of Leith, informed him that Favourite had been 
beat hollow by Sawney ; and Archibald, by his additional 
testimony, could scarcely convince him of the fact till 
he put two guineas into his hand, when he recommended 
his new horse Sawney to his particular care. Sir PhiHp, 
who was not gifted with quick observation, did not take 
notice of this last convincing argument. While this 
passed, he was talking eagerly to the hostler, who con- 
firmed him in his opinion, which he still repeated as loud 
as ever, "that Favourite ought to have won." This 
point Archibald prudently avoided to contest; and he 
thus succeeded in duping and flattering his friend at 
once. 

"Sawney for ever!" cried Archibald, as soon as Sir 
PhiUp had left the stables. " Sawney for ever !" re- 
peated the hostler, and reminded Mackenzie that he had 
promised him half a guinea. Archibald had no money 
in his pocket ; but he assured the hostler that he would 
remember him the next day. The next day, however, 
Archibald, who was expert in parsimonious expedients, 
considered that he had better delay giving the hostler 
his half-guinea till it had been earned by his care of 
Sawney. 

It is the usual error of cunning people to take it for 
granted that others are fools. This hostler happened to 
be a match for our young laird in cunning ; and as soon 
as he perceived that it was Archibald's intention to cheat 
him of the interest of his half-guinea, he determined to 



THE SADDLE AND BRIDLE. 59 

fewenge himself in his care of Sawney. We shall here- 
after see the success of his devices. 



THE SADDLE AND BRIDLE. 

Scarcely had Archibald Mackenzie been two days in 
possession of the iong-wished-for object of his mean 
soul, when he became dissatisfied with his own saddle 
and bridle, which certainly did not, as Sir Philip observed, 
suit his new horse. The struggles in Archibald's mind, 
between his taste for expense and his habits of saving, 
were often rather painful to him. He had received from 
Lady Catherine a ten-guinea note when he first came to 
Dr. Campbell's ; and he had withstood many temptations 
to change it. One morning (the day that he had accom- 
panied Henry and Forester to the watchmaker's) he was 
80 strongly charmed by the sight of a watch-chain and 
seals, that he actually took his bank-note out of his 
scrutoire at his return home, put it into his pocket when 
he dressed for dinner, and resolved to call that evening 
at the watchmaker's, to indulge his fancy by purchasing 
the watch-chain, and to gratify his family pride by get- 
ting his coat-of-arms splendidly engraven upon the seal. 
He called at the watchmaker's, in company with Sir 
Philip Goshng, but he could not agree with him respect- 
ing the price of the chain and seals ; and Archibald -con- 
Boied himself with the reflection that his bank-note 
would still remain. He held the note in his hand while 
he higgled about the price of the w^tch-chain. 

" Oh, d— ^n the expense !" cried Sir Phihp. 

"Oh, I mind ten guineas as httle as any man," said 
Archibald, thrusting the bank-note, in imitation of the 
baronet, with affected carelessness, into his waistcoat 
pocket. He was engaged that night to go to the play 
with Sir Philip, and he was much hurried in dressing 
His servant observed that his waistcoat was stained, ana 
looked ouf another for him. 

Now this man sometimes took the liberty of wearing 
his master's clothes ; and, when Archibsid went to the 
play, the servant dressed himself in the stained waist- 
coat, to appear at a ball which was given that night in 
the neighbourhood, by some " gentleman's gentleman." 
The waistcoat was rather too tight for the servant : he 
tore it ; and, instead of sending it to the washerwoman's 
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to have the stain washed out, as his master had desiredf 
he was now obliged to send it to the tailor's to have it 
mended. 

Archibald's sudden wish for a new saddle and bridle 
for Sawney could not be gratified without changing the 
bank-note ; and, forgetting that he had left it in the pocket 
of his waistcoat the night that he went to the play, he 
searched for it in the scrutoire, in which he was accus- 
tomed to keep his treasures. He was greatly disturbed 
when the note was not to be found in the scrutoire ; he 
searched over and over again ; not a pigeon-hole, not a 
drawer remained to be examined. He tried to recollect 
when he had last seen it, and at length remembered that 
he put it into his waistcoat pocket when he went to the 
watchmaker's ; that he had taken it out to look at while 
he was in the shop ; but whether he had brought it home 
safely or not he could not precisely ascertain. His 
doubts upon this subject, however, he cautiously con- 
cealed, resolved, if possible, to make somebody or other 
answerable for his loss. He summoned his servant, told 
him that he had left a len-guinea bank-note in his waist- 
coat pocket the night that he went to the play ; and that 
as the waistcoat was given into his charge, he must be 
answerable for the note. The servant boldly protested 
that he neither could nor would be at the loss of a note 
which he had never seen. 

Archibald now softened his tone ; for he saw that he 
had no chance of bullying the servant. " I desired you 
to send it to the washerwoman's," said he. 

" And so I did, sir," said the man. - # 

This was true, but not the whole truth. He had pre- 
viously sent the waistcoat to the tailor's to have the rent . 
repaired which it received the night he wore it at the 
ball. These circumstances the servant thought proper ^^ 
to suppress ; and he was very ready to agree with his *^ 
master in accusing the poor washerwoman of having 
stolen the note. The w,asherwoman was extremely in- 
dustrious, and perfectly honest ; she had a large family, 
that depended upon her labour and upon her character for 
support. She was astonished and shocked at the charge 
that was brought against her ; and declared, that, if she 
were able, she would rather pay the whole money at once 
than suffer any suspicion to go abroad ag]ainst her. Archi- 
bald rejoiced to find her in this disposition ; and he as- 
suredherthat the only method to avoid disgrace, a lawsuit. 
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and ruin was instantly to pay^ or to promise to pay, the 
money* It was out of her power to pay it ; and she 
would not promise what she knew she could not per- 
form. 

Archibald redoubled his threats ; the servant stood by 
his master. The poor woman burst into tears, but she 
steadily declared that she was innocent ; and no promise 
could be extorted from her, even in the midst of her ter- 
ror. Though she had horrible, perhaps not absolutely 
visionary, ideas of the dangers of a lawsuit, yet she had 
some confidence in the certainty that justice was on her 
side. Archibald said that she might talk about justice 
as much as she pleased, but that she must prepare to 
submit to the law* The woman trembled at the sound 
of these words ; but, though ignorant, she was no fool, 
and she had a friend in Dr. Campbell^s family, to whom 
she resolved to apply in her distress. Henry Campbell 
had visited her little boy when he was ill, and had made 
him some small present ; and though she did not mean 
to encroach upon Henry's good-nature, she thought that 
he had so much learning, that he certainly could, without 
its costing her any thmg, put her in the right way to 
avoid the lawf with which she had been threatened by 
Archibald Mackenzie and his servant. 

Henry heard the story with indignation, such as For- 
ester would have felt in similar circumstances ; but pru- 
dence tempered his enthusiastic feeUngs ; and prudence 
renders us able to assist others, while enthusiasm fre- 
quently defeats its own purposes, and injures those whom 
it wildly attempts to serve. Henry, knowing the char- 
acter of Archibald, governed himself accorSngly; he 
made no appeal to his feelings ; for he saw that the per- 
son must be deficient in humanity who could have 
threatened a defenceless woman with such severity ; he 
did not speak of justice to the tyrannical laird, but spoke 
of law. He told Archibald, that being thoroughly con- 
vinced of the woman's innocence, he had drawn up a 
statement of her case, which she, in compliance with 
his advice, was ready to lay before an advocate, naming 
the first counsel in Edinburgh. 

The young lair^ repeated, with a mixture of apprehen- 
sion and suspicion, " Drawn up a case ! No ; you can't 
know how to draw up cases ; you are not a lawyer — 
you only say this to bully me." 

Henry replied, that he was no lawyer; that^he could. 
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notwith^uuiiing, state plain facts in such a manner, he 
hoped, us to make a case intelligible to any sensible 
?awyer; that he meant to show what he had written to 
his father. 

" You'll show it to me first, won't you 1" said Archi" 
bald, who wished to gain time for consideration. 

Henry put the paper which he had drawn up into his 
hands, and waited with a determined countenance beside 
him, while he perused the case. Archibald saw that 
Heliry had abiUtles and steadiness to go through with 
the business ; the facts were so plainly and forcibly stated 
that his hopes even from law began io falter* He there^ 
fore talked about humanity— said he pitied the poor 
woman; could not bear to think of distressing her; but 
that, at the same time, he had urgent occasion for money; 
that if he could even recover five guineas of it, it would 
be something. He added, that he had debts which he 
v'ould not, in honour, delay to discharge* 

Now, Henry had five guineas, which he had reserved 
or the purchase of some additions to his cabinet of 
mineralogy, and he ohered to lend this money to Archi- 
bald, to pay the debts that he could not, in honour, delay to 
discharge, upon express condition that he should say no- 
thing more to the poor woman concerning the bank-note. 

To this condition Archibald most willingly acceded ; 
and as Henry, with generous alacrity, counted the five 
guineas into his hand, this mean, incorrigible being said 
to himself, " What fools these bookish young men arCf 
after all ! Though he can draw up cases so finely, I've 
taken him in at last ; and I wish it was ten guineas, 
instead of five !" 

Fatigued with the recital of the various petty artifices 
of this avaricious and dissipated young laird, we shall 
now relieve ourselves by turning from the history of 
meanness to that of enthusiasm. The faults of Forester 
we hope and wish to see corrected ; but who can be inter- 
ested for the selfish Archibald Mackenzie I 



FORESTER A CLERK. ^ 

We left Forester, when he was just going to offer him- 
self as clerk to a brewer. The brewer was a prudent 
man ; and he sent one of his porters with a letter to Dc. 
Campbell^ to inform him that a young lad, whom he had 
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fermeriy sedn in company with Mr. Heniy Campbell, 
and wl^, he understood, was the doctor's ward, hsui ap* 
died to him, and that he should be very happy to take 
nim into his service, if his friends approved of it^ and could 
nropeily recommend him. In conseouence of Dr. Camp- 
bell's answer to the brewer^ letter. Forester, who knew 
nothing of the application to his friends, obtained the 
vacant clerkship. He did not, however, long con tiiCie in 
his new situation. At first, he felt happy, when he found 
himself relieved fh)m the vulgar petulance of Miss M*£voy 
and her brother Colin : in comparison with their rude 
ill-humours, the clerks who were his companions ap- 
peared patterns of civility. By hard experience, Forester 
was taught to know that obliging manners in our com- 
panions add something to the happiness of our lives. 
*^ My mind to me a kingdom is,** was once his common 
answer to all that his friend Henry could urge in favour 
of the pleasures of societv ; but he began now to suspect 
that, separated from social intercourse, his mind, however 
enlarged, would afford him but a dreary kingdom. 

He flattered himself that he could make a friend of the 
clerk who had found his key : this young man's name 
was Richardson ; he was good-natured, but ignorant ; and 
neither his education nor his abilities distinguished him 
from any other clerk in similar circumstances. Forester 
invited him to walk to Arthur's Seat, after the monotonous 
business of the day was over, but the clerk preferred 
walking on holyday s in Prince's-street ; and, after several 
ineffectual attempts to engage him in moral and meta- 
physical aiguments, our hero discovered the depth of his 
companion's ignorance with astonishment. Once, when 
he found that two of the clerks, to whom he had been 
talking of Cicero and Pliny, did not know any thing of 
these celebrated personages, he said, with a sigh, 

*(Biit knowledge to thdr eyes ber ample page, 
Rich wltb tlie epoils offinne, did ne'er nnrol ; 
Chill penniy repressed their noble rage, 
And (hne Ui|B genial current of their sool." 

The word penury, in this stanza, the clerks at least 
understood, and it excited their ** noble rage ;" they hinted 
that it ill became a person who did not dress nearly as 
wen as themselves to give himself such airs, and to taunt 
his betters with poverfy ; they said that they supposed, 
because he was an Englishman, as they perceivea by hiy 
24 
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accent, he thought he might insidt Scotchmen as he 
pleased. It was vain for him to attempt any explanation ; 
their pride and their prejudices combined against him; 
and, though their dislike to him was not so outrageous 
as that or the gardener, gentle Ck>lin, yet it was quite 
sufficient to make him uneasy in his situation. Richard- 
son' was as steady as could reasonably.be expected; but 
he Aowed so little desire to have ** the ample page, rick 
toith the spoils of time,^* unrolled to him, that he excited 
our young scholar^s contempt. No friendships can be 
more unequal than those between ignorance and know- 
ledge. We pass over the journal of our hero's hours 
which were spent in casting up and verifying accounts; 
this occupation, at length, he decided must be extremely 
injurious to the human understanding: ''All the higher 
faculties of my soul," said he to himself, " are absolutely 
useless at this work, and I am reduced to a mere ma- 
chine." But there were many other circumstances, in 
the mercantile system, which Forester had not foreseen, 
and which shocked him extremely. The continual atten- 
tion to petty gain, the ittle artifices which a tradesman 
thinks himself justifiable in practising upon his customers, 
coiUd not be endured by his ingenuous mind. One morn- 
ing the brewery was in an uncommon bustle ; the clerks 
were all in motion. Richardson told Forester that they 
expected a visit in a few hours from the ganger and me 
supervisor, and that they were preparing for their recep- 
tion. When the nature of these preparations was ex- 
plained to Forester; when he was made to understand 
that the business and duty of a brewer's clerk was to 
assist his master in evading certain clauses in certain 
acts of parliament ; when he found that to trick a ganger 
was thought an excellent joke, he stood in silent moral 
astonishment. He knew about as much of the revenue 
laws as the clerks did of Cicero and Pliny ; but his sturdy 
principles of integrity couM not bend to any of the argu- 
ments, founded on expediency, which were brought by 
his companions in their own and their master's justifica- 
tion. He declared that he must speak to his master upon 
the subject immediately. His master was as busy as he 
could possibly be ; and when Forester insisted upon see- 
ing him, he desired that he would speak as quickly as he 
could, for that he expected the supervisor every instant. 
Our hero declared that he could not, consistently with 
his principles, assist in evading the laws of his country. 
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The brewer stared, and then langhed; assured him that 
he had as great a respect for the laws as oUier people ; 
that he did nothing but what every person in his situation 
was obUged to do in their own defence. Forester reso- 
lutely persisted in his determination against all clandes- 
tine practices. The brewer cut the matter short, by 
sayii^ he had not time to argue; but that he did not 
choose to keep a clerk who was not in his interests ; Viat 
he supposed the next thing would be to betray him to his 
supervisor. 

"I am no traitor!" exclaimed Forester; "I will not 
stay another instant with a master who suspects me." 

The brewer suffered him to depart without reluctance ; 
but what exasperated Forester the most was, the com- 

S^sure of his friend Richardson during this scene, who 
d not even offer to shake hands with him when he saw 
him going out of the house : for Richardson had a good 
place, and did not choose to quarrel with his master for 
a person whom he now verily beUeved to be, as he had 
originally suspected, insane. 

** This is the world ! — ^this is friendship !" said Forester 
to himself. 

His generous and enthusiastic imagination supphed him 
with eloquent invectives against human nature, even 
while he ardently desired to serve his fellow-creatures. 
He wandered through the streets of Edinburgh, indulging 
himself alternately in misanthropic reflections and benev- 
olent projects. One instant, he resolved to study the 
laws, that he might reform the revenue laws ; the next 
moment, he recollected his own passion for a desert 
island ; and he regretted that he could not be shipwrecked 
in Edinburgh. 

The sound of a squeaking fiddle roused Forester from 
his revery ; he looked up, and saw a thin, pale man fiddUng 
to a s^pf dancing-dogs that he was exhibiting upon the 
flags for the amusement of a crowd of men, women, and 
children. It was a deplorable spectacle ; the dogs ap- 
peared so wretched, in the midst of the merriment of the 
spectators, that Forester's compassion was moved, and 
he exclaimed, 

"Enough, enough!— They are quite tired; here are 
some halfpence !" 

The showman took the halfpence ; but several fresh 
spectators were yet to see the sight; and, though the 
exhausted animals were but little inclined to perform their 
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antic feats, their master twitched the rope that was fas- 
tened round their necks so violently, that they were 
compelled to renew their melancholy dance. 

Forester darted forward, stopped the fiddler's hand, 
and began an expostulattOD, not one word of which was 
understood by the person to whom it was addressed. A 
stout lad, who was very impatient at this interruption of 
his Hversion, began to abuse Forester, and presently 
from words he proceeded to blows. 

Forester, though a better orator, was by no means so 
able a boxer as his opponent The battle was obstinately 
fought on both sides ; but, at length, our young Quixote 
received what has no name in heroic language, but in the 
vulgar tongue is called a black eye ; and, covered with 
blood and bruises, he was carried by some humane pas- 
senger into a neighbouring house. It was a printer and 
bookseller's shop. The bookseller treated him with hu- 
manity; and, after advising him not to be so hastily en- 
gaged to be the champion of dancing-do^, inquired who 
he was, and whether he had any friends in Edinburgh to 
whom he could send. 

This printer, from having been accustomed to converse 
with variety of people, was a good judge of the language 
of gentlemen; and, though there was nothing else in 
Forester's manners which could have betrayed him, he 
spoke in such good language that the bookseller was cer- 
tain that he had received a liberal education. 

Our hero declined telling his history ; but the printer 
was so well pleased with his conversation that he readily 
agreed to give him employment; and as soon as he re- 
covered from his bruises, Forester was eager to learn the 
art of printing. 

" The art of printing," said he, " has emancipated man- 
kind, and printers ought to be considered as the most 
respectable benefactors of the human race." 

Always warm in his admiration of every new phantom 
that struck his imagination, he was now persuaded that 
printers' devils were angels, and that he should be su- 
premely blessed in a printer's office. 

'* What employment so noble !" said he, as he first 
took the composmg-stick in his hand—" what employ- 
ment so noble as that of disseminating knowledge over 
the aniverse !" 
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It was some time before our hero acquired dexterity 
in his new trade ; his companions formed, with amazingf 
celerity, whole sentences, while he was searching for 
letters which perpetually dropped from his awkward 
hands ; but he was ashamed of his former versatility, 
and he resolved to be steady to his present way of life. 
His situation at this printer's was far better suited to 
him than that which he had quitted with so much disgust 
at the brewer's. He arose early ; and by great industry 
overcame all the difficulties which at first so much 
alarmed him. He soon became the most useful journey- 
man in the office. His dihgence and good behaviour 
recommended him to his master's employers. Whenever 
any work was brought, Forester was sent for. This 
occasioned him to be much in the shop, where he heard 
the conversation of many ingenious men who frequented 
it ; and he spent his evenings in reading. His under- 
standing had been of late uncultivated ; but the fresh 
seeds that were now profusely scattered upon the vigor- 
ous soil took root and flourished. 

Forester was just at that time of life when opinions 
are valued for being new ; he heard varieties of the most 
contradictory assertions in morals, in science, in politics. 
It is a great advantage to a young man to hear oppo- 
site arguments, — ^to hear all that can be said upon every 
subject 

Forester no longer obstinately adhered to the set of 
notions which he had acquired from his education ; he 
heard many whom he could not think his inferiors in 
sd)ilities, debating questions which he formerly imagined 
scarcely admitted of philosophic doubt. His mind be- 
came more humble ; but his confidence in his own powers, 
after having compared himself with numbers, if less ar- 
rogant, was more secure and rational: he no longer 
considered a man as a fool the moment he differed with 
him in opinion ; but he was still a little inchned to esti- 
mate the abilities of authors by the party to which they 
belonged. This failing was increased rather than dimin- 
ished by the company which he now kept. 

Among the young students who frequented Mr. ^*s, 

the bookseller, was Mr. Thomas ^ who, from his 



68 vcmisTER 

habit of blurting out strange opinions in conversatioHf 
acquired the name of Tom Random. His head was 
confused between politics and poetry; his arguments 
were paradoxical, his diction florid, and Ms gesture some- 
thing between the apouting action of a player and the 
threatening action of a pu^st 

Forester was caught by the oratory of this genius 
from the first day he heard him speak. 

Tom Random asserted, that ** this great globe, and all 
that it inhabits,** must inevitably be doomed to destruc- 
tion, unless certain ideas of his own, in the govemmeot 
of the world, were immediately adopted by universal 
acclamation. 

It was not approbation, it was not esteem» which For- 
ester felt for his new friend; it was for the first week 
blind, enthusiastic admiration— ^very thing that he had 
seen or heard before appear^ to him trite and obsolete ; 
every person who spoke temperate common sense he 
heard with indifference or contempt ; and all who were 
not zealots in literature, or in pohtics, he considered as 
persons whose understandings were so narrow, or whoso 
hearts were so depraved, as to render them " unfit to hear 
themselves convinced." 

Those who read and converse have a double chance 
of correcting their errors. 

Forester, most fortunately, about this time, happened 
to meet with a book which in some degree counteracted 
the inflammatory effects of Random's conversation, and 
which had a happy tendency to sober his enthusiasm, 
without lessening his propensity to useful exertions : this 
book was the Life of Dr. Franklin. 

The idea that this great man began by being a vrinter 
interested our hero in his history ; and while he followed 
him, step by step, through his instructive narrative. For- 
ester sympathized in Us feelings, and observed how 
necessary the smaller virtues of order, economy, indus- 
try, and patience were to Franklin's great character and 
splendid success. He began to hope that it would be 
possible to do good to his fellow-creatures without over- 
turning all existing institutions. 

About this time another fortunate coincidence hap- 
pened in Forester's education. One evening, his friend 
Tom Random, who was printing a pamphlet, came, with 
a party of his companions, into Mr. the bookseller's 
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«iu>p» enraged at the decidoa of a prize in a literary 
eociety to which they belonged. 

All the young partisans who surrounded Mr. Random 
loudly declared that he had been treated with the most 
flagrant injustice; and the author, himself was too angry 
to affect any modesty upon the occasion. 

•* Would you believe it t** said he to Forester,—" my 
essay has not been thought worthy of the prize ! The 
medal has been given to the most wretched, tame, com- 
monfdace performance you ever saw. Every thing in 
this world is done by corruption, by party, by secret 
influence T 

At every pause the irritated author wiped his forehead* 
and Forester sympathized in his feelinffs. 

In the midst of the author's exclamations, a messenger 
came with the manuscript of the prize essay, and with 
the orders of the society to have a certain number of 
copies printed off with all possible expedition. 

Random snatched up the manuscript, and with ail the 
fury of criticism began to read some of the passages 
which he disliked aloud. 

Though it was marred in the reading. Forester could 
not agree with his ^ay friend in condemning the per- 
formance. It appeared to him excellent writing and ex- 
cellent sense. 

" Print it— print it then, as ftist as you can— that, is 
your business — ^that's what you are paid for. Every one 
for himself,'* cried Random, insolently throwing the 
manuscript at Forester; and as he flung out of the shop 
with his companions, he added, with a contemptuous 
iaugh, ** A printer's devil setting up for a critic I He 
may be a capital judge of pica and brevier, perhaps*-but * 
let not the compositor go beyond his stick.'' 

" Is this the man," ssid Forester, " whom I have heard 
so eloquent in the praise of candour and liberality t Is 
this the man who talks of universal toleration and 
freedom of opinion, and who yet cannot bear that any 
one should differ from him in criticising a sentence t Is 
tlus the man who would have equality among all his fel- 
low-creatures, and who calls a compositor a printer's 
devil t Is this the man who cants about the pre-eminence 
of mind^ and the verfections of intellect ; and yet now 
takes advantage ot his rank, of his supjMrters, of the cry 
of his partisans, to bear downi the voice of reason I— 
* Let not the compositor go beyond his composing-stick f 
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— ^And why not! why should not he be a judge of writ* 
ingl" At this reflection Forester eageriy took up the 
manuscript which had been flung at his feet. All his in- 
dignant feelings instantly changed into delightful exulta- 
tion — ^he saw the hand — he read the name of Henry 
Campbell. The title of the manuscript was " An Essay 
on tfus best Method of reforming Abuses.'*^ This was the 
subject proposed by the society ; and Henry had written 
upon the questicm with so much moderation, and yet 
with such unequivocal decision had shown himself the 
friend of rational liberty, that all the members of the 
society who were not borne away by their prejudices 
were unanimous in their preference of this performance. 

Random's declamation only inflamed the minds of his 
own partisans. Good judges of writing exclaimed as 
they read it, ^ This is ail very fine ; but what would this 
man be at ! His violence hurts the cause he wishes to 
support." 

Forester read Henry Campbell's essay with all the 
avidity of friendship ; he read it again and again — ^his 
generous soul was incapable of envy ; and whBe he ad- 
mired, he was convinced by the force of reason. 

His master desired that he would set about the essay 
early in the morning ; but his eagerness for his friend 
Henry's fame was such that he sat up above half the 
night hard at work at it. He was indefatigable the next 
day at the business ; and as all hands were employed on 
the essay, it was finished that evening. 

Forester rubbed his hands with deUght when he had 
set the name of Henry Campbell in the titlepage — but 
an instant afterward he sighed bitterly. ^^ 

•* I am only a printer," said he to himself. These just 
arguments, these noble ideas, win instruct and charm 
hundreds of my feEow-creatures : no one will ever ask, 
— ^^ Who set the types!* *• 

His reflections were interrupted by the entrance of 
Tom Random and two of his partisans: he was ex- 
tremely displeased to find that the printers had not been 
going on with his pamphlet; his personal disappoint- 
ments seemed to increase the acrimony of his zeal for 
the public good; he declaimed upon poUticsn-upon the 
necessity for the immediate pubUcation of his sentiments, 
for the salvation of the state. His action was suited to 
his words: violent and blind to consequences, witti one 
sodden kick* designed to express his contempt for tiie 
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^I^posite party, this political Alnaschar unfortunately 
overturned the form which contained the t)rpes for the 
newspaper of the next day, which was just going to the 
press — a newspaper in which he had written splendid 
paragraphs. 

Forester, happily for his philosophy, recollected the 
account which Franklin, in his history of his own life, 
gives of the patience with which be once bore a similar 
accident. The printers, with secret imprecations against 
oratory, or at least against those orators who thiimthat 
action is every thing, set to work again to repair the 
mischief. 

Forester, much fatigued, at length congratulated him- 
self upon having finished liis hard day's work ; when a 
man from the shop came to inquire whether tluree him- 
dred cards, which had been orciered the week before to 
be printed off, were finished. The man to whom the 
order was given had forgotten it, and he was going 
home : he decidedly answered, " No ; the cards can't be 
done till to-morrow : we have left work for this night, 
thank God." 

** The gentleman says he must have them,** expostulated 
the messenger. 

**He must not, he cannot have them. I would not 
print a card for his majesty at this time of night," retried 
the suUen workman, throwing his hat upon his head, in 
token of departure. 

" What are these cards ?'* said Forester. 

'* Only a dancing-master's cards for his ball," said the 
printer's journeyman. " I'U not work beyond my timer 
tor any dancing-master that wears a head." 

The messenger then said that he was desired to ask 
for the manuscript card. 

This card was hunted for all over the room ; and at 
last Forester found it under a heap of refuse papers ; his 
eve was caught with the name of his old friend Mon- 
sieur Pasgrave, the dancing-master whom he had for- 
merly frightened by the skeleton with the fiery eyes. 

<* I will print the cards for him myself; I am not at all 
tired," cried Forester, who was determined to make some 
little amends for the injury which he had formerly done 
to the poor dancing-master. He resolved to prmt the 
eards for nothing, and he staid up very late to finish them. 
His companions all left him, for they were in a great 

V01.L— N 
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hurry to see, what in Edinburgh is a rare sight, the 
town illuminated. 

These illuminations were upon account of some great 
naval victory. 

Forester, steady to Monsieur Pasgrave's cards, did 
what no other workman would have done , he finished 
for him, on this night of public joy, his three hundred 
cards. . Every now and then, as he was quietly at work, 
he heard the loud huzzas in the street : his waning can- 
dle sunk in the socket as he had just packed up his 
work. 

By the direction at the bottom of the cards he learned 
where M. Pasgrave lodged, and as he was going out to 
look at the illuminations, he resolved to leave them him- 
self at the dancing-master's house. 



THE ILLUMINATIONS. 

The illuminations were really beautiful. He went up 
to the castle, whence he saw a great part of the Old 
Town and all Prince's-street lighted up in the most 
splendid manner. He crossed the Earth-mound into 
Prince's-street. Walking down Prince's-slreet he saw a 
crowd of people gathered before the large illuminated 
window of a confectioner's shop. As he approached 
nearer he distinctly heard the voice of Tom Random, 
who was haranguing the mob. The device and motto 
which the confectioner displayed in his window dis- 
pleased this gentleman ; who, besides his public-spirited 
abhorrence of all men of a party opposite to his own, 
had likewise private cause of difelike to this confectioner, 
who had refused him his daughter in marriage. 

It was part of Random's new system of political jus- 
tice to revenge his own quarrels. 

The mob, who are continually, without knowing it, 
made the instruments of private malice, when they think 
they are acting in a public cause, readily joined in Tom 
Random's cry of " Down with the motto ! Down with 
the motto !" 

Forester, who, by his lesson from the dancing-dogs, 
had earned a little prudence, and who had just printed 
Henry Campbell's Essay on the best means of reforming 
abuses, did not mix with the rabble, but joined in the 
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entreaties of some peaceable passengers, who prayed 
that the poor man's windows might be spared. The 
windows were, notwithstanding, demolished with a ter- 
rible crash, and the crowd then, alarmed at the mischief 
they had done, began to disperse. The constables 
who had been sent for appeared. Tom Random was 
taken into custody. Forester was pursuing his way to the 
dancing-master's, when one of the officers of Justice 
exclaimed, " Stop ! — stop him ! — ^he's one of 'em : he's a 
great friend of Mr. Random : I've seen him often parad- 
ingarm-in-arm in High-street with him." 

This, alas \, was too true : the constables seized For- 
ester, and put him, with Tom Random and the ring- 
leaders of the riot into a place of confinement for the 
night. 

. Poor Forester, who was punished for the faults of his 
former friend and present enemy, had, during this long 
night, leisure for much wholesome reflection upon the 
danger of forming imprudent intimacies. He resolved 
never to walk again in High-street arm-in-arm with such 
a man as Tom Random. 

The constables were, rather hasty in the conclusions 
'they drew from this presumptive evidence. 

Our hero, who felt the disgrace of his situation, was 
not a little astonished at Tom Random's consoling him- 
self with drinking instead of philosophy. The siffht of 
this enthusiast, when he had completely intoxicated him- 
self, was a disgusting but useful spectacle to our indig-, 
nant hero. Forester was shocked at the union of gross 
vice and rigid pretensions to virtue : he could scarcely 
believe that the reeling, stammering idiot whom he now 
beheld was the same l^ing from whose lips he had heard 
declamations upon the omnipotence of intellect — from 
whose pen he had seen projects for the government of 
empires. 

The dancing-master, Who, in the midst of the illumi- 
nations, had regretted that his cards could not be printed, 
went early in me morning to inquire about them at the 
printer's. 

The printer had learned that one of his boys was taken 
up among the rioters : he was sorry to find that Forester 
had got himself into such a scrape; but he was a 
very cautious snug man, and he did not choose to inter- 
fere : he left him quietly to be dealt with according to 
law. 

N2 
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The dancing-masfer, iHmerer, was interested in ftxd* 
ing him out, IjScause he was informed that Forester had 
sat up almost all night to print his cards, and that he had 
them now in his pocket. 

M. Pasgrave at length gained admittance to him inhis 
confinement: the officers of justice were taking hitn and 
Random before Mr. W— , a magistrate, with whom in* 
fbrmalions had been lodged by the confectioner who had' 
soffered in his windows. 

Pasgrave, when he beheld Forester, was siorplised to 
such a degree that he could scarcely finish his bow, or 
es^ress his astonishment, either in Frei^h or English. 
** Eh, monsieur ! — mon Dieu ! — bon Dieu ! I beg ten mil- 
lion pardons — ^I am come to search for a printer who haci 
my cards in his pocket.** 

**Here are your cards," said Forester: '*let me speak 
a few words to you.** He took M. Pasgrave aside — ^ 1 
perceire," said he, '* that you hare discovered who I am. 
Though in the service of a printer, I have still as nroeh 
the feelings and principles of a gentleman as I had when 
you saw me in Dr. Campbell's house. I have partictdsur 
reasons for being anxious to remain undiscovered by Dr. 
Campbell, or any of his family ; you may depend upon it 
that my reasons are not dishonourable. I request that 
you will not, upon any account, betray me to that fam- 
ily. I am going before a magistrate, and am accused oi 
being concerned in a riot, which I did every thing in my 
power to prevent." 

^Ah! monsieur," interrupted the dancing-master, 
** but you see de grand inconvenience of concealing your 
rank and name. You, who are comme il faut, are con- 
founded with the mob : permit me at least to folkiw you 

to Mr. W ^, the roa^strate : I have de honneur to 

teach les demoiselles his daughters to dance ; dey are to 
be at my ball — dey take one half-dozen tickets. I must 
call dere wid my cards ; and I shall, if you will give me 
leave, accompany you now, and mention dat I know you 
to be un homme comme il faut, above being guilty of an 
unbecoming action. I flatter myself I have some in- 
terest wid de ladies of de family, and dat dey wiU do me 
de favour to speak to monsieur leur cher pere sur votre 
compte." 

Forester thanked the good-natured dancing-master, 
but he proudly said that he should trust to his own in- 
nocence for his defence. 
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M. Paagrave, who had seen something moie of the 
world than our hero, and who was interested for him, 
because he had once made him a present of an excellent 
violin, and because he had sat up naif the night to print 
the ball cards, resolved not to leave him entirely to his 
innocence for a defence: he followed Forester to Mr. 

W ^•s. The magistrate was a slow, pompous man, 

by no means a good physiognomist, much less a good 
Judge of character. He was proud of his authority, 
and glad to display the small portion of legal knowledge 
which he possessed. As soon as he was informed that 
some youI1g|^men were brought before him who had 
been engaged the preceding mght in a riot, he put on all 
his magisterial terrors, and assured the confectioner, 
who had a private audience of him, that he should have 
jnstioe; and that the person or persons concerned in 
breaking his window or windows should be punished 
with the utmost %everity that the law would allow. 
Contrary to the humane spirit of the British law, which 
supposes every man to be innocent till it is proved that 
he is gnUty, this harsh magistrate presumed that every 
man who was brought before him was guilty till he was 
proved to be innocent. Forester's appearance was not 
in his favour: he had been up all night; his hair was 
dishevelled; his linen was neither fine nor white; his 
shoes were thiek-soledand dirty; his coat was that in 
which he had been at work mt the printer's the preceding 
day; it was in several places daubed with printer's ink; 
and his unwashed hands bespoke his trade. Of all these 
circumstances the slow circumspect eye of the magis- 
trate took cognizance one by one. Forester ^bserved 
the effect which this survey produced upon his judge ; 
and he felt that appearances were against him, and that 
appearances are sometimes of consequence. After hav- 
ing estimated his poverty by these external s3m[iptoms, 
the magistrate looked, for the first time, in his face, and 
pronounced that he had one of the worst countenances 
he ever beheld. This judgment once pronounced, he 
proceeded to justify, by wresting to the prisoner's dis- 
advantage every circumstance that aj^ared. Fores- 
ter's having been frequently seen in Tottt' Random's 
ijompany was certainly against him; the confectioner 
perpetujdly repeated that they were constant compan- 
ions ; that they were intimate friends ; that they were 
continually walking together every Sunday; and that 
25 
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they often had come arm-in-arm into his shop, tajking 
politics ; that he believed Forester to be of the same 
way of thinking with Mr. Raiklom; and that he saw 
him dose behiQd him at the moment the stones were 
thrown that broke the windoWs. It appeared that Mr. 
Random was at that time active in encouraging the mob. 
To oppose the angry confectioners conjectural evidence, 
the lad who threw the stone, and who was now produced, 
declared that Forester held back his arm, and said, ** My 
good lad, don't break this man's windows: go home 
quietly; here's a shiUing for you." The person who- 
gave this honest testimony, in whom there ^s a strange 
mixture of the love of mischief and the spirit of gene-^ 
rosity, was the very lad who fought with Forester, and 
beat him, about the dancing-dogs. He whispered to 
Forester, "Do you remember mel I hope you don't 
bear malice." The magistrate, who heard this whi^r, 
immediately construed it to the priscmer's disadvantage. 
— " Then, sir," said he, addressing himself to our hero,, 
" this gentleman, I understand, claims aqquaintance with 
you; his acquaintance really does you honour, and 
speaks strongly in favour of your character. If I mis- 
take not, this is the lad whom I sent to the Tolbooth, 
some Uttle time ago, for a misdemeanour ; and he isnot,^ 
I apprehend, a stranger to the stocks." 

Forester commanded his temper as well as he was 
able, and observed, that whatever might be the character 
of the yomig man who had spoken in his favour, hi» 
evidence would, perhaps, be thought to deserve some 
credit when the circumstances of his acquaintance with 
the witness were known. He then related the adven- 
ture of the dancing-dogs, and remarked that the testi- 
mony of an enemy came with double force in hisfavotw- 
The language and manner in which Forester spoke sur- 
prised all who were present; but the history of the 
dancing-dogs appeared so ludicrous and so improbable 
that the magistrate decidedly pronounced it to be ^ a 
fabrication, a story invented to conceal the palpable col- 
lusion of the witnesses." Yet, though he one moment 
declared that he 'did not believe the story, he the next 
inferred from it that Forester was disposed to riot smd 
sedition, since he was ready to fight with a vagabond ia 
the streets for the sake of a parcel of dancing-dogs. 

M. Pasgrave, in the mean time, had, with great good- 
nature, been representiiiff Forester in the best light he 
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possibly cbuld to the young ladies, the magistrate's 
daughters. One of them sent to beg to speak to their 
father. M. Pasgrave judiciously dwelt upon his as- 
surances of Forester's being a gentleman : he told Mr. 

W that he had met him in one of the best families 

in Edinburgh ; that he knew he had some private reasons 
for conceahng that he was a gentleman: "perhaps the 
youn^ gentleman was reduced to temporaiy distress," 
he said ; but whatever might be these reasons, M. Pas- 
grave vouched for his having very respectable friends 
and connexions. The magistrate wished to know the 
• family in which M. Pasgrave had met Forester : but he 
was, according to his promise, impenetrable on this sub- 
ject. His representations had, however, the desired 
effect upon Mr. W : when he returned to the ex- 
amination of our hero, his opinion of his countenance 
somewhat varied; he despatched his other business; 
bailed Tom Random on high sureties ; and when Fores- 
ter was the only person that remained, he turned to him 
with great solemnity ; bade him sit down ; informed him 
that he knew him to be a gentleman ; that he was greatly 
concerned that a person hke him, who had respectable 
friends and connexions, should involve himself in such a 
disagreeable affair; that it was a matter of grief and 
surprise to him to see a young gentleman in such ap- 
parel; that he earnestly recommended to him to accom- 
modate matters with his friends ; and, above all things, 
to avoid the company of seditious persons. Much good 
advice, but in a dictatorial tone, and in cold, pompous 
language, he bestowed upon the prisoner; and at length 
dismissed him. " How different," said Forester to him- 
self, "is this man's method of giving advice from Dr. 
CampbeU'sT' 

This lesson strongly impressed, however, upon our 
hero's mind the belief that external appearance, dress, 
manners, and the company we keep, are the usual cir- 
cumstances by which the world judge of character and 

conduct. When he was dismissed from Mr. W 's 

august presence, the first thing he did was to inquire for 
Pasgrave : he was giving the magistrate's daughters a 
fesson, and could not be interrupted ; but Forester left a 
note for him, requesting to see him at ten o'clock the 
next day, at Mr. , the bookseller's. New mortifica- 
tions awaited our hero: on his return to his master's, he 
w:as very coldbr received ; Mr. — — let him know in un- 
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^[ualified terms, that he did not like to empJU^ any one 
in his work who got into quarrels at night in the puhlic 
streets. Forester's former favour with his master, hi» 
industry and talents, were not considered without envy 
by the rest of the journeymen printers ; and they took 
advantage of his absence to misrepresent him to the 
bookseller: however, when Forester came to relate his 
own story, his master was convinced that he was not to 
blame ; that he had worked extremely hard the preceding 
day ; and that, far from having been concerned in a riot, 
he had done everything in his power to prevent mischief. 
He desired to see the essay which was printed with so 
much expedition : it was in the hands of the corrector 
of the press. The sheets were sent for, and the book- 
seller was in admiration at the extraordinary correct- 
ness with whieh it was printed ; the corrector of the 
press scarcely had occasion to alter a word, a letter^ or 
a stop. There was a quotation in the manuscript from 
Juvenal. Henry Campbell had, by mistake, omitted to 
name the satire and hue, and the author from which it 
was taken, though he had left a blank in which they 
were to be inserted. The corrector of the press, though 
a hterary gentleman, was at a stand. Forester imme- 
diately knew where to look -for the passage in the original 
author : he found it, and inserted the book and line in 
their proper place. His master did not suffer this ia 
pass unobserved ; he hinted to him that it was a pity a 
young man of his abihties and knowledge should waste 
his time in the mere technical drudgery of printing. "I 
should be gkd now,** continued the bookseller, ^' to em- 
ploy you as a corrector of the presst and to advance )roii 
according to your merits, in the world ; hut,'^ glancing 
his eye at Forester's dress, " you must give me leave ta 
say, that some attention to outward appearance is neces- 
sary in our business. Gentlemen call here, as you well 
know, continuaHy, and I like to have the people about 
me make a creditable appearance. You have earned 
money since you have been with me — surely you can 
afford yourself a decent suit of clothes and a cleaner 
shirt. I beg your pardon for speaking so freely ; bat i 
really have a regard for you, and wish to see you get 
forward in life*** 
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Forester had not, since he left Dr. Campbell's, been 
often spoken to in a tone of friendship. The bookseller's 
well-meant frank remonstrance made its just impression; 
and he resolved to make the necessary additions to his 
wardrobe ; nay, he even went to a hairdresser to have 
his hair cat and brought into decent order. His com- 
panions, the printers, had not been sparing in their re- 
maiks upon the meanness of his former apparel, and 
Forester pleased himself with anticipating the respect 
they would feel for him when he should appear in better 
clothes. " Can such trifles," said he to himself, " make 
such a change in the opinion of my fellow-creatures ? — 
And why should I fight with the world for trifles ? My 
real merit is neither increased nor diminished by the 
dress I may happen to wear; but I see that, unless I 
waste all my life in combating the prejudices of super- 
ficial observers,, I'^hould avoid all those pecuUarities in 
my external iqppearance which prevent whatever good 
qualities I have from obtaining their just respect." He 
was surprised at the blindness of his companions, who 
could not discover his merit through the roughness of 
his manners and the disadvantages of his dress ; but he 
determined to shine out upon them in the superior dress 
and character of a corrector of the press. He went to 
a tailor's, and bespoke a suit of clothes. He bought 
new linen ; and our readers will perhaps hear with sur- 
prise, that he actually began to consider very seriously 
whether he should not tSae a few lessons m dancing. 
He had learned to dance formerly, and was not naturally 
eitiier inactive or awkward : but his contempt for the 
art prevented hm^ for some years, Irom practising it ; 
and he had nearly forgotten his wonted agility. Henry 
Campbell once, when Forester was declaiming against 
dancmg, told him, that if he had learned to dance, and 
excelled in the art, his contempt for the trifling accom- 
plishment would have more effect upon the minds of 
others, because it could not be mistaken for envy. This 
remark made a deep impression upon our hero, especially 
as he observed that his friepd Henry was not in the least 
vain of his personal graces, and had cultivated his under- 
«tandiiig, though he could dance a Scotch reel. Scotch 
N3 
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reels were associated in Forester's imagination wifli 
Mora Campbell; and in balancing the argnments for 
and against learning to dance, the recollection of Ardii- 
bald Mackenzie's triumphant look, when he led her away 
as his partner at the famous baU, had more iiiflnence 
perhaps upon Forester's mind than his pride and phi* 
losophy apprehended. He began to have some confused 
desiffn of retiuming, at some distant periodrto his friends ;; 
and he had hopes Uiat he should appear in a more ami- 
able light to Flora, after he had perfected himself in an 
accomplishment which he fancied she admured pro* 
digiously. His esteem fop that lady was rather di- 
minished by thi» belief; but still a si^cient quantity 
remained to excite in him a strong ambition tO' please. 
The agony he felt the night he left the ball-room wa» 
such, that he could not even now recollect the cir- 
cnimstances without confusion and angiAsh of mind* 
His hands were now such as could appear without 
gloves ; and he. resolved to commence the education of 
his feet. 

M. Pasgrave called upon him, in consequence of the 
message which he left at the magistrate's : his original 
design in sending for the dancing-master was to offer 
him some acknowledgment for his obliging CG«idnct. 
•* M. Pasgrave," said he, " you have behaved towards me 
like a man of honour ; you have kept my secret; I am 
convinced that you will continue to keep it inviolate-** 
As he spoke, he produced a ten-guinea bank-note, for at 
length he had prevailed upon himself to have recourse 
to his pocket-book, which, tijl this day, had remained 
unopened* Pasgrave stared at the sight of the note, and 
withdrew his hand at first, when it was offered ; but he 
yielded at lei^h, when Forester assured him that he 
was not in any distress, and that he couM perfectly well 
afford to indulge his feelings of gratitude. ** Nay," con- 
tinued Forester, who, if he had not always practised the 
maxims of politeness, notwithstanding possessed that 
generosity of mind and good sense on which real polite- 
ness must depend, *' you shall not be under any obhga- 
tion to me, M. Pasgrave : I am just going to ask a favour 
from you. You must teach me to dance.''—** Wid de ut- 
most pleasure,*^ exclaimed the delighted dancing-master; 
and the hours of his attendance were soon settled. 
Whatever Forester attempted he pursued with energy. 
M. Pasgrave^ after giving nim a few lesaons^ prophesied 
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that he woold do him infinite credit ; zal Forestei felt a 
secret pride in the idea that he should surprise his friends 
some tune or other with his new accomplishment. 

He continued in the bookseller's service, correctii^ 
the press for him, much to his satisfaction; and the 
change in his personal appearance pleased his master, as 
it showed attention to his advice. Our hero, from time 
to time, exercised his talents in writing: and,, as he in« 
serted his compositions under a fictitious signature in his 
master's newspaper, he had an opportimity of hearing 
the most unprejudiced opinions of a variety of critics, 
who often came to read tne papers at their house. He 
stated, in short essays, some of those arguments con- 
cerning the advantages and disadvantages of poUteness, 
luxury, the love of society, misanthropy, &c., which had 
formerly passed between him and Henry Campbell; and . 
he listened to the remarks that were made upon each 
side of the questions. How it happened we know not ; 
but after he nad taken lessons for about six weeks from 
M. Pasgrave, he became extremely solicitous to have a 
solution of all his stoipal doubts, and to furnish himself 
with the best possible arguments in favour of civilized 
society. He could not bear the idea that he yielded his 
opinions to any thing less than strict demonstration : he 
drew up a hst of queries, which concluded with the fol- 
lowing question :-*'* What should be the distinguishing 
characteristics of the higher classes of people in society!" 
—This query was answered in one of the public papers 

a few days after it appeared in Mr. ^'s paper, and the 

answer was si^ed H. C, a Friend to Society, Even 
without these mitials Forester would easily have dis- 
covered it to be Henry Campbell's writing ; and several 
strokes seemed to be so particularly addressed to him» 
that he could not avoid thinking Henry had discovered 
the querist. The impression which arguments make 
upon the mind varies with time and change of situation, 
lliose arguments in favour of subordination in society, 
in favour of agreeable manners, and attention to the 
feelings of others in the small as well as in the great 
concerns of life, which our hero had heard with in^flfer- 
ence from Dr. Campbell and Henry in conversation, 
struck him, when he saw them in a printed essay, with 
an the force of conviction ; and he wondered how it had 
happened that he never before perceived them to be 
conclusive. 
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He ptit the newspaper which contained this essay in 
his pocket ; and after he had finished his day's work, and 
had taken his evening lesson from M. Pasgrave, he went 
out with an intention of going to a favourite spot upon 
Arthur's Seat, to read the essay again at his leisure. 

But he was stopped at the turn from the North Bridge 
into High-street by a scavenger's cart The scavenger, 
with his broom which had just swept the High-street, 
was clearing away a heap of mud. Two gentlemen on 
horseback, who were riding like postillions, came up * 
during this operation — Sir Phihp Gosling and Archibald 
Mackenzie. Forester had his back towards them, and 
he never looked round, because he was too intent upon 
his own thoughts. Archibald was mounted upon Saw- 
ney, the horse which he had so fairly won from his 
friend Sir Philip. The half-guinea which had been 
promised to the hostler had not yet been paid ; and the 
nostler, determined to revenge himself upon Archibald, 
invented an ingenious method of gratifying his resent- 
ment. He taught Sawney to rear and plunge whenever 
his legs were touched by the broom with w£ch the sta- 
bles were swept. When Sawney was perfectly well 
trained to this trick, the cunning nostler communicated 
his design, and related his cause of complaint against 
Archibald to a scavenger who was well known at the 
livery-stables. The scavenger entered into his friend 
the hostler's feelings, and promised to use his broom in 
his cause whenever a convenient and public oi^rtunity 
should offer. The hour of retribution was now arrived : 
the scavenger saw his young gentleman in fuU glory, 
mounted upon Sawney; he kept his eye upon him while, 
in company with the baronet, he came over the North 
Bridjge: there was a stop, from the meeting of carts and 
carriages. The instant Archibald came within reach 
of the broom, the scavenger slightly touched Saw- 
ney's leg; Sawney plunged and reared — and reared and 
plunged. The scavenger stood grinning at the sight. 
Forester attempted to seize the horse's bridle; but 
Sawney, who seemed determined upon the point, suc- 
ceeded. When Forester snatched at his bridle, he 
reared, then plunged; and Archibald Mackenzie was 
fairiy lodged in the scavenger's cart. While the well- 
dressed laird floundered in the mud. Forester gave the 
horse to the servant, who had now ridden up ; and, satis- 
fied that Mackenzie had received no material injury, in« 
quired no further. He turned to assist a poor washer- 
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woman, who was lifting a large basket of clean linen into 
W house, to get it out of the way of the cart. As soon 
as he had helj^d her to lift the basket into her passage, 
he was retiring, when he heard a voice at the back-door, 
which was at the other end of the passage. It was the 
voice of a child ; and he listened, for he thought he had 
heard it before. — ^ The door is locked," said the washer- 
woman. '* I know who it is that is knocking ; it is only 
a little pil who is coming for a cap which I have there 
in the basket." The door was unlocked, and Forester 
saw the Uttle girl to whom the fine geranium belonged. 
What a number of ideas she recalled to Ms mind j She 
looked at him, and hesitated, courtesied, then turned away, 
as if she was afraid she was mistaken, and asked the 
wa^ierwoman if she had plaited her grandmother's cap. 
The woman searched in her basket, and produced the 
cap nicely plaited. The Uttle girl, in the mean time, con- 
sidered Forester with anxious attention. ^ I believe," 
said she, timidly, ** you are, or you are veiy like, the 
gentleman who was so good as to—" — ^ Yes," inter- 
rupted Forester, "I know what you mean. I am the 
man who went with you to try to obtain justice from 
your tyrannical schoolmistress : I did not do you any 
good. Have you seen— -have you heard any thing of 

1" Such a variety of recollections pressed upon 

Forester's heart that he could not pronounce the name 
of Heniy Campbell; afid he changed his question. '* Is 
your old grandmother recovered t"--" She is quite well, 
thai^ you, sir; and she is grown young again since 
you saw her : perhaps you don't know how good Mr. 
Henry and .the young lady have been to us. We don^t 
live now in that httle, close, dark room at the watch- 
maker's. We are as happv, sir, as the day is long." — 

*♦ But what of Heniy t— what of T— " O sir ! but if 

you are not very busy, or in a great hurry — ^it is but a 
little way oflf— if you could come and look at our new 
house — ^I don't mean our house, for it is not ours ; but 
we take care of it, and we have two httle rooms to our- 
selves; and Mr. Henry and Miss Flora very often come 
to see us. I wish you could come to see how nice our 
rooms are ! The house is not far off, only at the bac^ 
of the meadows."—** Go, show me the way— 111 follow 
you," said Forester, after he had satisfied himself that^ 
there was no danger of his meeting any of Dr. Camp- 
bell's fateily. 
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THE MEADOWS. 

Our hero accompanied the little girl with eager, bener- 
oknt curiosity. ^ There,^ said she, when they came to 
the meadows, " do you see that white house with the 
paling before itl" — ** But that cannot be your house !" — 
** No, no, sir: Dr. Campbell and several gentlemen have 
tiie large room, and they come there twice a week to 
teach something to a great many children. Grand- 
mother can explain all that better to you, sir, than I can ; 
but all I know is, that it is our business to keep the room 
aired and swept, and to take care of the glass things 
which you'll see ; and you shall see how clean it is : it 
was / swept it tlus morning.*' 

They had now reached the gate which was in the 
paling before the house. The old woman came to the 
door, clean, neat, and cheerful ; she recollected to have 
seen Forester in company with Henry Campbell at the 
watchmaker's; and this was sufficient to make him a 
welcome guest ** God bless the family, and all that be- 
longs to them, for ever and ever!" said the woman. 
** This way, sir." — ^ 0, don't look into our httle rooms 
yet ; look at the great room first, if you please, sir," said 
the child. 

There was a large table in the middle of this long 
room, and several glass retorts, and other chymical ves- 
sels, were ranged upon shelves ; wooden benches were 
placed on each side of the table. The grandmother, to 
whom the little girl had referred for a clear explanation, 
could not, however, tell Forester very exactly the uses 
of the retorts ; but she informed him that many of the 
manufacturers in Edinburgh sent their sons hither twice 
a week ; and Dr. Campbell, and Mr. Henry Campbell* 
and some other gentlemen, came by turns to instruct 
them. Forester recollected now that he once heaid 
Henry talking to his father about a scheme for teaching 
tiie children of the manufacturers of E^dinburgh. some 
knowledge of chymistry, such as they might afterward 
em ploy advantageously to the arts and every -day business 
of life. 

** I have formed projects, but what good have I ever 
actually done to my fellow-creatures t" said Forester to 
himself. With melancholy steps he walked to examine 
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erery thing in the room. ** Dr. Campbell sits in this 
lurm-ehair, does not he 1 And where does Henry sit?** 
The old woman placed the chairs for him as they usnally 
were placed. Upon one of the shelyes there was a 8late« 
which, as it had been written upon, the little girl had put 
by very carefully; there were some calculations upon 
the weight of different gases, and the figures Forester 
knew to be Henry's : he looked at every thing that was 
Henry's with pleasure. ** Because I used to be so rough 
in my manner to him," said Forester to himself, ** I dare 
say Uiat he thinks I have no feeling, and I sum>ose he has 
forgotten me by this time : I deserve, indeed, to be for- 
gotten by everybody ! How could I leave such friends V* 
On the other side of the slate poor Forester saw his own 
name written several times over, in his Ariend's band- 
writing, and he read two hues of his own poetry, which 
he remembered to have repeated to Henry the day that 
they walked to Arthur's Seat. Forester felt much plea- 
sure from this little proof of his friend's affection. ** Now 
won't you look at our nice rooms t" said the child, who 
had waited with some patience till Jie had done ponder- 
ing upon the slate. 

The little rooms were well arranged, and their neat- 
ness was not now as much lost upon our hero as it wouM 
have been some time before. The old woman and her 
granddaughter, with all the pride of gratitude, eithibited 
to him several little presents of furniture which they had 
received from Dr. Campbell's family. " Mr. Henry gave 
me this ! Miss Flora gave me that !" was frequently re- 
peated. The Uttle girl opened the door of her oum room. 
On a clean white deal bracket, which " Mr. Henry had 
put up with his own hands^"* stood the well-known gera- 
nium in its painted fiower-pot. Forester saw nothing 
else in the room, and it was in vain that botH the old 
woman and her granddaughter talked to him at once ; he 
heard not a woni that was said to him. The flowers 
were all gone, and the brown calyces of the geranium 
flowers reminded him ot the length of time which had 
elapsed since he had first seen them. ** I am sorry there 
. are no flowers to ofier you," said the little girl, observing 
Forester's melancholy look; '*but I thought you did not 
like geraniums ; for I remember when 1 gave you a fine 
flower in the watchmaker's shop you pulled it to pieces, 
and threw it on the ground." — " 1 should not do so now," 
said Forester. . The black marks on the painted flower- 
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pot had been entirely ^l^ced: he turned away^ en ' 
deavoured to conceal his emotion, and took leave «f th^ 
place as soon as the grateful inhatntants would 9uS&e 
mm to depart. The reflection that he had wasted his 
time, that he had never done any good to any faaman be« 
ing, that he had lost opportunities of making both himself 
and others happy, pressed upon his mind ; but his stoical 
pride still resisted the thought of retmming to Dr. Camp- 
bell's. ^ It will be imagined that I yieki my opinions 
from meanness of spirit,'^ said he to himself. ** Dr. 
Campbell certainly has no further regard or esteem for 
me; neither he nor Henry have troubled themselves 
about my fote : they are doing good to more deserving 
objects; they are intent upon literary pursuits, and have 
not time to bestow a thought upon me. And Flora, I 
suppose, is as gay as she is good. I alone am unhappy, 
—a wanderer, — an outcast, — a useless being." 

Forester, while he was looking at the geranium, or 
soon afterward, missed his handkerchief; the old wo- 
man and her granddaughter searched for it all over the 
house, but in vain ; f^e then thought he* must have left it 
at the washerwoman's, where he met the little girl ; he 
called to inquire for it, upon his return to Edinburgh. 
When he returned to this woman's house fbr his hand- 
kerchief, he found her sitting upon a low stool, in her 
laundry, weeping bitterly ; her children stood round her. 
Forester inquir^ into the cause of her distress, and she 
told him that a few minutes after he left her, the young 
gentleman who had been thrown from his horse into the 
scavenger's cart was brought into her house, while his 
servant went home for another suit of clothes for him. 
'* I did not at first guess that I had ever seen the young 
gentleman before," continued she ; ^ but when the mud 
was cleared from his face 1 knew him to be Mr. Archi- 
bald Mackenzie. I am sure 1 wish I had never seen his 
face then, or at any time. He was in a very bad humour 
after his tumble ; and he began again to threaten me 
about a ten-guinea bank-note which he and his servant 
declare they sent in his waistcoat pocket to be washed : 
I'm sure I never saw it. Mr. Henry Campbell quieted 
him about it for a while ; but just now he began again 
with me, and he says he has spoken to a lawyer, and 
that he will make me pay the whole note ; and lie swore 
at me as if I had been the worst creature in the world; 
and, God knows, I work hard for my children, and never 
wronged any one in my days !" 
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Forester^who forgot all his own melanchol3r reflec- 
tions as soon as he could assist any one who was in dis- 
^88, bade the poor woman dry her tears, and assured 
her that she had nothing to fear ; for he would instantly 
go to Dr. Campbellt and get him to speak to Madienzie. 
** If it is necessary," said he, " I'll pay the money myself.** 
She clasped her hands joyfully as he spoke, and all her 
children joined in an exclamation of delight. ** FU go to 
Dr. Campbell's this instant," said our hero, whose pride 
now yielded to the desire of doiUo justice to this injured 
woman ; he totally forgot himself, and thought omy of 
her : *^ I'll go to Dr. Campbell's, and I will speak to Mr. 
Madcenzie immediately." 



A SUMMONS. 

While Forester was walking through the streets, with 
that energy which the hope of serving his fellow-crea- 
tures always excited in his generpijs mind, he even for- 
got a scheme which he had, in spite of his stoical pride 
and his dread of being thought to give up his opinions 
from meanness, revolved in his imagination. He had 
formed the design of returning to his friends an altered 
being in his external appearance : he had ordered a fash- 
ionable suit of clothes, which were now ready. He had 
laid aside the dress and manners of a gentleman, from 
the opinion that they were degrading to the character of 
a man : as soon as this prejudice had been conquered he 
began to think he might resume them. Many were the 
pleasing anticipations in which he indulged himself: the 
looks of each of his friends, the generous approving eye 
of Henry, the benevolent countenance of Dr. Campbell, 
the arch smile of Flora, were all painted by his fancy $ 
and he invented every circumstance that was likely to 
happen— every word that would probably be said by each 
individual. We are sure that our readers will give our 
enthusiastic hero credit for his forgetting these pleasing 
reveries, — for his forgetting himself, nay, even Flora 
Campbell, — when humanity and justice called upon liim 
for exertion. 

When he found himself in George's-square, within 

sight of Dr. Campbell's house, his heart beat violently, 

and he suddenly stopped to recollect himself. He had 

scarcely stood a few instants, when a hard,*fetout-Iooking 

26 



88 rORXSTER. 

man came up to him, and asked him if his name were 
Forester: he started^ and answered, '* Yes, sir; what is 
your business with me t'^ The stranger replied by pro- 
ducing a paper, and desiring iiim to r^ it. Hie paper, 
which was half-printed, half-written, began with these 
words : — ^** You are hereby required to appear before 
me — ^ 

''What is all thisf exclaimed our hero*— ^ It is a 
summons,** rephed the stranger : ** I am a constable, and 

you will please to come with me before Mr. W * 

This is not the first time you have been before him, I am 
told.** To this last insolent taunt Forester made no 
reply ; but in a firm tone said that he was conscious of 
no crime, but that he was ready to follow the constable, 
and to appear before Mr. W , or any other magis- 
trate who wished to inquire into his conduct. Though 
he summoned all his fortitude, and spoke with compo- 
sure, he was much astonished by this proceeding ; he 
could not help reflecting that an individual in society who 
has friends^ an established character, and a Aome, is in a 
more desirable situation than an unconnected being who 
has no one to answer for his conduct,— no one to rejoice 
in his success, or to sympathize in his misfortunes. 
" Ah, Dr. Campbell ! happy father! in the midst of your 
own family, you have forgotten your imprudent waid !** 
said Forester to himself, while his mind revolted from 
seeking his friend's assistance in this discreditable situa- 
tion. " You do not know how near he is to you ! you 
do not know that he was just returning to you ! you do 
not see that he is, at this moment, perhaps, on the brink 
of disgrace !" 
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Forester was mistaken in his idea that Dr. Campbell had 
forgotten him ; but we shall not yet explain further upon 
this subject, we only throw out this hint that our readers 
may not totally change their good opinion of the doctor. 
We must now beg their attention to the continuation of 
the history of Archibald Mackenzie's bank-note. 

Lady Catherine Mackenzie one day observed that the 
colours were changed in one spot on the right-hand 
pocket of her son's waistcoat. '* My dear Archibald,'' 
said she, '* wHat has happened to your smart waistcoat t 
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What Is that terrible spot ?"--•* Really, ma'am, I don't 
know," said Archibald, with his usual soft voice and de- 
ceitful smile. Henry Campbell observed that it seemed 
as if the colours had been discharged by some acid. 
•* Did you wear that waistcoat," said he, ** the night the 
large bottle of vitriolic acid was broken — the night that 
poor Forester's cat was killed: don't you remember t" 
— " Oh, I did not at first recollect ; I tfannot possibly re- 
member, indeed, — it is so long ago, — ^what waistcoat I 
wore on that particular night." The extreme embar- 
rassment in Archibald's manner surprised Henry. "I 
really clon't perceive your rfn/^," continued Mackenzie : 
•* what made you ask the question so earnestly f ' He 
was relieved when Henry answered that he only wished 
to know whether it was probable that it was stained with 
vitriolic acid ; " because," said he, " I think that is the 
pocket in which you said you left your ten guinea note ; 
then, perhaps, the note may have been stained." — ^•^ Per- 
haps 80,"Treplied Mackenzie, dryly. — ^" And if it were, you 
could identify the note : you have forgotten the number, 
but if the note has been stained with vitriolic acid, we 
should certainly be able to know it again : the acid 
would have chan|[ed the colour of the ink." Mackenzie 
eagerly seized this idea ; and immediately, in pursuance 
of Henry's advice, went to several of the principal 
bankers in Edinburgh, and reouested that if a note 
stained in such a manner shoula be presented to them, 
thejr would stop' payment of it till Mackenzie should ex- 
amine it. Some time elapsed, and nothing was heard of 
the note. Mackenzie gave up all hopes of recovering it ; 
and, in proportion as these hopes diminished, his old 
desire of making the poor washerwoman answerable for 
his loss increa^. We have just heard this woman's 
account of his behaviour to her, when he came into her 
house to be refitted, after his tumble f^om Sawney into 
the scavenger's cart. All his promises to Henry he 
thought proper to disregard : promises appeared to him 
mere matters of convenience ; and the idea of ** tMng 
in^ such a young man as Henry Campbell was to him an 
excellent. joke. He resolved to keep the five guineas 
quietly wluch Henry lent him; and, at the same time, to 
frighten this innocent, industrious woman into paying 
him the value of his bank-note. 

Upon Mackenzie's return to Dr. Campbell's after his 
fell from Sawney, the first thing he he^d was that hla 
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Bote was found ; that it had been stopped at the bank of 
Scotland ; and that one of the clerks of the bank, who 
brouffht it for his examination, had been some time wait* 
ing for his return from riding. When the note was 
produced, Henry saw that two or three of the words 
which had been written in ink, the name of the person 
to whom it was payable, and the date of the month and 
year, were so pale as to be scarcely visible ; and that 
tli^rewas a round hole through one comer of the paper. 
This round hole puzzled Henry, but he had no doubt that 
the ink had been thus nearly obliterated by vitriolic acid. 
He i)Oured a few drops, diluted with water, upon some 
printing, and the ink was quickly turned to nearly the 
same psde colour as that in Mackenzie's note. The note 
was easily traced, as it had not passed through many 
hands— our readers will be sorry to heai it — to M. Pas- 
grave, the dancing-master. Mackenzie and the clerk 
went directly to his house, found him at home, and with- 
out much preface informed him of their business. The 
dancing-master trembled from head to foot ; and, though 
innocent, exhibited all the signs of guilt : he had not the 
s^ghtest knowledge of business, and the manner and 
language of the baker's clerk who accompanied Mac- 
kenzie terrified him beyond measure, because he did not 
comprehend one word in ten that he said about checks, 
entnes, and day-books ; and he was nearly a quarter of 
an hour before he could recover sufficient presence of 
mind to consider fVom whom he received the note. At 
length, after going over, in an unintelligible manner, all 
the puzzled accounts of moneys received and paid which 
he kept in his head, he declared that he clearly recol- 
lected to have received the ten guinea note at Mr. Mac- 
pherson's, the tailor ; that he went a few weeks ago to 
settle his year's account with him ; and that, in change 
for a twenty-pound note, he received that which ^ 
banker's clerk now produced. To Mackenzie it was 
perfectly indifferent who was found guilty, so that he 
could recover his money. " Settle it as you will among 
you," said he, ** the money must be refunded, or I must 
have you all before a magistrate directly." I^sgrave, in 
ffreat perturbation, set out for Mr. Macpherson's, showed 
him the note, and reminded him of the day when he 
paid his account. *• If you received the note from us, - 
sir," said the master-tailor, very calmly, ** it must be en- 
ered in our books ; for we keep regular accounts." The 



tallor^s foreman, who knew much more of tiie afilair than 
his master, appealed, with assumed security^ to the entry 
in the books. By this entry it appeared that M. Pas- 
grave settled his account the 17th of October ; that he 
paid the balance by a twenty pound note, and that he 
received in change a ten guinea note on Sir William 
Porbes's bank. "You see, sir," said the tailor, "this 
cannot possibly be Mr. Mackenzie's ; for his note is on 
the bauK of Scotland. Our entry is as full as possible ; 
and I am ready to produce my books, and to abide by 
them, in any court of justice in the world." M. Pasgrave 
was totally at a loss ; he could only repeat that he re- 
membered to have received Mackenzie's note from one 
of the tailor's men, who brought it to him from an inner 
room. The forenian boldly asserted that he brought 
the change exactly as his master gave it to him, and 
that he knew nothmg more of the matter* But, in fact, 
he knew a great deS more ; he had found the note in 
the pocket of Mackenzie's waistcoat, which his servant 
had left to be mended, after he had torn it furtively, as 
has been already related. When his master called him 
into the inner room, to give him the change for Pas- 
grave, he observed that there i^as a ten guinea note 
wrapped up with some halfpence ; and he thought that 
it would be a prudent thing to substitute Mackenzie's 
note, which he had by him, in the place of this. He ac- 
cordingly gave Pasgrave Mackenzie's note, and thrust 
the note which he had received from his master into a 
comer of his trunk, where he usually kept little wind- 
falls that came to him by the negligence of customers — 
toothpick cases, loose silver, odd gloves, &c., all which 
he knew how to dispose of. But this bank-note was a 
higher prize than usual, and he was afraid to pass it till 
all inquiry had blown over. He knew his master's reg- 
ularity; and he thought that if the note was stopped 
afterward at any of the banks, it could never be traced 
farther than to M. Pasprave. He was rejoiced to see 
that this poor man was m such trepidation of mind that 
he could not, in the least, use his understanding; and he 
saw, with much satisfaction, that his master, who was a 
positive man, and proud of the accuracy of his books, 
was growing red in the face in their defence. Mackenzie, 
In the mean time, who had switched his boots with great 
impatience during their debate, interfered at last with — 
** Come, gentlemen, we can't stand here all day to hear 
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you give one anoUier the lie. One of you» it^s plain, 
must shell out your corianders ; but as you can't settle 
which, we must put you to your oath, I see." — "Mr. 
W— '8 is not far oflf, and I'm ready to go before him 
with my books this instant," said the fiery master-tailor. 
'* My books were never called in question since I was in 
trade till this instant ; and nobody but a French dancing* 
master, who understands no more of debtor and creditor 
than my goose, would stand out against such an entry as 
this." 

To Mr. "Vi^— 's, the tailor, his foreman, the dancing- 
master, the bankers clerk, and Mackenzie repaired. 
Pasgrave turned paler than ever dancer turned before ; 
and gave himself, his character, and his wife and chil- 
dren, all up for lost, when he heard he was to be put 
upon his oath. He drew back when Mr. W— - held the 
book to him, and demanded whether he would swear to 
the person from whom he received the note. He said 
he could not swear; but to the best of his belief— 
en conscience — en honneur— foi d'honn^te homme — he 
was convinced he received it from Mr. Macpherson's 
foreman. The foreman, who, from one step in villany, 
found himself hurried on to another and another, now 
scrupled not to declare that he was ready to take his 
oath that he delivered the note and change, just as 
his master gave it to him, to M. Pasgrave. The magis- 
trate turned to the paler, conscientious, incapacitated 
dancing-master, and in a severe tone said, "Appear- 
ances are strangely against you, M. Pasgrave. Here's 
a young gentleman has lost a bank-note — ^it is stopped at 
the barac of Scotland^— it is traced home to you — ^you say 
you got it .from Mr. Macpherson or his foreman — ^his 
books are produced — the entry in them is clearly kgainst 
you ; for it states that the note given to you in change 
was one of Siv William Forbes's bank ; and this which 
I hold now in my hand is of the bank of Scotland. 
Please now to tell how this note of the bank of Scot- 
land, which has been' proved to be the property of Mr. 
Mackenzie, came into your possession ? From whom 
did you receive it ? or how did you come by it 1 I am 
not surprised that you decline taking an oath upon this 
occasion." — " Ah, monsieur, a^ez piti6 de moi !" cried 
the innocent but terrified man, throwing himself upon 
one knee, in an attitude which, on the stage, would have 
produced a sublime elfect— " Ali, monsieur, ayez piti6 de 
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MM)!! 1 have no more dan de child no sense in affairs/' 
Mackenzie interrupted him with a brutal laugh. The 
more humane banker's clerk was moved by the simpli- 
city of this avowed ignorance of business. He went up 
to the distracted dancer, and said, *' It is not to be ex- 
pected that everybody should understand business as 
wfe do, sit: if you are innocent only give yourself time 
to recollect ; and though it's unfortunate that you never 
keep any regular accounts, maybe we shall be able to 

make out this affair of the entry. If Mr. W will give 

me leave to take this pen and ink^ and if you will try to 
recollect all the persons from whom you have received 
money lately——"—" Ah, mon Dieu ! dat is impossible." 
Then he began to name the quarterly and half-yearly 
payments that he bad received from his various pupils." 
— " Did any of them lately give you a ten guinea note 1" 
— ** Ah, oui, je me rappeUe — un jeune monsieur — un 
certain monsieur, qui ne veut pas que — que est \k incog- 
nito—who I woidd not betray for the world ; for he has 
behave wid de most pairfaite generosity to me." — " But 
did he give you a ten guinea bank-note 1 — that is all we 
want to know," said the magistrate. " Mais — oui — ^yes." 
— ^ About what time t" said the elerk. It was about the 
beginning of October: and this was so near the time 
when he settled accounts with Mr. Macpherson, the tai- 
lor, that he even himself began to believe it possible that 
he had mistaken one note for the other. "When the 
young gentleman gave you the note," said the banker's 
clerk, "surely you must have looked at it — you must 
have observed these remarkable stains 1" Pasgrave re- 
plied, that he did look at it, he supposed ; that Ee saw it 
was a ten guinea note ; it might be stained ; it might not 
be stained ; he could not pretend to be certain about it. 
He repeated his assurances that he was ignorant of 
business, and of every thing in this vrorld but dancing. 
** Pour la danse, je m'y connois— -pour -les affaires, je 
n'en sais rien, moi." He, with his usual simplicity, 
added, that if Mr. W— — would give him leave, he would 
go to the young gentleman, his friend, and learn from 
him exactly the number of the note which he had given 
him; that he was sure he could recollect his own note im^ 
mediately. Mackenzie, who thought that this was merely 

gretence, in order to escape, told him that he could not 
e suffered to go out upon his parole. " But," said Mr. 
W— , ** tell us the name of this young gentleman who 
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has so much generosity, and who Ihres mcogHito. \ 
don't like gentlemen who live incognito. I thmk I had 
a young man here before me, about two months ago, 
charged with breaking a confectioner's windows in a 
riot, the night of the great illuminations — Hey! don't 
I remember some*8uch thing ? And you, M. Pasgrave, 
if I mistake not, interested yourself mightily about thi» 
young man; and told me and my daughters, sir, that he 
was a young gentleman incognito. I begin to see through 
this dffair. Perhaps this is the same young gentleman 
from whom you received the note. And pray what value 
did you give for it 1" Pasgrave, whose fear of betraying 
Forester now increased &8 confusion, stammered, am 
first said the note was a present, but afterward added, 
** I have been giving de young person lessons in dancing 
for dese six week." 

"Well, then, we must summon this ^oung person," 

said Mr. W . " Tell us his name, if you j^ease," 

said Mackenzie ; " I have some suspicion that I know 
your, gentleman incognito."— " You need not trouble 
him," said the magistrate ; " I know the name already, 
and I know where the bird is to be found : his name, if 
he has not changed it since he was last in this room, 
is Forester."—" Forester !" exclaimed Mackenzie ; " I 
jthought so ! I always thought how he would turn out 
I wonder what his friends the Campbells will have to 
say for him now !" 

Mr. W 's pen stopped. " His friends the Camp- 
bell's—humph ! So the Campbells are his friends, are 
they 1" repeated he. " They were his friends," answered 
Mackenzie ; " but Mr. Forester thought proper, nobody 
knows why, to run away from them, some months ago; 
the only reason I could ever learn was that he did not 
like to live among gentlemen ; and he has been living 
ever since incognito among blackguards, and we see the 
fruits of it." Mackenzie eagerly handed the summons, 

as soon as it was signed, to a constable ; and Mr. W 

directed the constable to Mr. 's,the bookseller; add- 
ing, " booksellers and printers are dangerous persons." 
The constable, who had seen Forester the night that he 
was con fined with Tom Random, knew his face and per- 
son ; and we have told our readers that he met Forester 
in George's-square, going to Dr. Campbell's to vindicate 
the innocence of the. poor washerwoman. 

The tailor's foreman was not a little alarmed when the 
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( was sent for oiir hero ; he dreaded that the 
voice of truth should be heard, and he skulked behind 
the rest of the company. What astonishment did For- 
ester feel when he entered the room, and saw the group 
that surrounded the justice's table ! — ^Archibald Macken- 
zie» wiUi an insulting sneer on his hps — Pasgrave, with 
e^res fixed upon him in despair — Mr. Macpherson, the 
tailor, pointing to an entry in his book — his foreman 
shrinking from notice — the banker's clerk, with benevo- 
lent skej^icism in his countenance — and the justice, with 
a portentous scowl upon his brow. 

*♦ Come forward, Mr. Forester,'* said the magistrate, > 
as our hero made a sudden pause of astonishment ; ^ come 
forward, sir !" Forester advanced with calm intrepidity. 
^ You are better dressed than when I had the honour of 
seeing you heie some time ago, sir. Are you a printer 
still, or a gentleman I Your dress certainly bespeaks a 
change in your condition." — ^^ I am sure I should hardly 
kaow Mr. Forester again, he has grown such a beau — 
comparatively speaking,! mean," said Mackenzie. — '^ But 
certainly, M. Pasgrave, you must have made some mis- 
ttike ; I don't know how to beUeve my senses ! Is tiiis 
the young gentleman, to whom you alluded? — do you 
know him-- — I" — ^•*Give me leave, Mr. Mackenzie," 
ioternipted the^justice : ** I shall examine this young in- 
eogfiito myself. I think I know how to come at the 
truth* Will you do me the favour, sir, to inform me 
whetiiar you recollect any thing of a ten guinea bank- 
note which you gave or paid, some time in last October, 
to thiA gentleman 1" pointing to M. Pasgrave. — ^ I do," 
replied Forester, in a distinct, unembarrassed voice, 
^perfectly well remember giving M. Pasgrave a ten 
I^BiDea bank-note."— '^ Ah, monsieur, je ne suis pas un 

ingrat.— Ne pensez pas aue ^ — ^** O, M. Pasgrave," 

interrupted Mackenzie, '' tnis is no time for compliments 
and fine speeches : for God's sake, let us get to the bot- 
tom of this affair without further ceremony." — " Sir," 
•aid the banker's clerk, ^ all we want to know is the 
number o^your note, and the fiim of the house. Was 
your note one of Sir WiUiam Forbes's, or of the bank 
of Scotland t" Forester was silent. ** I do not recollect," 
said he, after some pause. <* You don't recollect, sir," 
said the justice, '*is something like an evasive answer. 
Ybu must have a vast number of bank-notes then, we 
ttHst presume, if you cannot recollect to what bank your 

Vol. I— 



96 rORESTCR. 

ten gfuinea note belonged.** Forester did not under 
stand this logic ; but he simply repeated his assertion.-— 
** Pray, sir," said the tailor, who could no longer restrain 
his impatience — ** Pray, sir," said the magistrate, in a 
solemn manner, '' be silent. I shall find out the truth. 
So, Mr. Forester,youcannot possibly recollect the house 
of your note ? You will tell us next, I dare say, that 
you cannot possibly recollect how you came by it." — 
" Sir," said Forester, " if it is necessary, I can readily* 
tell you how I came by it." — ** It is very necessary, sir, 
for your own credit." — ^** I received itfrom Dr. Campbell." 
— ^"Dr. Campbell!" repeated the magistrate, changing 
his tone. *' And I have some idea that the doctor gave 
me a list of the numbers of that and four other notes, 
with which I fortunately have not parted." — ** Some idea 
mteans nothing in a court of.justice, sir : if you have any 
such paper, you can do us the favour to produce it." 
Now this list was locked up in the trunk, of which the 
key was dropped into the brewing-vat. Richardson, the 
clerk, had returned the key to him ; but, such is the force 
of habit, he had not cured himself of the foolish trick 
of twirling it upon his thumb; and about two months 
ago he dropped it in one of his walks to Arthur's Seat. 
He long searched for it among the rocky fragments, but 
at last gave it up— he little imagined of how much con- 
sequence it might be to him. Dr. Campbell had once 
refused to break open the lock, and he felt very unwilling 
to apply to him in his present circumstances. However, 
he wrote a few lines to Henry Campbell ; but as soon as 
he had written them, his pride again revolted from the 
thoughts of supphcating the assistance of his friend in 
such a disgraceful situation. " If you dont choose td 
write," said the officious malevolence of Archibald, ** I 
can, however, speak ; I'll desire Dr. Campbell to open 
your trunk, and search for the paper." He left the room 
before Forester could make any further opposition. 

" I have answered, I hope, both distinctly and respect- 
fully, all the questions that you have asked me," said 

Forester, turning to Mr. W . " I hope, y§u will no 

longer keep me in the dark. Of what am I suspected t* 
— " I will tell you, sir," replied the deUberate, unfeehng 
magistrate : *^ you are suspected of having, I will ndt say 
stolerh but you are more than suspected of having eome 
unfairly by a certain ten guinea bank-note, which the 
young gentleman who has just left the room lost a fern 
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nuM^bs ago.** Forester, as this speech was slowly {n-o* 
noimced, sat down, folded his arms, and appeared totally 
insensible-Miuite unconscious that he was m the presence 
of a magistrate, or that any human being was observing 
him. '* Ah, mon cher monsieur, pardonnez V^ cried Pas- 
grave, bursting into tears. '* N'en parlons plus,'' added 
he, turning to. the magistrate. " Je payerai tout ce qu'il 
£aut. I will pay de ten guineas. I will satisfy every- 
body. 1 cannot never forgive myself if I bring him into 
any disgrace." — ** Disgrace !" exclaimed Forester, start- 
ing up, and repeating the word in a tone which made 
evei^ person in the room, not excepting the phlegmatic 
magistrate, start and look up to him, with a sudden feel- 
ing of inferiority. His ardent eye spoke the language 
of his soul. No words could express his emotion. The 
master-tailor dropped his day-book. " Constable — cdl 
a constable!" cried the justice. "Sir, you forget in 
whose presence you are-^you think, I suppose, that your 
friends the Campbells will bear you out. Sir, I would 
have you to know that all the Campbells in Scotland 
can't bail you for a felony. Sir, philosophers should 
know these things. If you cannot clear yourself to my 
entire satisfaction, Mr. Forester, I shall commit you — in 
one woBd — to jail: — yes — ^look as you please, sir — to 
jail. And if the doctor and his son, and all his family, 
come up to bail you, I shall, meo perictdoy refuse their 
bail. The law, sir, is no respecter of persons. So none 
of your rhodomontades, young gentleman, in my pres- 
ence ; but step into this closed if you please ; and, I 
advise you, bring your mind into a becoming tempera- 
ment, while I go to dinner. Gentlemen," continued he 
to Macpherson and Pasgrave, " you'll be so good to wait 
here in this apartment. Constable, look to your prisoner," 
pointing to the door of the closet. " John, let me know 
when Dr. Campbell arrives ; and tell them to send up 
diimer directly," said the justice to his butler. 

While he dinee, we must leave the tailor complaining 
that he was wasting precious time ; the foreman in the 
panic of guilt; and the good-natured dancing-master 
half-distracted between his fears and his ignorance. He 
looked from time to time through the key-hole of the 
closet in which Forester was confined, and exclaimed, 
** Grand Dieu ! corame il a I'air noble h cet instant ! 
Ah I lui cotipable ! — ^he go to jail ! — it is impossible !" 

** We shall see how that will be presently," said the 
03 
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foreman, who had hitherto preserved absolute iXkstM* 
** I abide by my books," said the master-tailor; ^'and I 
wish Dr. Campbell would make haste. I have lost a day f* 
In spite of the tailor's imperial exclamation, he was 
obliged to wait some time longer. When Mackenzie 
arrived at Dr. Campbell's, Henry was not at home : he 
was gone to the house at the back of th& meadows, to 
prepare some chymical experiments for the next day's 
lecture. Mackenzie, however, found Dr. Campbell at 
home in his study ; and, in a soft hypocritical voice, la- 
mented that he was obliged to communicate some dis- 
agreeable circumstances relating to young Mr. Forester. 
" You do not, I presume, know where that unfortunate, 
misguided youth is at present— at this moment, I mean." 
— " I do not know where he is «t this moment," said 
Dr. Campbell cahnly ; ** but I know where he has been 

for some time — at Mr. ^'s, the bookseller. I have 

had my eye upon him ever since he left this house. I 
have traced him from place to place. Though I have 
said little about him, Mr. Mackenzie, I have a great re- 
gard for my unfortunate ward."—" I am sorry for it," 
said Mackenzie : •* I fear I must wound your feelings the 
more deeply."— ^' What is the matter? pray speak at 
once," cried Dr. Campbell, who now forgot aU his usual 
calmness. " Where is Forester?" — ** He is at this mo- 
ment before Mr. W , the magistrate, sir, charged 

with— but, I own, I cannot believe him guilty ^ — 

" Charged with what t For God's sake, speak plainly, 
Mr. Mackenzie !" — ^'* Then, in one word, sir, my lost bank- 
note is traced home to Mr. Forester. M. Pasgrave says 
he received it from him." — ^** Surely, sir," said Dr. Camp- 
bell, with indignation, ** you would not insinuate that 
Forester has stolen your bank-note t" — " I insinuate no- 
thing, doctor," said Archibald ; " but I fear the thing is 
too plainly proved. My bank-note has certain stains, by 
which it has been identified. All that I know is that 

Mr. W says he can take no bail ; and that he must 

commit Mr. Forester to jail, unless he can clear him- 
self. He says that a few days before he left your house 
you paid him his quarterly allowance of fifty guineas in 
five ten guinea bank-notes." — " He says true — ^I did so," 
said Dr. Campbell eagerly. — *^ And he says that you gave 
them to him wrapped in a piece of paper, on which the 
numbers of the notes were written." — •* I remember it 
distinctly : I desired him to take care of that paper."— 
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" He is not £simous for taking care, you know, sir, of any 
thing. He says he believes he threw it into his think ; 
but he has lost the key of the trunk, I understand.'' — 
"No matter; we can break it open this instant, and 
search for the paper," cried Dr. Campbell, who was now 
extremely alarmed for his ward. Mackenzie stood by 
without offering any assistance, while Dr. Campbell 
broke open the trunk, and searched it with the greatest 
anxiety. It was in terrible disorder. The coat and 
waistcoat which Forester wore at the ball were crammed 
in at the top; and underneath appeared unfolded Unen, 
books, boots, maps, shoes, cravats, fossils, and heaps of 
little rumpled bits of paper, in which the fossils had once 
been contained. Dr. Campbell opened every one of 
these. The j)apef he wanted was not among tnem. He 
took every thing out of the box, shook and searched all 
the pockets of the coat, in which Forester used, before 
his reformation, to keep hoards of strange papers. No 
list of bank-notes appeared. At length Dr. Campbell 
espied the white comer of a paper-mark in a volume of 
Goldsmith's Animated Nature. He pulled out this mark, 
and, to his great joy, he found it to be the very paper he. 
wanted. "So it's found, is iti" said Mackenzie, disap- 
pointed ; while Dr. Campbell seized his hat, left every 
thing upon the floor, and was very near locking the door 
of the room upon Mackenzie. " Don't lock me in here, 

doctor — ^I am going back with you to;Mr. W 's," said 

Archibald. " Won't you stay — dinner's going up — Mr. 

W was going to his dinner when I came away." 

Without listening to him, Dr. Campbell just let him out, 
locked the door, and hurried away to his poor ward. 

" I have let things go too far," said he to himself. 
" As long as Forester's credit was not in danger, as long 
as he was unknown, it was very well; but now his char- 
acter is at stake ; he may pay too dear for his expe- 
rience." 

" Dr. Campbell," said the pompous magistrate, who 
hated philosophers, rising from table as Dr. Campbell 
entered, " do not speak to me of bailing this ward of 
yours — it is impossible, sir ; I know my duty." — " I am 
not come to offer bail for my ward," said Dr. Campbell, 
" but to prove his innocence." — " We must hope the best," 

said Mr. W ; and, having forced the doctor to pledge 

him in a bumper of port—" now I am ready to proceed 
again to the examination of all the parties concerned.** 
27 
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Dr. Campbell was now shown into the room ^hete 
Mr. Macpherson, his foreman, and Pasgrave were wait- 
ing. *' Ah, monsieur, Dieu merci, vous voild T exclaimed 
Pasgrave. « You may go," said Mr. W— ^- to the con- 
stable ; ** but wait below stairs." He unlocked the closet- 
door. Forester, at the sight of Dr. Campbell, covered 
his face with his hands ; but, an instant afterward, he 
advanced with intrepidity. "You cannot, I am sure, 
believe me to be guilty of any meanness. Dr. Campbell," 
said he. " Imprudent I have been, and I suffer for my 
folly."— "Guaty!" cried Dr. Campbell: "no; I could 
almost as soon suspect my own son of such an action. 
But my belief is nothing to the purpose. We must prove 
your innocence." — ^*'Ah oui, monsieur — and mine too;' 
for I am innocent, I can assure you," cried M. Pasgrave. 
" The whole business, sir," i^aid the banker's clerk, who 
had by this time returned to hear the termination of the 
affair — " the whole thing can be settled in two minutes, 
by a gentleman like you, who understands business. Mr*^ 
Forester cannot recollect the number or the firm of a ten 
guinea bank-note which he gave to M. Pasgrave. M. 
Pasgrave cannot recollect either; and he is in doubt 
whether he received this stained note, which Mr. Mac- 
kenzie lost, from Mr. Forester or from Mr. Macpherson 
the tailor." — " There can be no doubt about me," said 
Macpherson. " Dr. Campbell, will you be so good as 
to look at the entry ? I acknowledge I gave M. Pasgrave 
a ten guinea note ; but here's the number of it, 177, of 
Forbes's bank. Mr. Mackenzie's note, you see, is of the 
bank of Scotland ; and the stains upon it are so remark- 
able, that if I had ever seen it before I should certainly 
remember it. FU take my oath I never saw it before."— 
" Sir," said Forester eagerly to Dr. Campbell, *' you gave 
me five ten guinea notes : here are four of them in this 
pocket-book ; the fifth I gave to M. Pasgrave. Can you 
tell me the number of that note ?" — ^^ I can," said Dr. 
Campbell, producing the paper which he found in Gold- 
smith's Animated Nature. "I had the precaution to 
write down the numbers of all your notes myself. Here 
they are." Forester opened his pocket-book. His four 
remaining notes were compared, and perfectly agreed 
with the numbers in the list. The fifth, the number of 
the note which he gave to Pasgrave, was 126Q, of the New 
Bank. " One of your ten guinea notes," said Dr. Camp- 
bell to Pasgrave," you paid into the bunk of Scotland ; and 
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IUb ^ntleman, pointing to the banker's clerk, « stopped 
it this morning. Now you have had another ten 
guinea note ; what became of that 1** Pasgrave, who un- 
derstood Dr. Campbell's plain method of questioning him^ 
answered immediately, ^ I did give the other to my hair- 
dresser — ^not long ago— who lives in street." Dr. 

Campbell instantly went himself to the hairdresser — 
found that he had the note still in his possession — brought 

him to Mr. W ^*s, and, when the note was examined, 

it was found to be No. 1260, of the New Bank, which 
exactly corresponded with the entry' in the list of note3 
which Dr. Campbell had produced. 

♦* Then all is right," said Dr. Campbell.—" Ah, oui !— 
Ah, non !" exclaimed Pasgrave. " What will become of 
me I" — ^ Compose yourself, my good sir," said Dr. 
Campbell. " You had but two ten guinea notes, you are 
sure of that I" — ^**But two— but two— I will swear, but 
two."—" You are now certain which of these two 
notes you had from my ward. The other, you say, 

you received from "— " From dis gentleman, I will 

swear," cried Pasgrave, pulling the tailor's foreman for- 
ward. " I can swear now I am in no embarrass ; I am 
sure I did get de oder note from dis gentleman." The 
master-tailor was astonished to see all the paUid maiks 
of guilt in his foreman's countenance. " Did you change 
the note that I gave you in the inner room V* said Mr. 
Macpherson. The foreman, as soon as he could com- 
mand his voice, denied the charge ; and persisted in it 
that he gave the note and change, whicn his master 
wrapped up, exactly as it \ha^ to the dancing-master. 
Dr. Campbell proposed that the tailor's shop and the 

foreman's room should be searched. Mr. W sent 

proper people to Mr. Macpherson's; and while th^y are 
searching his house we may inquire what is become of 
Henry Campbell. 
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Henry Campbell, the last time we heard of him, was 
at the house at the back of the meadows. When he 
went into the lar^e room to his ch3rmical experiments, 
the little girl, who was proud of having arranged it 
.neatly, ran on before him, and showed hun the places 
where all his things were put " The writing and the 
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figiires ar3 not nibbed off your slate — ^there it is, m^ 
said she, pointing to a high shelf. ** But whose hand- 
kerchief is this r said Henry, taking up a handkerchief 
which was under the slate. — ** Gracious ! that must be 
the good gentleman's handkerchief; he missed it just as 
he was going out of the house. He thought he had left 
it at the washerwoman's, where I met him ; and he's 
gone back to look for it there. Ill run with it to the 
washerwoman's — maybe she knows where to find him." 
— ^** But you have not told me who he is. Who do you 
mean by the good gentleman 1" — ^•* The good gentleman, 
sir, that I saw with you at the watchmaker's the day 
that you helped me to carry the great geranium out of 
my grandmother's room." — ^** Do you mean that Forester 
has been here 1" exclaimed Henry. — ** I never heard his 
name, sir ; but I mean that the gentleman has been here 
whom I call the good gentleman, because it was he who 
went with me to my cross schoolmistress, to try to per- 
suade her to use me well. She beat me, to be sure, after 
he was gone, for what he had said ; but Fm not the less 
obliged to him, because he did every thing as he thought 
for the best. And so I'll run with his handkerchief to 
the woman's, who will give it safe to him." 

Henry recollected his promise to his father. It re- 
quired all his power over himself to forbear questioning 
the child, and endeavouring to find out something more 
of his friend. He determined to mention the circum- 
stance to his father, and to Flora, as soon as he returned 
home. He was always impatient to tell any thing to 
his sister that interested *himself or his friends: for 
Flora's gayety was not of that unfeeling sort which 
seeks merely for amusement, and which, unmixed with 
S3m[ipathy for others, may divert in a companion, but dis- 
gusts in a friend. 

While Henry was reflecting upon the manner in which 
he might most expeditiously arrange his chymical ex- 
periments and return home, the Uttle girl came running 
back, with a face of great distress. As soon as she had 
breath to speak, she told Henry that when she went to 
the washerwoman's with the handkerchief, she was told 
a sad piece of news — ^that Mr. Forester had been tt^en 

up and carried before Mr. W , the magistrate. 

^ We don't know what he has done. I'm sure I don't 
think he can have done any thing wrong." Henry no 
sooner heard these words than he left all his retorts, 
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rushed out of fhe house, hurried home to his father^ 
and learned from Flora, with great surprise, that his 
father had already been sent for, and was gone to Mr. 

W *s. She did not know the circumstances that 

Mackenzie related to Dr. Campbell ; but she told him 
that her father seemed much alarmed ; that she met 
him crossing the hall, and that he could not stop to speak 

to her. Henry proceeded directly to Mr. W 's, and 

he arrived there just as the people returned from the 
search of the tailor's house. His opinion of Forester's 
innocence was so strong, that when he entered the 
room he instantly walked up to him, and embraced him 
with a species of frank confidence in his manner which, 
to Forester, was more expressive than any thinff that 
he could have said. The whole affair was quicldy ex- 
plained to him ; and the people who had been sent to 

Mr. Macpherson's now came up stairs to Mr. W ^ and 

produced a ten guinea bank-note, yhich was found in 
the foreman's box. Upon examination, this note was 
discovered to be the very note which Mr. Macpherson 
sent with the change to Pasgrave. It was No. 177, of 
Sir William Forbes's bank, as mentioned in the circum- 
stantial entry in the day-book. The joy of the poor 
dancing-master at this complete proof of his innocence 
was rapturous and voluble. Secure of the sympathy 
of Forester, Henry, and Dr. Campbell, he lookecf at them 
by turns, while he congratulated himself upon this 
** Sdaircissement ;^ and assured the banker's clerk that 
he would in future keep accounts. We are impatient to 
get rid of the guilty foreman : he stood a horrible image 
of despair. He was committed to jail ; and was car- 
ried away by the constables, without being pitied by any 
person present. Everybody, however, was shocked. 
Mackenzie broke silence first, by exclaiming, "Well, 

now, I presume, Mr. W , I may take possession of 

my bank-note again." He took up all the notes which 
lay upon the table to search among them for his own. 
"Mine, you know, is stained," said Archibald. — ^''But 
it is very singular," said Henry Campbell, who was 
looking over his shoulder, " that here are two stained 
notes. That which was found in the foreman's box 
is stained in one comer, exactly as yours was stained, 
Mr. Mackenzie." Macpherson, the tailor, now stooped 
to examine it. " Is this No. 177, the note that I sent 
in change, by my foreman, to M. Pasgrave! I'U 
03 
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take mj oath it was not stained in that manner when 
I took it out of my desk. It was a new and quite 
clean note. It must have been stained since.** — "And 
it must have been stained with vitriolic acid," con- 
tinued Henry. — "Ay, there's cunning for you," cried 
Archibald. — ^*' The foreman, I suppose, stained i^ that it 
might not be known again." — ** Have you any vitriolic 
acid in your house 1" pursued Henry, addressing himself 
to the master-tailor. — "Not I, indeed, sir: we have 
nothing to do with such thin^. TheyM be very danger- 
ous to us." — ^**Pray," said Henry, " will you give me 

leave, Mr. W , to ask the person who searched 

the foreman's box a few questions I"—" Certainly, sir," 

said Mr. W ; " though, I protest, I cannot see 

what you are driving at." Henry inquired what was 
found in the box with the bank-note. The man who 
searched it enumerated a variety of things. " None of 
these," said Henry, " could have stained the note. Are 
you sure that there was nothing else 1" — " Nothing in the 
world — ^nothing but an old glass stopper, I believe." — " I 
wish I could see that stopper," said Henry. — " This note 
was rolled round it," said the man, " but I threw it into 
the box again. I'll go and fetch it, sir, if you have 
any curiosity to see it." — " Curiosity to see an old stop- 
per 1 No I" cried Archibald Mackenzie, with a forced 
laugh ; " what good would that do us ? We have been 
kept here long enough. I move that we go home to our 
dinners."-^But Dr. Campbell, who saw that Henry had 
some particular reason for wishing to see this glass stop- 

Eer, seconded his son. The man went for it; and when 
e brought it into the room, Henry Campbell looked at 
it very carefully, and then decidedly said, fixing his eyes 
upon Archibald Mackenzie, who in vain struggled to 
keep his countenance from changing, " This glass stop- 
per, Mr. Mackenzie, is the stopper of my father's vitriolic 
acid bottle, that was broken the night the cat was killed. 
This stopper has stained both the bank-notes. And it 
must have been in the pocket of your waistcoat." — " My 
pocket !" interrupted Archibald : " how should it come 
mto my pocket? It never was in my pocket, sir." 
Henry pointed to the stain on his waistcoat. He wore 
the very waistcoat in question. " Sir," said Archibald, 
" I don't know what you mean by pointing at my waist- 
coat. It is stained, it is true, and very likely by vitrioUc 
acid ; bdt, as I have been so often in the doctor's labonU 
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lOT^r when your ch3nnical experiments hare been ^oing: 
on, is it not yeiy natural to suppose that a drop of one 
of the acids might have fallen on my clothes t I have 
seen your waistcoats stained, I am sure. Really, Mr. 
Campbell, you are unfriendly, uncharitable; your par- 
tiality for Mr. Forester should not blind you, surely. I 
know you want to exculpate him from having any hand 
in the death of that cat ; but that should not, my dear 
sir, make you forget what is due to justice. You should 
not, permit me to say, endeavour to criminate an inno- 
cent person."— " This is all very fine," said Henry; 
** and you may prove your innocence to me at once, Mr. 
Mackenzie, if you think proper, by showing that the 
waistcoat was really, as you assert, stained by a drop of 
vitriolic acid falling upon the outside of it. Will you 
show us the inside of the pocket ?" — Mackenzie, who 
was now in too much confusion to know distinctly what 
Henry meant to prove, turned the pocket inside out, and 
repeated, " That sto|^r was never in my pocket, I'll 
swear."— ^ Don't swear to that, for God's sake," said 
Henry. " Consider what you are saying. You see that 
there is a hole burnt in this pocket. Now, if a drop of 
acid had fallen, as you said, upon the outside of the 
waistcoat, it must have been more burnt on the outside 
than on the inside." — "I don't know — ^1 can't pretend to 
be positive," said Archibald; ** but what signifies all this 
rout about the_ stopper 1" — ^" It signifies a great deal to 
me," said Dr. Campbell, turning away from Mackenzie 
with contempt, and addressing himself to his ward, who 
met his approving eye with proud delight — " it signifies a 
great deal to me. Forgive me, Mr. Forester, for having 
doubted your word for a moment." Forester held his 
guardian's hand, without being able for some instants to 
reply. ♦* You are coming home with us. Forester 1" said 
Henry. — ** No," said Dr. Campbell, smiling ; " you must 
not ask him to come home with us to-night. We have 
a little dance at our house to-night. Lady Catherine 
Mackenzie wished to take leave of her Edinburgh 
friends. She goes from us to-morrow. We must not 
expect to see Forester at a ball ; but to-morrow morn- 
ing " — ^ I see," said Forester, smiling, ** you have 

no faith in my reformation. Well, I have affairs to set- 
tle with my master the printer. I must go home, and 
take leave of him. He has been a good mast^ to me : 
naad I must go and finish my task of correcting. Adieu.'^ 
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He abrnptly left Dr. Campbell and Henry, md went U> 
the bookseller^ to inform him of all that had passed^ 
and to thank him for his kindnesSr ** You witt be at a 
loss to-morrow for a corrector of the prese," said he. 
^ I am determined you shall not suffer ior my yagaries^ 
Send home the proof-sheets of tiie work in fa»nd to me, 
at Dr. Campbell's, and I will return them to you punc- 
tually corrected. Employ ftae till you have provided 
yourself with another, 1 will not say a better, hand. I 
do not imagine," continued Forester, ^ that I can pay 
you for your kindness to me by presents; indeed I know 
you are in such circumstances that you disdain money.. 
But I hope you wiU accept of a small mark of my re- 
gard — a complete fount of new types." 

While Forester's generous heart expanded with joy at 
the thoughts of returning once more to his. friends, we 
are sorry to leave him to finish the history of Archibald 
Mackenzie. He sneaked home after Dr. Campbell and 
Henry, whose silent contempt he well understood. Dr. 
Campbell related all that had passed to Lady Catherine. 
Her ladyship showed herself more apprehensive that 
her son's meanness should be made known to the world, 
than indignation or sorrow for his conduct. Archibald, 
while he was dressing for the ball, began to revolve in 
his mind certain wonls wliich hi& mother had said to 
him about Ms having received the he direct from Henry 
Campbell — his not having the spirit of a gentleman* " She 
certainly meant," said he to himself, '* that I ought to 
fight him. It's the only way I can come off, as he spoke 

so plainly before Mr. W , and all those people : the 

banker's clerk too was by; and, as my mother says, 
it will be talked of. I'll get &r PhiHp Gosling to go with 
my message. I think I've heard Dr. Campbell say he dis- 
approved of duels. Perhaps Henry won't fight. — Has 
Sir Philip GosUng sent to say whether he woidd be with 
us at the ball to-night?'* said Archibald to the servant 
who was dressing his hair. — ^* No, sir," replied the ser- 
vant : " Sir Philip's man has not been here : but Major 
O'Shannon has been here twice since you were away, to 
see you. He said he had some message to deliver from 
Sir Philip to you." — *' To me ! — message to me !" re- 
peated Archibald, turning pale. Archibald knew Major 
O'Shannon, who had of late insinuated himself into Sit 
Philip Gosling's favour, had a particular dislike to him, 
and had successfully bulbed him upon one or two occac 
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mans. Archibald had that civil cowardice which made 
him excessively afraid of the opinion of the world; and 
Major O^Shannon, a gamester, who was jealous of his 
influence over the rich dupe Sir Philip, determined to 
entangle him in a quarrel. The major knocked at the 
door a third time before Archibald was dressed ; and 
when he was told that he was dressing, and could not 
see any one, he sent up the following note : — 

"Sir, 

** The last time I met you at the livery stages, in com- 
pany with my fhend, Sir Philip Gosling, I had the honour 
of telling you my mind, in terms ^uufliciently explicit, 
concerning a transaction which cannot have escaped your 
memory. My friend, Sir PhiUp, declares you never 
hinted that the pony was spavined. I don't pretend to 
be so good a jockey as you; but youll excuse my again 
saying I can't consider your conduct as that of a gen- 
tleman. Sir Philip is of my mind ; and if you resent my 
interference, I am ready to give you the satisfaction of 
a gentleman. If not, you will do well to leave Edin- 
burgh alon^ with your mother to-morrow morning; for 
Edinburgh is no pmce for cowards, as long as one has 
the honour of living in it who calls himself (by courtesy), 
** Your humble servant, 

"Cornelius O'Shannon. 

♦* P.S. Sir Philip is at your service, after your settling 
with me.** 

Archibald, oppressed with the sense of his own mean- 
ness, and somewhat alarmed at the idea of fighting three 
duels, to retrieve his credit, thought it best to submit, 
without struggle, in the first instance, to that public dis- 
grace which he had merited. He wrote a shabby apology 
to Major O'Shannon and Sir Philip, concluding with say- 
ing, that rather than lose a friend he so much valued as 
Sir Philip Gosling, he was willing to forget all that had 
passed, ^ even to take back the pony, and to return 
Sawney if the matter could by this means be adjusted 
to his satisfaction. He then went to his mother, and 
talked to her, in a high style, of his desperate intentions 
wUh respect to Henry Campbell — ** Either he or I must 
fall before we quit the grouiKl," said the artful Archibald 
— ^well knowing that Lady Catherine's maternal tender- 
would be awakened by these ideas. Other ideas 
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were also awakened in the prudent motho:^ mmd. Dn 
Campbell was nearly related to a general officer, from 
whom she looked for promotion for her son. She re- 
pented, upon reflection, of what she had hastily sasid con- 
cerning the lie direct J and the spirit of a gentienum; and 
she softened down her pride, and talked of her disl^e to 
breaking up old famUyfnendships. Thence she digressed 
into hints of the advantages that might accrue from 
cultivating Dr. Campbell^s good opinion ; admitted that 
Henry was strangely prejudiced in favour of his rough 
friend Forester; but observed that Mr. Forester, after 
all, though singular, was a young man of merit, and at 
the head of a very considerable estate. "Archibald,** 
said she, '* we must make allowances, and concihate mat- 
ters — unless you make this young gentleman your friend, 
you can never hope to be on an eligible footing with his 
guardian. His guardian, you see, is glad to get him back 
again, and, 1 dare say, has his reasons. I never saw him, — 
and I know him well,-^ such spirits in my bfe as he was 
when he came back to us to announce the probability of 
his ward^s return to-morrow morning. The doctor, I 
dare say, has good reasons for what he does ; and I un- 
derstand his ward is reconciled to the idea of living in 
the world, and enjoying his fine fortune like other people. 
So I hope you and he, and of course you and the doctor, 
and Henry Campbell, will be very good friends. I shall 
leave you at Edinburgh for a few months, tiU we get our 
commission ; and I shall beg the doctor to introduce yo« 

to his friend and relation. General D . If he can do 

nothing for you, you may look towards the church. I 
tmst to your prudence not to think of Flora Campbell, 
though I leave you in the house with her; (or you cant 
afford, Archibald, to marry a girl with so small a fortune ; 
and, you may be sure, her friends have other views for 
her. Pray let me hear no more of duels and quarrels. 
And let us go down into the batt-ioom ; for Miss Camp* 
bell has been dressed and down stairs tlds half-hour ; and 
I would not have you inattentive — that might displease 
as much as the other extreme. In short, I may mfely 
leave you to your ovm discretion.** Lady Catherine^ 
after this prudent exhortation, entered the ball-room 
where all the company soon after assembled. Seated ia 
gay ranges, the well-dressed belles were eager for the 
dancing to commence. Lady Catherine stood by Dr. 
Campbell ; and as socm as the ball began, when the mask 
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played, and she saw every one absorbed in themselves, 
or in their partners, she addressed herself to the doctor, 
on the subject which was next her heart, or rather next 
her imagination. ** The general is to be with you shortly, 
1 understand," said she. Dr. Campbell coldly answered 
in the affirmative. ** To be candid with you, doctor, if 
you*ll sit down, I want to have a little chat with you 
about my Archibald. He is not every thing I could wish, 
and I see you are displeased with him about this foolish 
business that has just happened. For my own part, I 
think him to blame ; but we must pardon, we must make 
allowances for the errors of youth; and I need not, to a 
man of your humanity, observe what a cruel thing it is 
to prejudice the world against a young man, by telling 
little anecdotes to his disadvantage. Relations must 
surely uphold one another ; and I am convinced you will 
speak of Archibald with candour and friendship." 

" With candour and with truth," replied Dr. Campbell. 
** 1 cannot pretend to feel friendship merely on the score 
of relationship." 

The proud blood mounted into Lady Catherine's face, 
and she replied, " Some consideration of one's own rela- 
tions, I think, is not unbecoming. Archibald, I should 
have thought, had as strong a claim upon Dr. Campbell's 
friendship as the son of an utter stranger to the family. 
Old Mr. Forester had a monstrous fortune, 'tis true ; but 
his w'ife, who was no grand affair, I believe — a merchant's 
daughter, I'm told — ^brought him ihe greatest part of it ; 
and yet, without any natural connexion between the 
families, or any thing very desirable, setting fortune out 
of the question, you accept the guardianship of this 
young man, and prefer him, I plainly see, to my Archi- 
bald. I candidly ask you the question, and answer me 
candidly." 

"As you have explicitly asked the question, I will an- 
swer your ladyship candidly. I do prefer my ward to 
your son. I have avoided drawing comparisons between 
your son and Forester ; and I now wish to avoid speaking 
of Mr. Archibald Mackenzie, because I have little hopes 
of being of service to him." 

" Nay," said Lady Catherine, softening her tone, " you 
know you have it in your power to be of the greatest 
service' to him." 

" I have done all I could," said Dr. Campbell, with a 
sigh; "but habits of— " 
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; **0, but I'm not talking of halnts^'' intenmpCed La^ 
Catherine. ^ 111 make him alter his habits. We shau 
soon tnm him into what yon like : he's yezy quick ; and 
you must not expect every young man to be just cut out 
upon the pattern of our dear Henry. I don't want to 
trouble you to alter his habits, or to teach bim chymistry, 
or any of those things. But yon can, you know, without 
all that, do him an essential service." 

"Howl" said Dr. Campbell. 

" Why, how ! I don't know you this evening, you are 
so dry. Ken you not what I mean t Speak three words 
for him to your friend the general." 

" Your ladyship must exciue me," said Dr. CampbelL 

Lady Catherine was stunned by this distinct refusal. 
. She urged Dr. Campbell to explain the cause of his dislike 
to her son. 

" There is a poor washerwoman now below stairs," 
replied Dr. Campbell, " who can explain to you more than 
I wish to explain ; and a story about a horse of Sir Phitip 
Gosling was told to me the other dav, by one of the baro- 
net's friends, which I should be glad Mr. Archibald Mac- 
kenzie could contradict effectually." 

*^ Archibald, come here," said Lady Catherine : "before 
the next dance begins, I must speak to you. What is 
this about a horse of Sir Philip Gosling 1" 

"Ma'am!" said Archibald, with great astonishment. 
At this instant one of Dr. Campbell's servants came into 
the room, and gave two notes to Archibald, ^ich, he 
said, two gentlemen had just left, and desired him to 
deliver to Mr. Mackenzie while he was in the ball-room^ 
if possible. 

"What is it? — ^What are they, child?" cried Lady 
Catherine. " I will see them." Her ladyshq) snatched 
the notes, read, and when she saw that ner son, in the 
grossest terms, was called a coward, for refusing the 
challenges of two such fashionable men as Sir Phihp 
Gosling and M^or O'Shannon, all her hopes of him were 
at an end. " Our family is disgraced for ever !" she ex- 
claimed ; and then, perceiving that she had uttered this 
unguarded sentence loud enough for several of the com- 
pany to hear, she endeavoured to laugh, and fell into 
violent hyirterics. She was carried out of the ball-room. 
A whisper now ran round the room of— "What's the 
matter with Lady Catherine Mackenzie ?" It was at an 
unfortunate moment that she was carried put, for all the 
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dancers had just seated themselves, after a brisk country- 
^ance ; and the eyes of all the joung and old vrere upon 
her ladyship as she made her exit. A young man, a friend 
of Major O'Shannon, who was present, whispered the 
secret to has partner; she, of course, to her next neigh* 
bour« Archibald saw that the contents of the notes were 
made public; and he quitted the apartment '*to inquire 
how ms mother did." 

The buzz of scandal was general for some moments ; 
but a new object soon engrossed the attention of the com- 
pany. *' Pray," said a yowig lady, who was looping up 
Flora Campbell's gown, " who is this gentleman who is 
just coming into the room V^ Flora looked up, and saw 
a well-dressed stranger entering the room, who had much 
the appearance of a gentleman. He certainly resembled 
a person she had seen before; but she could scarcely 
believe that her eyes did not deceive her. Therefore she 
hesitatingly replied to the young lady's question, "I 
don't know — ^I am not sure." But she, an instant after- 
ward, saw her brother Henry and her father advance so 
eagerly to meet the stranger, that her doubts vanished; 
and, as he now directed his steps towards the spot where 
she was standing, she corrected her first answer to her 
companion's question, and said, "Yes, I fancy — ^it cer- 
tsimy is — Mr. Forester." Forester, with an open counte- 
nance, slightly tinged with the blush of ingenuous shame» 
approached her, as if he was afraid she had not forgotten 
some things which he wished to be forgotten; and yet 
as if he was conscious that he was not wholly unworthy 
of her esteem. " Amonff other prejudices of which I 
have cured myself," said he to Dr. Campbell, "since we 
parted,. I have cured myself of my foolish antipathy to 
Scotch reels." 

" That I can scarcely believe," said Dr. Campbell, with 
an incredulous smile. 

" I will convince you of it," said Forester, " if you will 
promise to forget all my other foUies." 

^AUr said Dr. Campbell. "Convince me first; and 
then it will be time enough to make such a desperate 
promise." 

Flora was rather surprised when our once cynical hero 
begged the favour of her hand, and led her to. dance a 
reel. M. Pasgrave would have been in ecstai^Jr jf be had 
seen his pupil's performance. 

^ And now, my dear Forester," mid Dr. Camplleil, as 
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his ward returned to claim his promise of a general am 
nesty, ** if you do not turn out a coxcomb, if you do not 
* mistake reverse of wrong for right,' you wiU infallibly 
be a very great man. Give me a pupil who can cure 
himself of any one foible, and I have hopes of him. 
What hopes must I have of him who has cured himself 
of so many !" 



THE 

PRUSSIAN VASE. 



Fridibick the Second, King of Prussia, after his eon» 
quest of Saxony, transported, it is said,* b^ force, several 
manufacturers from Dresden to Berlin, where he was 
▼ery desirous of establishing the manufacture of china. 
These unfortunate j^ple, separated from their friends, 
their home, and their native country, were compelled to 
continue their labours for the profit and for the glory of 
their con(}ueror. Among the number of those sufferers 
was Sophia Mansfeld. She was young, handsome, and 
possessed considerable talents. SeversQ pieces of porce- 
lain of her design and modelling were shown to Frederick 
when he visited the manufactory at Meissen, in Saxony; 
and their taste and workmanship appeared to him so ex- 
quisite, that he determined to transport the artist to his 
capitaL But from the time of her arrival at Berlin, So- 
phia Mansfeld*s genius seemed to forsake her. It was 
her business to sketch designs, and to paint them on the 
porcelam ; but either she could not or would not execute 
these with her former elegance : the figures were awkward 
and spiritless ; and it was in vain that the overseer of the 
woriLs attempted to rouse her to exertion : she would sit 
for hours, with her pencil in her hand, in a sort of revery. 
It was melancholy to see her. The overseer had com- 
passion upon her; but his compassion was not so great 
as his dread of the king's displeasure ; and he at length 
declared, that the next time Frederick visited the works 
he must complain of her obstinate idleness. 
I The monarch was expected in a few days ; for, in the 
midst of his various occupations, Frederick, who was at 
this time extremely intent upon the establishment of the 

, « vide WraxalTi Memoirt oftlie Court of Berlin. 
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porcelain manufactory at Beiiin, found leisure frequently 
to inspect it in person. The ,king, however, was pre* 
vented from coming at the appointed hour by a review at 
Potsdam. Hte majesty had formed the singular project 
of imbodying, and training to the science of arms, the 
Jews in his dominions.* They were rather awkwaiil in 
learning the manual exercise ; and the Jewish review, 
though it afforded infinite amusement to the spectators, 
put Frederick so much out of humour, that, as soon as it 
was over, he rode to his palace of Sans Souci, and shut 
himself up for the remainder of the morning. The pre- 
ceding evening an English traveller, who had passed some 
time at Paris with the Count de Lauragais, in trying ex* 
periments upon porcelain clays, and who had received 
much instruction on this subject from Mr. Wedgewood, 
of Etruria, had been presented to the king, and his majesty 
had invited him to be present at a trial of some new pro- 
cess of impcnrtance, which was to be made this morning 
at his manufactory. The English traveller, who was 
more intent upon his countryman Mr. Wedgewood's 
fame than upon the martial manoeuvres of the Jews, 

Sroceeded, as soon as the review \^as finished, to exhibit 
is EngUsh specimens to a party of gentlemen who had 
appointed to jokeet him at the china-works at Berlin. 

Of this party was a young man of the name of Augustus 
Laniska, who was at this time scarcely seventeen years 
old. He was a Pole by birth — a Prussian by education. 
He had been bred up at the military school at Potsdam, 
and being distinguished by Frederick as a boy of high 
s{»rit and capacity^ he was early inspired with enthusi- 
astic admiration of this monarch. His admiration, how- 
ever, was neither blind nor servile. He saw Frederick's 
faults as well as his great quaUties ; and he often ex- . 
pressed himself wi^ more openness and warmth upon 
this subject than prudence could -justify. He had con- 
versed with unususd freedom about Frederick's character 
with our English traveller; and while he was zealous to 
display every proof of the king's greatness of mind, he 
was sometimes forced to acknowledge that ^ there are 
disadvantages in living under the power of a despotic 
sovereign." 

'* A despotic sovereign ! You will not then call your 
Frederick a despot t*^ whispered the English traveller to 

* Wnsdfi Menoin of Om OMit of B«riiii, Ac 
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the young Pole, as the^r entered the china-works at Ber- 
lin. ** This Id apromising manufactory, no doubt,*^ con- 
tinued he; '*and Dresden china will probably soon be 
called Berlin china, by which the world in general will 
certainly be much benefited. But in the mean time look 
around you, and read vour monarch's history in the eyes 
of those prisoners of war — for such I must call these 
expatriated manufacturers.** 

There were indeed mamr countenances in which great 
dejection was visible. '* Look at that picture of melan- 
choly,** resumed the Englishman, pointing to the figure 
of Sophia Mansfeld ; *' observe even now, while the over- 
seer IS standing near her, how reluctantly she works ! 
Tis the way with all slaves. Our English manufacturers 
(I wish you could see them) work in quite another man 
ner — ^for they are free-*** 

** And are free men, or free women, never sickl** said 
Laniska ; '* or do you Englishmen blame your king when- 
ever any of his subjects turn pale t The woman at whom 
you are now looking is evidently ill. I will inquire from 
the overseer what is the matter with her.** 

Laniska then turned to the overseer, and asked him in 
German several questions, to which he received answers 
that he did not translate to the English traveller ; he was 
unwilling that any thing unfavourable to the cause of his 
sovereign should appear; and, returning to his compan- 
ion, he changed the conversation. When all the com- 
pany were occupied round the furnaces, attending to the 
Englishman's experiments, Laniska went back to the 
apartment where Sophia Mansfeld was at work. '' My 
good girl,** said he to her, " what is the matter with you ? 
The overseer tells me that since you pame here you have 
done nothing that is worth looking at ; yet this charming 

giece** (pointing to a bowl of her painting, which had been 
rought from Saxony) " is of your design, is. not it 1" 

"Yes, sir,** replied Sophia, "I painted it— to my sor- 
row. IJf the king had never seen or liked it, I should now 
be—** The recollection of her home, which at this in- 
stant rushed full upon her mind, overpowered her, and 
she paused. 

"You would now be in Saxony," resumed Laniska; 
** but forget Saxony, and you will be happy at Berlin.** 
i "I caimot forget Saxony, sir,** answered the young 
woman, with merest fijrmness ; I cannot forget a father 
and mother whom I love, who are old and infim, and who 
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depended on me for their support. , I cannot forget erery 
thing — everybody that I have ever loved : I wish I coiAi.*' 

" Sir," whispered a Prussian workman who stoodr by; 
^ sir, she has a lover in Saxony, to whom she was just 
going to be married, when she was carried off froai her 
cottage, and brought hither." 

" Cannot her lover follow hey?" said Laniska. 

'* He is in Berhn, in concealment," repUed the workman, 
in a whisper ; " you won't betray him, I am sure." 

" Not I." said Laniska ; " I never betrayed any one, and 
I never dhall — much less the unfortunate. But why i» 
her lover in concealment 1" 

" Because it is the king^s pleasure," replied the Prus- 
sian, ^ that she should no longer consider him as hei 
lover. You know, sir, several of these Saxon women 
have been compelled, since their arrival at Berhn, to 
marry Prussians. S(^hia Mansfeld has faUen to the lot 
of a Prussian soldier, who swears that if she delays an- 
other month to marry him, he will complain to the king 
of her obstinacy. Our overseer, too, threatens to com- 
plain of her idleness. She is ruined if she.go on in this 
way: we tell her so; but she seems to have lost aU 
sense ; for she sits as she does now, like one stupiiied, 
half the day, let us say what we will to her. We pity 
her; but the king knows best : the king must be obeyed." 

'* Slave I" exclaimed Laniska, bursting into a sudden 
transport of indignation : ** slave I you are fit to live only 
under a tyrant. The king knows best ! the king must bie 
obeyed! What! when fis commands are contrary to 
reason, to justice, to humanity I" Laniska stopped short, 
but not before the high tcme of his voice, and the boldness 
of the words he uttered, had astonished and dismayed all 
present, — all except Sophia Mansfeld : her whole coun- 
tenance became suddenly illuminated; she started up, 
rushed forward, threw herself at the feet of Laniska, and 
exclaimed, " Save me ! you can save me ! you have cour- 
age ; and you are a powerful lord, and you can speak to 
the king. Save me from this detested marriage !" 

The party of gentlemen who had been in the next 
chamber now entered the room, curious to know what 
had drawn thither such a crowd of workmen. On seeing 
them enter, Sophia, recollecting herself, rose, and re- 
turned to her work quietly; while Laniska, much agi- 
tated, seized hold of the Englishman's arm, smd hurried 
out of itk*\ manufactory^ 
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^ Yon are ngtA^yoa are righV' cried he; '^Frederick 
18 a ^rrant ! But how can I save his victim 1" 

" Not by violence, my Augustus ; not by violence !** 
*eplied a young man of t}ie name of Albert, who followed 
Laniska, anxious to restrain the impetuosity of his friend's 
temper, with which he was well acquainted. " By im- 
prudence," said he, '*you will but expose yourself to 
danger; you will save, you wi^ serve no one/' 

** Tame prudence wiU neither save nor serve any one, 
however it may prevent its possessor from exposing 
himself to danger," retorted Laniska, casting upon Albert 
a look of contemptuous reproach. ^ Prudence be your 
virtue, — coulrage mine." 

"Are they incompatible!" said Albert, calmly. 

" I know not," replied Laniska ; " but this I know, that 
I am in no humour to reason that point, or any other, 
according to all those cursed forms of logic which, I 
believe, you love better than any thing else." 

" Not better than I love you, as I prove by allowing 
you to curse them as much and as often as you think 

g roper," replied Albert, with a smile, which could not, 
owever, force one from his anpy friend. 
"You are right to practise logic and rhetoric," re- 
sumed Laniska, " as much and as often as you can, since 
in your profession you are to make your bread by your 
tongue and your pen. I am a soldier, or soon to be a 
soldier, and nave other arms and other feelings." 

" I will not dispute the superiority of your arms," re- 
plied Albert; " I will only beg of you to remember, that 
mine will be at your service whenever you want or wish 
for them." 

This temperate and friendly reply entirely calmed 
Laniska. •* What would become of Augustus laniska," 
said he, giving Albert his hand, " if he had not such a 
friend as you are \ My mother may well say this, as she 
does ten times a day ; but now take it in your sober man- 
ner, what can we do for this poor woman! — for some- 
thing must be done." 

Auer some consideration, Albert and Laniska deter- 
mined to draw up a petition for Sophia, and to present it 
to the king, who was known to pay ready and minute 
attention to every appUcation mauie to him in writing, 
even by the meanest of his subjects. The petition was 
presented, and an answer anxiously expected. Frederick, 
when at Potsdam, often honoufld the Countess Laniska 
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with a visit. She was a woman of coi^derable informal 
tion and literature, — acquirements not common among the 
Polish or Prussian ladies ; and the king distinguished the 
countess by his approbation, in order to excite some 
emulation among his female subjects. She held a sort 
of conversazione at her house, wMch was frequented by 
all foreigners of distinction, and especially by some of 
the French literati, who were at this time at Frederick's 
court 

One evenmg— it was a few days after Sophia Mans- 
feld's petition had been presented— the king was at the 
Countess Laniska's, and the company were conversing 
upon some hterary subject, when Frederick, who had 
been unusually silent, suddenly turned to the EngUsh 
traveller, who was one of the company, and asked him 
whether his countryman Mr. Wedgwood had not made 
a beautiful imitation of the Barbenni, or Portland vase. 

The EngUshman repUed, that the imitation was so ex- 

r'site as scarcely to he known by the best judges from 
original; and he went on with much eagerness to 
ffive a description of the vase, that he might afterward, 
for the honour of his country, repeat some lines written 
upon the subject by a great EngUsh poet* Frederick 
was himself a poet and a judge of poetry ; he hstened to 
the lines with attention ; and, as soon as the EngUshman 
had finished speaking, he exclaimed, ** I will write a de- 
scription of the Prussian va8e4nyself.'' 
■** The Prussian vase!" said the English traveUer: "I 
hope I may have the honour of seeing it before I leave 
Berlin." 

" If you prolong your stay another month, your cu- 
riosity will probably be gratified," repUed Frederick. 
*^ The Prussian vase is not yet in being ; but I have this 
day determined to offer a reward that I know will pro- 
duce a vase Worthy of Prussia. Those who have the 
command of motives, and know their power, have also 
the command of all that the arts, or what is called a 

fenius for the arts, can produce. The human mind and 
uman fingers are much the same in Italy, in England, 
and in Prussia. * Then, why should not we have a 
Prussian as well as a Wedgewood's, or a Barberini vase t 
We shall see. I do not understand mon mitier de roh if I 
cannot call forth talents where I know them to exist 

• Darwin.— See IHm description oftlie Barberini vase in tbeBoUnic GardA 
We bope oar resden will pardon Uils anadiioDiam. 
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^ere is,^ continued the king, fixing his eyes full upon 
Laoiskav " there is in my porcelain manufactory at Ber- 
lin a woman of considerable talents, who is extremely 
anxious to return along with some lover of hers to 
Saxonv. Like all other prisoners of wary she must pur- 
chase her liberty from the conqueror; and if she cannot 
pay her ransom in gold, let her pay it by her talents. I 
do not give premiums to idleness or obstinacy. The king 
must be obeyed, whether he knows how to command or not : 
let all the worlds who are able to judge^ decide*'^ Frederick, 
as soon as he had finished this speech, which he pro- 
nounced in a peremptory tone, left the room ; and La- 
niska's friends, who perceived that the imprudent words 
he had uttered in Berlin had reached the king's ear, gave 
the voung man up for lost. To their surprise, however, 
the king took no rarther notice of what had hapi)ened, but 
received Laniska the next day at Sans Souci with aU his 
usual kindness. Laniska, who was of an open, generous 
temper, was touched by this conduct ; and, tnrowing him- 
self at Frederick's feet, he exclaimed — 

*' My king! forgive me, if in a moment of indignation 
I called you a tyrant,'^ 

"My friend, you are yet a child, and I let children 
and fools speak of me as they please," replied Frede- 
rick. "When you are an older man you will judge 
more wisely, or, at least, you will speak with more dis- 
cretion within twenty miles of a tyranCs palace. Here 
is my answer to your Sophia Mansfeld's petition," added 
he, giving Laniska the paper which Albert had drawn up ; 
at the bottom of which was written, in the king's own 
hand, these words : 

" I will permit the artist who shall produce, before this 
day month, the most beautiful vase of Berlin china, to 
marry or not to marry whoever he or she shall think 
proper, and to return to Saxon^r with all imaginable ex- . 
pedition. If the successful artist choose to remain at 
Berlin, I will add a reward of 500 crowns. The artist's 
name shall be inscribed on the vase, which shall be called 
the Prussian vase." No sooner had Sophia Mansfeld 
read these words than she seemed animated with new 
life and energy. She was likely to have many competi- 
tors ; for the moment the kiug^s intentions were made 
known in the manufactory, all hands and heads were at 
work. Some were excited by the hope of regaining 
their liberty ; others stimuleted by the mention of 500 

Vol. I..-P 
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crowns; and some were fired with ambition to have 
their name inscribed on the Prussian vase. But none 
had so strong a motive for exertion as Sophia* She was 
indefatigable. The competitors consuHed the persons 
whom they believed to have the best taste in Berlin and 
Potsdam. Sophia's designs were shown as soon as they 
were sketched to the Countess Laniska, whose idvice 
was of material use to her. 

At length the day which was to decide her fate arrived. 
The vases were all ranged, by the king^s order, in his 
gallery of paintings at Sans Souci ; and in the evening, 
when Frederick had finisfied the business of the day, he 
went thither to examine them. Laniiska and some others 
were permitted to accompany him : no one spoke while 
Frederick was comparing the works of the different 
competitors. 

** Let this be the Prussian vase,** said the king. Ft 
was Sophia Mansfeld's. Laniska just staid to show her 
name, which was written underneath the foot of the 
vase, and then he hurried away to comrnunicate the 
happy news to Sophia, who was waiting with her lover 
at the house of the Countess Laniska in Potsdam, impa- 
tient to hear her fate» She heard it with inexpressible 
joy; and Laniska's generous heart sympathized in her 
happiness. It was settled that she should the next 
morning be married to her lover, and return with him to 
her father and mother ia Saxony. The happy couple 
were just taking leave of the young count and his 
mother, when they were alarmed by the sound of many 
voices on the great staircase. Some persons seemed to 
be disputing with the countess*s servants for admittance. 
Laniska went out to inquire into the cause of the dis- 
turbance. The hall was filled with soldiers. 

" Are you the young Count Laniska I" said an officer 
to him the moment he appeared. 

*^lam the young Count Laniska,.** replied he, in a firm 
tone. " What do you want with me 1 and why this dis- 
turbance in my mother's house at this unseasonable 
hourr 

" We come here by the king's order," replied the sol- 
dier. ** Is not there in this house a woman of the name 
of Sophia Mansfeld?" 

" Yes," replied Laniska : " what do you want with her 1" 

'* She must come with us ; and you are our prisoner^ 
county" replied the soldier. 
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It was in yain to ask for further explanation. The 
soldiers could give none ; thev knew nothing, but that 
their orders were to convey Sopfiia Mansfeld immediately 
to Meissen in Saxony, and to lodge Count Laniska in the 
castle of Spandau, a state prison. 

^ I must know my crime before I submit to punish- 
ment,'^ cried Laniska, in a passionate voice ; but he re- 
strained the natural violence of his temper on seeing his 
mother appear; and, at her request, yielded himself up 
a prisoner without resistance and without a murmur. 
** I depend on your innocence, my son, and on the justice 
of the king," said the countess ; and she took leave of 
him without shedding a tear. The next day, even before 
the king arrived at Potsdam, she went to the palace, de- 
termined to wait there till she could see him, that she 
might hear from his own lips the cause of her son's im- 
prisonment. She waited a considerable time; for, with- 
out alighting from horseback, Frederick proceeded to the 
parades where he was occupied for some hours; at 
length he alighted, and the first person he saw, on enter- 
ing his palace, was the Countess Laniska. 

** I am wiUuig to believe, madam," said he, •* that you 
have no share in your son's folly and ingratitude." 

*' My son is, I hope, incapable of ingratitude, sir," an- 
swered the countess, with an air of placid dignity. ** I 
am well aware that he may have been guil^ of great 
imprudence." 

** At six o'clock this evening let me see you, madam," 
replied the king, ''at Sans Souci, in the gallery of paint- 
ings, and you shall know of what your son is accused." 

At the appointed hour she was in the gallery of paint- 
ing at Sans Souci. No one was there. She waited 
qmetly for some time, then walked up and down the gal- 
lery with extreme impatience and agitation; at last she 
heard the king's voice and his step ; the door opened, 
and Frederick appeared. It was an awful moment to 
the mother of Laniska. She stood in silent expectation. 

^ I see, madam," said the king, after fixing his pene- 
trating eye for some moments on her countenance, ** I 
see ttmt you are, as I believed you to be, wholly igno- 
rant of your son's folly." As he spoke, Fredenck put 
his hand upon the vase made by Sophia Mansfeld, which 
was placed on a small stand in the middle of the gallery 
The countess, absorbed by her own reflections, had not 
noticed it« 

PS 
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" You have seen this vase before," said the king ; •• nd 
you have probably seen the lines which are inscribed on 
the foot of it r' 

** Yes," said the countess ; *' they are my son's 
writing," 

** And they are written by his own hand^" said the 
king. 

** They are. The poor Saxon woman who draws so 
admirably cannot write ; and my son wrote the inscrip^ 
tion for her." 

" The lines are in a high strain of jpanc^ync," said 
thelting; and he laid a severe emphasis on the word 
panegyric, 

" Whatever may be my son's faults," said the countess, 
" your majesty cannot suspect him of being a base flat- 
terer. Scarcely a month has elapsed since his iuiguarded 
openness exposed him to your displeasure. Your ma- 
jesty's magnanimity in pardoning his imprudent expres- 
sions convinced him at once of his error in having used 
them; and in the fit of enthusiasm with which your 
kindness upon that occasion inspired him, he, who is by 
no means a poet by profession, composed the two lines 
of panegyric which seem to have given your majesty 
o£fence ; but which I should never have conceived could 
be the cause of his imprisonment." 

" You plead like a mother, madam," said the king ; 
'* but you reason like a woman. Have I ever said that 
your son was imprisoned for having written two lines of 
flattery? No, madani: I know how to smile both at 
flattery and satire, when they are undisguised ; but there 
is a degree of baseness which I cannot so easily pardon. 
Be patient, madam; 1 will listen to all you can say in 
your son's defence, when you have read this inscription. 
But, before you read it, understand that I was upon the 
point of sending this vase to Paris. I had actually given 
orders to the man who was ]jacking up that case (point- 
ing to a half-packed case of porcelain) to put up the 
Prussian vase as a present for a Prussian hel esprit of 
your acquaintance. The man showed me the inscrip- 
tion at the bottom of the vase. I read the flattering 
lines with pleasure, and thought them — as people usually 
tfiink flattering lines made on themselves — excellent. I 
was even fool enough immediately to consider how I 
could reward the author, when my friend, the packer, in- 
terrupted the course of my thoughts by observing, with 
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some exclamation of astonishment, that the blae colour 
of the vase came off in one spot where he had been rub- 
bing it. I looked, and saw that part of the inscription at 
the bottom of the vase had been covered over with blue 
paint At first sight, I read the words, ' On the charac- 
ter of Frederick the Great ;' — ^the blue paint had concealed 
the next word, which is now, madam, sufficiently legi- 
ble." The word to which the king pointed was— ^yran/: 
" Those flattering Unes, madam, you comprehend, were 
written — ^ On the character of Frederick the great tyrant J' 

" I shall spare you, madam, all the reflections I have 
made on this occasion. Tyrant as I am, 1 shall not pun- 
ish the innocent mother for the follies of her son. I 
shall be at your house, along with the rest of your friends, 
on Tuesday evening." 

The unhappy mother of Laniska withdrew from the 
presence of the king without attempting any reply. 
Her son's conduct admitted, she thought, of no apology, 
if it were really true that he had written the words to 
which his name was signed. Of this she doubted : but 
her consternation was at first so great that she had not 
the power to think. A general l^lief remained in her 
mind of her son's innocence ; but then a number of his 
imprudent words and actions came across her memory : 
the inscription was, apparently, in his own handwriting. 
The conversation which had passed in the porcelain 
manufactory at Berlin corroborated the idea expressed 
in this inscription. The countess, on her return home, 
related the circumstances with as much composure as 
she could to Albert, who was waiting to hear the result 
of her interview with the king. Albert heard her rela- 
tion with astonishment; he could not believe in his 
friend's guilt, though he saw no means of proving his in- 
nocence. He did not, however, waste his time in idle 
conjectures, or more idle lamentations ; he went imme- 
diately to the man who was employed to pack up the 
vase ; and after questioning him with great care, he went 
to Berlin, to the porcelain manufactory, and inquired 
whether any person were present when Laniska wrote 
the inscription for Sophia Mansfeld. After Albert had 
collected all the information that could be obtained, his 
persuasion of Laniska's innocence was confirmed. 

On Tuesday Frederick had promised to come to the 
countess's conversazione. The company, previous to 
nis majesty's arrival, were all assembled round the sofa 
29 
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on which she was seated, and they were eagerly talking 
over Lauiiska^s affair* " What a blessing it is," cried the 
English traveller, '' to live in a country where no man 
t^an be imprisoned without knowing of what he is ac- 
cused ! What a blessing it is to live under a government 
where no man can be condemned without trial, and 
where his thai must be carried on in open day, in the 
face of his country, his peers, his equals!" — ^The Eng- 
lishman was in the midst of a warm eulogium upon the 
British mode of trial by jury, when Frederic entered th« 
room, as it was his custom, without being announced : 
and^the company were so intently listening to our traveU 
ler, they did not perceive that the king was one of his 
auditors* " Would to Heaven !" cried the Countess 
Laniska, when the Englishman paused^" would to 
Heaven my son could have the advantage of such a 
trial!" 

" And would to Heaven," exclaimed Albert, " that I 
might plead his cause !" 

**,0n one condition," said Frederick ; and at the sound 
of his voice every one started-*" on one condition^ 
young man, your prayer shall be granted. You shall 
plead your friend's cause upon condition that, if you do 
not convince his judges of his innocence you shall share 
his punishment. His punishment will be a twelvemonth's 
imprisonment in the castle of Spandau ; and yours the 
same, if you fail to estabhsh your cause and his. Next 
to the foUy of being imprudent ourselves, that of choos- 
ing imprudent friends is the most dangerous. Laniska 
shall be tried by his equals; and since twelve is the 
golden, harmonic, divine number for which justice has 
a blind predilection, let him have twelve judges, and call 
them, if you please, a jury. But I will name my coun- 
sel, and you counsel for Laniska. You know the con- 
ditions-Mio you accept of them 1" 

"Willingly, sire!" cried Albert, joyfuUy. "You will 
permit me to have access to the prisoner in the castle of 
Spandau 1" 

" That IS a new condition ; but I grant it. The gov- 
ernor shall have orders to admit you to see and converse 
with his prisoner for two hours ; but if, after that con- 
versation, your opinion of your friend should change, 
you will not blame me if I hold you to your word." 

Albert declared that he desired no more: and the 
Countess Laniska, and all who were present, joined in 
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praising Frederick's clemency and Albert's generosity. 
The imprisonment of Laniska had been much talked of, 
not only in public companies at Potsdam and at Berlin, but, 
what affected Frederick much more nearly, it h^d become 
the subject of conversation among the literati in his own 
palace at Sans Souci. An English traveller of some 
reputation in the literary world also knew the circum- 
stances, and was interested in the fate of the young 
count. Frederick seems to have had a strong desire to be 
represented in an amiable point of view by writers who, 
he beheVed, could transmit his fame to posterity. 
Careless of what might be said of him, he was anxious 
that nothing should be printed derogatory to his reputa- 
tion. Whether the desire to give to foreigners a striking 
proof of his magnanimity, or whether his regard for the 
young count, and his friendship for his mother, were his 
motives in granting to Laniska this trial by jury, cannot 
and need not be determined. Unmixed virtue is not to 
be expected from kings more than from common men. 

After his visit to the prisoner in the castle of Spandau, 
Albert felt no mclination to recede from the agreement into 
which he had entered ; but Laniska was much alarmed 
when he was told of what had passed. '* Oh ! my generous 
friend !" exclaimed the young count, " why did you ac- 
cept of the conditions offered to you by the kingi You 
may — T am sure you do — believe in my innocence ; but 
you will never be able to prove it. You will soon be in- 
volved in my disgrace." 

" I shall think it no disgrace," replied Albert, " to be 
the fellow-prisoner of an innocent friend." 

" Do not you remember," said Laniska, " that as we 
were returning from Berlin, after my unlucky visit to the 
porcelain manufactory, you promised me, that whenever 
I should be in want of your weapons they should be at 
my service ? I little thought that I should so soon be in 
such need of them. Farewell — ^I pray for their success." 

On the day appointed for the trial of Laniska, crowds 
of people of all ranks flocked to hear the proceedings. A 
spacious building in Potsdam, intended for a barrack, 
was, upon this occasion converted into a hall of justice ; 
a temporary gallery was erected for the accommodation 
of the audience ; and a platform was raised in the centre of 
the hall, where the judge's chair was placed : on the right 
hand of the chair a space was railed in for the reception 
of the twielve younsfientlemen who were to act as jurors; 
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on the left another space was raOed in for spectators. 
In the front there was a large table, on each side of 
which were benches for the counsel and witnesses : those 
for the crown on the right-hand ; those for the prisoner 
on the left. Every thing had, by the ting's orders, been 
prepared in this manner, according to the EngUsh 
custom. 

The Countess Laniska now entered the court, with a 
few friends who had not yet forsaken her. They took 
their seats at the lower end of the gaUery ; and as every 
eye turned upon the mother, who waited to hear the trial 
of her son, an awful silence prevailed. This lasted but 
for a few moments ; it was succeeded by a general whis- 
pering among the crowds both in the hail and in the 
gallery. Each individual gave his opinion concerning 
the event of the trial : some declared that the circum- 
stances which must appear against Laniska were so 
strong that it was macbiess in Albert to undertake his 
defence ; others expressed great admiration of Albert's 
intrepid confidence in himself and his friend. Many 
studied the countenance of the king, to discover what 
his wishes might be; and a thousand idle conjectures 
were formed from his most insignificant movements. 

At length, the temporary judge having taken his seat, 
twelve young gentlemen were chosen from the most re- 
spectable famflies in Potsdam, to act as jurors. The 
Srisoner was summoned to answer to the charges 
rought against him, in the name of Frederick the Second, 
king of Prussia. Laniska appeared, guarded by two 
officers : he walked up to the steps of the platform with 
an air of dignity, which seemed expressive of conscious 
innocence; but his countenance betrayed involuntary 
marks of emotion, too strong for him to command, when 
on raising his eyes he beheld his friend Albert, who 
stood full in his view. Albert maintained an immoveable 
composure of countenance. The prisoner was now 
a^ed whether he had any objections to make to any of 
the twelve persons who had been selected to judge his 
cause. He made none. They proceeded to take an 
oath, " that, in their decision they would suffer no mo- 
tives to influence them but a sense of truth and justice.** 
The judge then rose, and addressing himself to the jury, 
said: — 

*' Gentlemen, 
** You are here by the king's order, to form youropin* 
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ions coneeming the guilt or innocence of the prisoner, 
commonly known by the name of Count Augustus Lan- 
iska. You will learn the nature and circumstances of 
the accusation against him from Mr. Warendorff, the 
gentleman on my right-hand, who in this cause has the 
honour of being counsel for his majesty. You will hear 
from the gentleman on my left, Albert Altenburg, all that 
can be said in defence of the prisoner, for whom he vol- 
untarily offers himself as counsel. After having listened 
to the arguments that may be adduced, and to the wit- 
nesses that shall be examined on each side, you are, 
gentlemen, according to the tenor of the oath which has 
just been administered to you, to decide, without regard 
to any consideration but truth and justice. Your opinion 
is to be delivered to me by the eldest among you, and it 
is to be expressed in one or other of these phrases — 
guilty ^ or not guilty, 

** When I shall have heard your decision, I am, in his 
majesty's name, to pronounce sentence accordingly. If 
the prisoner be judged by you not guilty, I am to an- 
nounce to him that he is thenceforward at liberty, and 
that no stain affixes to his honour from the accusation 
that has been preferred against him, or from his late im- 
prisonment, or from this public trial. If, on the contrary, 
your judgment shall be that the prisoner is guilty, I am 
to remand him to the castle of Soandau, where he is to 
remain confined twelve months from this day. To the 
same punishment I am also to condemn Albert Alten- 
burg, if he fail to establish in your minds the innocence 
of the Count Laniska. It is upon this condition that he 
is permitted to plead the cause of his friend. 

" Gentlemen, you are called upon to give impartial 
attention in this cause, by your duty to your king and to 
your country." 

As soon as the judge, after making this short address 
to the jury, had seated himself, Mr. Warendorff, counsel 
for the crown, rose, and spoke in the folloWing man- 
ner : — 

" My lord, and gentlemen of the jury ; 
" It is with inexpressible concern that I find myself 
called upon to plead in this cause. To be the accuser 
of any man is an invidious task : to be the accuser of 
such a man as I once thought — as you perhaps still 
think — the young Count Laniska, must, to a person of 
generous feelings, be in a high degree difficult and dis- 
P3 
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tressinff. I do not pretend to more genewBity or deli 
cacy of sentiment than others ; but I beg any of you, 
gentlemen, to imagine youreelves for a moment in my 
place, and to conceive what .must be my sensations as a 
man and as an advocate. I am not ignorant how popu- 
lar the name of Augustus Laniska is, both in Berlin and 
Potsdam. I am not ignorant that the young count has 
been in the habit of uving among you, gentlemen, on 
terms of familiarity, friendship, and confidence ; nor can 
I doubt that the graceful, manly manner and open de- 
portment for which he is so eminently distinguished 
must have strongly prepossessed you in his favour. I 
am not ignorant that I have to plead against him before 
his friends, in the presence of his mother, — a mother 
respected even in a higher degree than her son is be- 
loved; respected for her feminine virtues — ^for her more 
than feminine endowments; who, had she no other 
claim upon your hearts, must, by the unfortunate 
situation in which she now appears, command your 
sympathy. 

" You must all of you feel, likewise, strongly prepos- 
sessed in favour of that noble-minded youth who has 
undertaken to defend the prisoner's cause at the hazard 
of sharing his punishment. I respect the general char- 
acter of Albert Altenberg ; I admire his abiUties ; I ap- 
plaud him for standing forward in defence of his friend ; 
I pity him because he has a friend for whom, I fear, even he 
will find it impossible to establish any plausible defence. 
But the idea that he is acting handsomely, and that he 
has the sympathy of numbers in his favour, will doubt- 
less support the young advocate in his arduous task. 
He appears in this court in striking character, as coun- 
sel, disinterested counsel, for his friend. 

** Grentlemen, I also appear in this court as counsel, 
disinterested counsel, for a friend. Yes, gentlemen, I 
am permitted to call Frederick the Great my friend. He 
is not, as other great monarchs have been, ambitious to 
raise himself above the sphere of humanity ; he does not 
desire to be addressed in the fulsome strains either of 
courtly or of poetical adulation ; he wishes not to be 
worshipped as a god, but to be respected as a man.* It 
is his desire to have friends that shall be faithful, or 
subjects that shall be obedient. Happy his obedient 

* JSwhylHf. 
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«ftit^ect»-'they are secure of his protection; liappy, 
thrice happy, his faithful friends — ^they are honoured 
with his favour and his confidence. It was in the 
power of the prisoner now before you to have been in 
this enviable class. You all of you know that the 
Countess Laniska, his mother, has for years been 
honoured by the friendship of her sovereign ; even the 
conduct of her son has not been able to shake his confi- 
dence in her. A Pole by birth, Augustus Laniska was 
educated among the first of the Prussian nobility at the 
mihtary academy at Potsdam, — that nursery of heroes^. 
From such an education, from the son of such a mother, 
honourable sentiments and honourable conduct were to 
be expected. Most confidently were they expected by 
his king, who distinguished the young count, as you all 
know, even in his boyish days. The count is said to be 
of a temper naturally impetuous; the errors into which 
such a temper too pubUcly betrayed him were pardoned 
by the indulgence of his kmg. I am compelled to recall 
one recent instance of the truth of these assertions, as 
it is immediately connected with the present cause." 

Here Mr. Warendorif related all that had passed at 
the porcelain manufactoiy at Berlin, and the king's sub- 
sequent conduct towards Count Laniska. On the magna- 
nimity of his majesty, the eloquent counsel expatiated 
for aconsiderable time ; but the applauses with which this 
part of his oration was received by a party in the gal- 
lery who were seated near the king were so loud as 
almost to drown the voice of the orator, and effectually 
to distract the attention of those employed to take down 
his words. When he could again be heard distinctly, he 
resumed as follows : 

** I am not surprised at these testimonies of admira- 
tion which burst from the warm hearts of his majesty's 
subjects ; I am only surprised that a heart could be found 
in his dominions on whom such magnanimity could 
make no impression. I am shocked, I am grieved, when 
1 find such a heart in the person of Count Laniska. 
Can it be believed, that in the course of one short 
month after this generous pardon, that young nobleman 
proved himself the basest of traitors — a traitor to the 
king who was his friend and benefactor 1 — Daring no 
longer openly to attack, he attempted secretly to wound 
the fame of his sovereign. You all of you know what 
a degree of liberty, even license, Frederick the Great per-* 
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mils to that species of satirical wit with which the 
populace delight to ridicule their rulers. At this instant 
there are various anonyinous pasquinades on the garden 
gates at Sans Souci, which would nave provoked the re- 
sentment — ^the fatal resentment-^of any other monarch 
upon earth. Tt cannot be doubted that the authors of 
these things could easily be discovered, if the king con- 
descended to make any inquiries concerning them : it 
cannot be doubted that the king has power to punish 
the offenders ; yet they remain untouched, perhaps un- 
known. Our sovereign is not capable of feeling the petty 
emotions of vulgar spleen or resentment ; but he could 
not be insensible to the treacherous ingratitude of one 
whom he imagined to have been attached to him by every 
tie of kindness and of duty. That the Count Laniska 
should choose the instant when the king was showing 
him unusual favour, to make that favour an instrument 
of his base malice, is scarcely credible. Yet, Prussians^ 
incredible as it sounds to us, it is true. Here are my 
proofs ; here are my witnesses.** 

Mr. Warendorff, at this instant, uncovered the Prus- 
sian vase, and then pointed to a Jew, and to the master 
of the porcelain manufactory, who stood beside him, 
ready to give their evidence. We omit that part of Mr. 
WarendorfTs speech which contained the facts that have 
been already related. The Prussian vase was handed to 
the jury: the verses in praise of Frederick the Great were 
read, and the word tyrant was seen, afterward, with the 
utmost surprise. In the midst of the general indignation, 
Mr. Warendorflf called upon -the Jew to come forward 
and give his evidence. This Jew was an old man, and 
there was something remarkable in his looks. His head 
was still ; his neck was stiff; but his eyes moved with 
incessant celerity from side to side, and he seemed un- 
easy at not* being able to see what was passing behind 
him : there was a certain ih-mness in his attil^e ; but 
his voice trembled when he attempted to speak. All 
these circumstances prepossessed Laniska's friends 
against the Jew the moment he appeared ; and it was 
justly observed, that his having the misfortune to be a 
Jew was sufficient to prejudice many of the populace 
against him, even before a word he uttered reached their 
ears. But impartial spectators judged that the poor 
man was only terrified at being called upon to speak in 
so large an assembly. Solomon, for that was the name 
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ol the Jew, after having taken an oath upon the Talmud 
that he would speak nothing but the truth, made the 
foUowing answers to the questions put to him by Mr. 
Warendorflf:— 

Mr. Warendorff. " Did you ever see this vase before 1" 

Solomoiu "Yes." 

Mr. Warendorff. «* Where ? when 1— Tell all you know 
about it to the gentlemen of the jury." 

Solomon. " The first time I saw that vase was in the 
gallery of paintings at the king's palace of Sans Souci ; 
to the best of my recollection it was on the night of the 
first day of the month, about ten o'clock, or perhaps it 
might be eleven : I wish to be exact ; but I cannot be 
certain as to the hour precisely." 

Mr. Warendorff. *♦ The exact hour is not of any con- 
sequence : proceed. Tell us how you came to see this 
vase. Take your time to speak. We are in no hurry : 
the truth will appear sooner or later." 

Solomon. " His majesty himself put the vase into my 
handSf and commanded me to pack it up, with some 
other china, which he was going to send as a present to 
a gentleman at Paris. I am something of a judge of 
china myself, being used to selling small pieces of it up ana 
down the town and country. So I was struck with the * 
first sight of this beautiful vase ; I looked at it very care- 
Mly, and wiped away with my handkerchief the dust 
which had settled on the white figures : here is: the very 
handkerchief. I wiped the vase all over : but when I 
came to rub the bottom, I stopped to read the verses on 
the character of Frederick the Chreat; and having read these 
I rubbed the white letters quite clean : the ground on 
which they were written was blue. I found that some 
of the blue colour came off upon my handkerchief, which 
surprised me a good deal. Upon examining further, I 
perceived that the colour came off only in one spot, of 
about an inch long and half an inch broad. The king 
was at this time standing with his back to me, looking 
at a new picture which had just been hung up in the gal- 
lery; but hearing me make an exclamation {^Father 
Abraham P 1 believe it was that I said,) his majesty 
turned round. * What is the matter with you, Solomon ? 
You look wondrous wise,' his majesty was pleased to 
say. ' Why do you call on Father Abraham at this time 
of day ? Do you expect that he will help you to pack 
up tl^t china I — hey, Solomon, my friend V I had no 
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power to answer this question, for by this time, to my 
utter astonishment, I had discovered that on the spot 
where I had rubbed off the blue paint, there was a word 
written — the word was tyrant, * On the character of 
Frederick^ the great tyrant P said I to myself — * what can 
this mean?' The king snatched the vase from my 
hands, read what I had read, saw the paint which had 
been rubbed off upon my handkerchief, and, without say- 
ing one word, left the gallery. — This is all I know about 
the matter." 

The Jew bowed to the court, and Mr. Warendorff told 
him that, having closed his evidence, he might departs 
But Albert rose to desire that the judge would order hiro 
to remain in court, as he purposed to examine, or, ac- 
cording to the English term, to cross-examine him further 
at a proper time. The judge ordered the Jew to remain 
in court. The next witness called, on the part of the 
crown, was the master of the porcelain manufactory of 
Berlin; to whom Mr. Warendorflf put the following 
questions : — 

Q. " Have you seen the verses which are inscribed on 
the foot of this vase ?" 

Answer. " Yes, I have." 

Q. "Do you recollect what words are written over 
the verses t" 

Answer. " I do : the words are — ^ On the character of 
Frederick, the great tyrant.' " 

Q. " Do you know by whom those words and these 
verses were written t" 

Answer, ** I believe that they were written by Count 
Augustus Laniska." 

Q. " How do you know 1 or why do you believe it ?** 

Answer, "I. was present when Sophia Mansfeld, the 
woman by whom the vase was designed, told the count 
that she did not know how to write, and that she would 
be obliged to him if he would write the inscription him- 
self on it. The vase at this time had not been put into 
the furnace. It was in what we call biscuit. The Count 
Laniska took a proper tool, and said that he would write 
the inscription as she desired. I saw him writing on 
the bottom of the vase for some minutes. I heard him 
afterward call to one of the workmen, and desire that 
he would put the vase intc> the furnace : the workman 
accordingly carried it into the next room to the Aimacey 
as I believe." 
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Q. " Did you see the inscription on the vase after it 
Was taken out of the furnace ? and was the word tyrant 
\hen on it ?" 

Answer. " I did not see the vase immediately upon its 
being taken out of the furnace ; but I saw it about an 
hour afterward. At that time I read the inscription : the 
word tyrant was not then visible on the vase ; the place 
where it now appears was blue. I carried it myself, 
albng with some others, to the king's palace at Sans 
Soucik The night of the first day of this month his 
majesty sent for me, and showed me the word tyrant on 
the vase : I had never seen it there till then. It could 
not have been written after the china was baked : it must 
have been written while the biscuit was soft ; and it must 
have been covered over with the blue paint after the vase 
was taken out of the furnace. I believe the word was 
written by Count Laniska, because I saw nobody else 
write upon the vase but him ; because the word exactly 
resembles the handwriting of the rest of the inscription } 
and because I, upon a former occasion, heard the count 
make use of that very word in speaking of Frederick the 
Great." 

Here the master of the porcelain manufactory finished 
speaking, and was going, with Mr. Warendorfi'^s permis- 
sion, to retire ; but Albert signified his intention to cross- 
examine him also, and the judge commanded that he 
should remain in court. The next two witnesses who 
were produced and examined were the workman who 
carried the vase to the furnace, and the man whose busi- 
ness it was to put the biscuit into the furnace. Neither 
of these witnesses could write or read. The workman 
deposed, that he carried the Prussian vase, as he was 
desired, to the furnace ; that no one touched it on the 
way thither. The man whose business it was to put the 
biscuit into the furnace swore that he put it along with 
several other vases into the furnace ; that he attended 
the fire, and that no one touched any of them till thej' 
were baked and taken out by him. Here the ev' 
dence for the prosecution closed. Mr. Warendorff ob- 
served that he should forbear to expatiate further upon 
the conduct of the prisoner ; that he had been ordered 
by his sovereign to speak of him with all possible 
moderation ; that he earnestly hoped the defence that 
should be made for Count Laniska might be satis- 
factory; and that the mode of trial which had been 
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granted to him by the king was a sufficient proof of the 
clemeney of his majesty, and of his earnest desire to 
allow the prisoner every possible means of re-establish- 
ing his character in the eyes of the public. Albert now 
rose. The Count Laniska, who had appeared unmoved 
during Mr. Warendorflfs oration, changed countenance 
the moment Albert rose in his defence ; the Countess 
Laniska leaned forward over the rails of the gallery in 
breathless anxiety: there was no sound heanL in the 
whole gallery, except the jingling of the chain of the 
kipg's sword, with which he was pla3ang. 

**I shall not attempt, gentlemen,*^ said Albert, **to 
move your sympathy by a pathetic description of my 
own feelings as a man, and as an advocate. Whatever 
mine may be, it is my wish and my duty to repress them* 
I have need of that calm possession of my understand- 
ing which will be necessary to convince yours of the 
innocence of my friend. To convince is my object. If 
it were in my power I should, upon the i)resent occa- 
sion, disdain to persuade. I should think it equally in- 
compatible with my own honour and that of the Count 
Laniska. With these sentiments I refrain, Prussians, 
from all eulogium upon the magnanimity of your king. 
Praises from a traitor, or from the advocate of a traitor, 
must be unworthy of a great monarch, or of a generous 
people. If the prisoner before you shall be proved to 
be no traitor, he will doubtless have opportunities of ex- 
pressing by actions, better than I can by words, his grati- 
tude to his sovereign for having allowed him this public 
trial by his equals—men who are able to discern and tc^ 
assert the truth. It cannot have escaped their observa- 
tion that no positive evidence whatever has yet been 
Produced against the prisoner. No one has yet been 
eard to swear that he saw Count Laniska write the word 
tyrant upon this vase. The first witness, Solomon the 
Jew, has informed us of what our senses could not leave 
us room to doubt, that the word is actually engraved- 
upon the porcelain : further he has told us, that it was 
covered over with blue paint, which he rubbed off with 
his handkerchief. All this may be true ; but the wisdom 
of Solomon, united to that of Baron Warendorff, has 
failed to point out to us any certain connexion between 
this blue paint, this handkerchief, and the supposed guilt 
of the Count Laniska. The master of the porcelain 
manufactory came next, and I apprehended that, as being 
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ft more respectable witness than the Jew, it was reserved 
for him to supply this link in the chain of evidence* 
But this respectable witness simply swore, that he heard 
a woman say she could not write or read ; that she 
asked Count La^iska to write an inscription upon a vase 
for her; that, in consequence of this request, the count 
wrote something upon the vase, he does not pretend to 
know what ; but he believes that the word tyrant must 
have been one of the words then written by the count, 
because he saw no one else write on the vase ; because 
Uie handwriting of that word resembles the rest of the 
inscription ; and because the count, in his hearing, had, 
upon a former occasion, made use of the same expres* 
sion in speaking of the king. I recapitulate this^ evi- 
dence to show that it is in no part positive ; that it all 
rests i:q)on circumstances. In order to demonstrate to 
you that the word in question could not have been written 
by any person but Laniska, two witnesses are produced 
— ^the workman who carried the vase to the furnace, and 
he who put it into the fire. The one has positively 
sworn that no person touched the vase on the way to 
the furnace. The other as positively swears that no one 
» meddled with the vase after it was put into the furnace. 

'* It is granted that the word could not have been en* 
graved after the biscuit was baked. The witness, how- 
ever, has not sworn or asserted that there was no interval 
of time between his receiving the vase and his putting it 
into the fire. What became of it during this interval! 
How long did it last 1 Will the witness swear that no 
one touched it during this interval ? 

" These are questions which I shall put to him pres- 
ently. I hope I have established my first assertion, 
that you have no positive evidence of the prisoner's 
guilt. 

** You well know, gentlemen, that where positive evi- 
dence of any supposed fact cannot be produced, our 
judgments must be decided by the balance o( proba" 
bUities; and it is for this reason that the study of proba- 
bilities, and the power of comparing them, has, in a late 
celebrated essay, been called the Science of Judges,* To 
you, judges of my friend, all the probabilities of his sup- 
posed guilt have been stated. Weigh and compare them 
with those which I shall produce in favour of his inno- 

* Voltaire-Essai sur 1m Probability en (Ut de Justice 
30 
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cence. His education, his character, his toiderstandingf 
are all in his favour. The Count Laniska must be much 
below the common standard of human virtue and capa- 
city, if, without any assignable motive, he could have 
committed an action at once so base and so absurd as 
this of which he is accused. His temper is naturally or 
habitually open and impetuous, even to extreme impru- 
dence. An instance of this imprudence, and of the 
manner in which it was pardoned by the king has been 
stated to you. Is it probable that the same man should 
be both ingenuous and mean ? Is it probable that the 
generosity with which he was treated made no im- 
pression upon his heart? , His heart must, upcm this 
supposition, be selfish and unfeeling. Look up, gentle- 
men, towards that gallery— look at that anxious mother ! 
those eager friends ! — Could Laniska's fate excite such 
anxiety if he were selfish and unfeeling! Impossible ! 
— But suppose him destitute of every generous senti- 
mefit, you cannot imagine Count Laniska to be a fooL 
You have been lately reminded that he was early distin- 
guished for his abilities by a monarch whose penetra- 
tion we cannot doubt. He was high in the favour of his 
sovereign : just entering upon life — a military life ; his 
hopes of distinction resting entirely upon the good 
opinion of his general and his king ; all these fair expect- 
ations he sacrifices — for what 1 for the pleasure — but it 
could be no pleasure — for the folly of writing a single 
Word. Unless the Count Laniska be supposed to have 
been possessed with an insane desire of writing the word 
tyrant^ how can we account for his writing it upon this 
vase 1 Did he wish to convey to France the idea that 
Frederick the Great is a t3rrant % A man of common sense 
could surely have found, at least, safer methods of doingr 
so than by engraving it as his opinion upon a vase which 
he knew was to pass through the hands of the sovereign 
whom he purposed thus treacherously to insult. The 
extreme imprObabihty that any man in the situation, with, 
the character, habits, and capacity of Count Laniska, 
should have acted in this manner, amounts, in my judg- 
ment, almost to a moral impossibility. I knew nothing 
more, gentlemen, of this cause when I first offered to 
defend Laniska at the hazard of my Uberty : it was not 
merely from the enthusiasm of friendship that I made 
this offer ; it was from the sober conviction of my under 
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Standing, founded upon the accurate calculation of moral 
probabiBties. 

^It has been my good fortune, gentlemen, in the 
course of the inquiries which I have since . made, to 
obtain further confirmation of my opinion. Without 
attempting any of that species of oratory which may be 
necessary to cover falsehood, but which would encumber 
instead of adorning truth, I shall now, in the simplest 
manner in my power, lay the evidence before the 
court." 

The first witness Albert called was the workman who 
carried the vase to the man at the furnace. Upon his 
cross-examination, he said that he did not deliver the 
vase into the hands of the man at the furnace, but that 
he put it, along with several other pieces, upon a tray, 
on a table which stood near the furnace. 

Albert, "You are certain that you put it upon a 
trayr 

Witness, ** Quite certain." 

Albert, •* What reason have you for remembering that 
circumstance particularly ?" 

Witness. " I remember it, because I at first set this 
vase upon the ledge of the tray, and it was nearly fil- 
ing. I was frightened at that accident, which makes me 
pi^icularly remember the thing. I made room upon 
the tray for the vase, and left it quite safe upon the tray : 
I am positive of it." 

Albert. " That is all I want with you, my good friend." 

The next witness called was the man whose business 
it was to put the vases into the furnace. 

Albert. ** Did you see the witness who was last ex- 
amined put this vase upon a tray when he left it under 
your care t" 

Witness. "I did." 

Albert. "You are certain that he put it tipon tlie tray. 
What reason have you to remember that circumstance 
particularly 1" 

Witness. "I remember it, because I heard the wit- 
ness cry out, • There, William, 1 had like to have thrown 
down this cursed vase ; but, look you here, I've left it 
quite safe upon the tray.^ Upon this, I turned and looked, 
and s^w that vas^ standing upon the tray, safe, with 
Bome others." 

Albert, " Do you recollect any thing else that passed?" 

Witness, " Only that the witness told me I must put 
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it — the vase, I mean — into the furaace directly ; and I 
answered to that, 'All in good time ; the furnace is not 
ready yet ; it will go in along with the rest.' " 

Albert. " Then you did not put it into the furnace im- 
mediately after it was left with you 1" 

Witness. " No, I did not— but that was not my fauUt 
— I could not ; the furnace was not hot enough." 

Albert. "How long do you think it was from the 
time it was left upon the tray till you put it into the 
furnace 1" 

Witness. "I don't know— I can't be positive; it might 
be a Quarter of an hour, or twenty minutes; or it might 
be half an hour. I cannot be positive, sir ; I cannot be 
positive." 

Albert. " You need not be positive. Nobody wants 
you to be positive. Nobody wants to entrap you, my 
good friend. — ^During this quarter of an hour, or twenty- 
minutes, or half an hour, that you speak of, did you ever 
lose sight of this vase V 

Witness. " To be sure I did. I did not stand watch- 
ing it all the while. Why should I? It was safe 
enough." 

Albert. " Do you recollect where you found the vasa 
when you took it to put it into the furnace t" 

Witness. " Yes : it was standing, as it mig^t be here, 
in the middle of the table." 

Albert. "Do you recollect whether it was standing^ 
upon the tray or not 1" 

Witness. " It was not upon the tray, as I recollect i 
no, Pm sure it was not, for I carried to the furnace 
first the tray and all that was on it, and then, I remember, 
I came back for this, which was standing, as I said be- 
fore, as it might be here, in the middle of the table." 

Albert. "Was anybody, except yourself, at the fur- 
nace, or in the room, from the time that this vase was 
brought to you, till you put it into the furnace !" 

Witness. "Not as I remember. It was our dinner 
time. All the men, except myself, were gone to dinner : 
I staid to mind the furnace." 

Albert. " It was you, then, that took this vase off the 
tray, was it 1" 

Witness. " No, it was not. I never took it off the 
tray. I told you it was not upon the tray with the 
others ; I told you it was upon the table, aa it might be 
here." 
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Alhert. "Yes, when you were going to put it into 
the furnace, you said that you saw it standing in the 
middle of the table ; but you recollect that you saw the 
workman who brought it put it upon the tray. You told 
us you remembered that circumstance perfectly." 

Witness. " Yes, so.I do." 

Albert, ** The vase could not have got off the tray of 
itself. You did not take it off. How came it off, do 
you think?" 

Witness, ** I don't know. I can't tell. Somebody, to 
be sure, must have taken it off. I was minding the fur- 
nace. My back was to the door. I don't recollect 
seeing an3rbody come in ; but many might have com« 
in and out, without my heeding them." 

Albert, ** Take your own time, my good friend. Recol- 
lect yourself ; perhaps you may remember." 

Witness. " O yes, now you put me upon recollecting^ 
I do remember that Solomon the Jew came in, and asked 
me where Sophia Mansfeld was ; and it certainly must 
have been he who took the vase off the tray ; for, now I 
recollect, as I looked round once from the furnace I 
saw him with it in his hand ; he was looking at the 
bottqm of it, as I remember; he said, here are some fine 
verses, or some such thing; but I was minding the fur- 
nace. That's all I know about the matter." 

Albert. «* That is enough." 

The next witness who came forward was the husband 
of Sophia Mansfeld. — ^He deposed, that on the 29th of 
April, the day On which the Prussian vase was finished, 
as stated by the former evidence, and sent to be put into 
the furnace, he met Sophia Mansfeld in the street : she 
was going home to dinner. He asked to see the vase : 
she said that it was, she believed, put into the furnace, 
and that he could not then see it ; that she was sorry 
he had not come sooner, for that he could have written 
the inscription oit it for her, and that would have spared 
her the shame of telling Count Laniska that she could 
not read or write. She added, that the count had written 
all that was wanting for her. The witness, being impa- 
tient to see the vase, went as fast as he could to the 
manufactory, in hopes of getting a sight of it before it 
was put into the furnace. He met Solomon the Jew at 
the door of the manufactory, who told him that he was 
too late, that all the vases were in the furnace ; he had 
ust seen them put in. The Jew as the witness now 
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recollects, though it did not strfte him at ttie time, y 
eager to prevent him from going into the furnace room* 
Solomon took him by the arm, and walked with him up 
the street, talking to him of some money which he wa« 
to remit to Meissen, to Sophia Mansfeld's father and 
mother. 

Albert asked the witness on whose »;count this money 
was to be remitted by the Jew to Meissen* 

Witness. ** The money was to be remitted on Sophia 
Mansfeld's account^* 

Albert. " Did she borrow it from the JewT 

Witness. ** No ; the Jew owed it to her for woik 
done by her. She had the art of painting on glass. She 
had painted some glasses for a large magic lantern, and 
several small pictures on glass. She did these things at 
the hours when she was not obhged to be at the manu- 
factory. She rose very early in the morning, and woriced 
hard. She sold her work to the Jew upon condition 
that he would remit the price agreed upon to her father 
and mother, who were old, and depended on her for 
support." 

Albert. " Was the money punctually remitted to her 
father and mother by the Jew 1" 

Witness. " Not a farthing of it was remitted by him^ 
as Sophia discovered since her return to Meissen.** 

Albert. *'Did you ever hear this Jew say any thing 
about Sophia Mansfeld*s returning to Saxony 1** 

Witness. '' Yes ; I once heard the Jew sav that he 
hoped she never would leave Berlin, because she was of 
great use to him. He advised me to settle in Berlin. 
This passed about six weeks ago. About a week before 
the prize was decided by the ling, I met the Jew, and 
told him Sophia had good hopes of getting back to 
Saxony. He looked very much vexed, and said, * She 
is not sure of that.*** 

Albert. '* Did you ever hear this Jew speak of Count 
Laniska 1** 

Witness. " Yes, about two months ago I saw him in 
the street when I was speaking to Solomon, and I asked 
the Jew who he was. He answered, * He is the Count 
Laniska — a man that I hate, and on whom I will be re- 
venged some time or other.* I asked why h^ hated the 
count. The Jew replied, 'Because the Christian dog 
has made the corps of Jews his laughing-stock. This 
day, when my son was going through his manual exer- 



ras PRt7SSIAN VA8B. 141 

eise before the king, Count Laniska was holding his si^es 
with langhter. I'll be revenged upon him some time or 
othen' " 

AUtert. *VI have no occasion, sir, to trouble you with 
any further questions/' 

The next witness who appeared was a druggist of 
Berlin. He deposed, that on the 30th of April Solomon 
the Jew came to his shop and asked for blue' paints ; 
that, after trying the colours very carefully upon the back 
of a letter, which he took out of his pocket, be bought a 
small quantity of a shade of blue, which the witness pro- 
duced in court. 

Albert ordered that the paint should be handed to the 
gentlemen of the jury, that they might compare it with 
the blue ground of the Prussian vase. Witn this it was 
found, upon comparison, to match exactly. 

Albert to the druggist. '* Do you know what became 
of the paper upon which you say the Jew tried your 
colours I" 

Witness, "Yes; here it is. I found it under the 
counter, after the Jew went away, and I kept it to return 
to him, as I saw there was an account on the other side 
of the paper, which I imagined he might want. He 
never happened to call at my shop afterward, and I 
forgot that I had such a paper, till you, sir, called upon 
me about a week ago, to make inquiry on this subject. 
You desired me to keep the paper carefully, and not to 
let any one know that it was in my possession till the 
day on which the trial of Count Lamska was to come 
on. I have complied with your request, and here is the 
paper." 

The paper was handed to the jury ; and one of the 
shades of blue exactly matched that of the ground of 
the Prussian vase. Albert now called upon the Jew to 
produce, once more, the handk^chief with which he 
had rubbed off 4Jie paint. The chain of evidence was 
now complete, for the blue on the handkerchief was 
precisely the same as the colours on the paper and on 
the vase. After the jury had satisfied themselves of this 
resemblance, Albert begged that they would fead what 
was written upon the paper. The first thing that struck 
their ey^ was the word tyrant frequently repeated, as 
if by some one who had been practising to write different 
hands. One of these words was an exact resemblance 
of the word tyrant on the Prussian vase : and Albert 
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pointed out a circumstanGe which had till now eseaped 
attention, that the letter r in this word was made dif- 
ferently from ail the r's in the rest of the inscriptioo* 
The writing of the Ck>unt Laniska had, in every other 
respect, been successfully imitated. 

After Albert had shown these things to the jury, he 
here closed the evidence in favour of the {nisoner, ob- 
serving that the length of time which the trial had lasted 
seemed to have somewhat fatigued both the judge and 
Jury ; and knowing that it was now their usual hour of 
dinner, he prudently forbore to make a long speech upon 
the evidence which had been laid before mem in favour 
of his friend : he left it to their own understandings to 
determine the balance of Mobi^ilities between the 
honour of Count Laniska and the honesty of Sotomon 
the Jew. 

The judge, in a manner which would have done honour 
even to the English bench, summed up the evidence on 
both sides, and gave a distinct and impressive charge to 
the jury, who, without leaving the court, gave a verdict 
in favour of the prisoner,^^ Loud acclamations filled the 
hall. In the midst of these acclamations, the word 
** Silence !" was pronounced by that voice which never 
failed to command instantaneous obedience in Prussia 
All eyes turned upon the monarch. 

"This court is now dissolved," said his majesty. 
" My judgment confirms the verdict of the jury. Count 
Laniska, I took your sword from you too hastily. Ac- 
cept of mine in its stead.** And as he pronounced these 
words, Frederick ungirded his sword, and presented it 
to the young count. "As for you, sir,** continued the 
king, addressing himself to Albert, "you want no noord 
for the defence of your friends. Your arms are superior 
to ours. Let me engage them in my service ; and trust 
me, I shall not leave them long unemployed, or unre 
warded.*' 

There was but one person present to whom this speech 
seemed to give no satisfaction. This person was Solo- 
mon the Jew, who stood apart, waiting in black silence 
to learn his own fate. He was senten^d, not to a year*a 
imprisonment in the castle of Spandau, but to sweep the 
streets of Potsdam (including the court in front of Count 
Laniska's palace) for a twelvemonth. 

After having heard this sentence, which was universally 
approved, the spectators began to retire 
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The king dined — ^it is always important to know where 
great men dine — Frederick the Great dined this day at the 
Countess Laniska's, in company with her son, his friend 
Albert, and the English traveller. After dinner, the king 
withdrew to attend parade ; and it was observed that he 
wore the Count Laniska's sword. 

"You will allow," said the countess to the English 
traveller, "that our king is a great man; for none but 
great men can bear to acknowledge that they have been 
mistaken.*' 

"You will allow, madam,'' rephed the Englishman, 
" that it was our Enghsh trial by jury which convinced 
the king of his mistake." 

"And you applaud him for granting that triall" said 
Albert. 

" To a certain degree, I do," said the Enghshman, from 
whom it was difficiSt to extort praise of a despotic king : 
** to a certain degree, I do ; but you will observe, that tins 
trial by jury, which is a matter of favour to you Prus- 
sians, is a matter of right to us EngUshmen. Much as I 
admire your King of Prussia, I admire our English con* 
stitution more." 

Vol. L— Q 



THE 

GOOD AUNT. 



Chulis HowABD was left an orphan when ha was very 
TDiing. His father had dissipated a large fortuney and 
lost ms life in a duel, about some debt ^ honour which 
had been contracted at the gaming-table. Without for- 
tune and without friends, this poor boy would probably 
have Uved and died in wretchedness, but for the humanity 
of his good aunt Mrs. Frances Howard. This lady pos- 
sessed a considerable fortune, which, in the Oj[Mnion of 
some of her aeqilaintance, was her highest merit ; others 
respected her as the branch of an ancient family; some 
courted her accjuaintance because she was visited by the 
best company m town; and many were ambitious of 
being introduced to her because they were sure of meet- 
ing at her house several of those distinguished literary 
characters who throw a radiance upon s3l who can con- 
trive to get within the circle of their glories. Some few, 
some very few of Mrs. Howard*s acquaintance admired 
her for her real worth, and merited the name of friends. 

She was a young and cheerful woman when she first 
undertook the education of her little nephew. She had 
the courage to resist the allurements of dissipation, or 
all that by her sex are usually thought allurements. She 
had the courage to apply herself seriously to the culti- 
vation of her understanmnff : she educated herself, that 
she might be able to ftilfil the important duty of edu- 
cating a child. Hers was not the foolish fcHidness of a 
foolish aunt; she loved her nephew, and she wished to 
educate him so that her affection might increase, instead 
of diminishing, as he grew up. By associating early 
pleasure with reading, httle Charles soon became fond 
of it: he was never forced to read books which he did 
not understand ; his aunt used, when he was very young, 
to read aloud to him any thing entertaining that she met 
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with ; and whenever she perceived by his eve that bis 
attention was not fixed, she stopped. When he was able 
to read fluently to himself, she selected for him passages 
from books which she thought would excite his curiosity 
to know more ; and she was not in a hurry to cram him 
with knowledge, but rather anxious to prevent his grow* 
ing appetite for literature from being early satiated. She 
always encouraged him to talk to her freely aboot what 
he read, and to tell her when he did not like an)r of the 
books which she gave him. She conversed with him 
with so much kindness and cheerfulness, she was so 
quick at perceiving his latent meaning, and she was so 
gentle and patient when she reasoned with him, that he 
loved to talk to her better than to anybody else : nor could 
little Charles ever thoroughly enjoy any pleasure without 
her sjrmpathy. 

The conversation of the sensible, well-informed peo- 
ple who visited Mrs. Howard contributed to form her 
nephew*s taste. A child may learn as much from conver- 
sation as from books— not so many historic facts, but 
as much instruction. Greek and Latin were the grand 
difficulties. Mrs. Howard did not understand Greek and 
Latin ; nor did she, though a woman, set too high or too 
low a value upon the learned languages. She was con- 
vinced that a man might be a great scholar without being 
a man of sense ; she was also persuaded that a man of 
sense might be a good scholar. She knew that, what- 
ever abilities her nephew might possess, he could not be 
upon a footing with other men in the world without pos- 
sessing that species of ^owledge which is imiversally 
expected from gentlemen, as an essential proof of their 
having received a liberal education ; nor did she attempt 
to undervalue the pleasures of classic taste merely be- 
cause she was not qualified to enjoy them : she was con- 
vinced by the testimony of men of candour and judgment, 
that a. classical taste is a source of real enjoyment, and 
she wished her nephew's literary pleasures to have as 
extensive a range as possible. 

To instruct her nephew in the learned languages, she 
engaged a good scholar and a man of sense : his name— 
for a man is nothing without a name — ^was RusselL* 

* RnisKLL.— This Bame is ehosen ftr that of s good tutor, beesuse li ww 
Uie naine^r Mr. Edgewortb*s tutor, at Oxford : Mr. Rassell was also tutor to 
the late Mr. Day. Both by Mr. Day and Mr. Edgeworth he was reqwetad 
esteomed, and beloved in no common degree. 
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Little Charles did not at first relish Latin ; he used some- 
times to come from his Latin lessons with a very dull, 
stupified face, which gradually brightened into intelli- 
gence after he had talked for a few minutes with his 
aunt. Mrs. Howard, though pleased to perceive that he 
was fond of her, had not Uie weakness to sacrifice his 
permanent advantage to her transient gratification. One 
evening Charles came running up stairs to his aunt, who 
was at tea; several people happened to be present. — ^*' I 
have done with Mr. Russell and my Latin, ma'am, thank 
goodness — ^now may I have the elephant and the camel, 
or the bear and her cubs, that you mariced for me last 
night r 

The company laughed at this speech of Charles ; and a 
silly lady — ^for even Mrs. Howard could not make all her 
acquaintance wise — a silly lady whispered to Charles, 
•* I've a notion, if you'd tell the truth, now, that you like 
the bear and her cubs a great deal better than you do 
Latin and Mr. Russell." 

'^ I like the bear a great deal better than I do Latin, to 
be sure," said the boy; "but as for Mr. Russell — why I 
think," added he, encouraged by the lady's smiles, " I 
think I like the bear better than Mr. Russell." 

The lady laughed affectedly at this sally. 

*' I am sure," continued Charles, fancying that every 
person present was delighted with his wit, " I am sure, 
at any rate, I like the learned pig fifty times better than 
Mr. Russell!" 

The judicious lady burst into a second fit of laughter. 
Mrs. Howard looked very grave. Charles broke from the 
lady's caresses, and going up to his aunt, timidly looking 
up m her face, said, ''Am I a fooU" 

" You are but a child," said Mrs. Howard ; and turning 
away from him, she desired the servant who waited at 
tea to let Mr. Russell know that she desired the honour 
of his company. Mrs. Holloway — ^for that was the silly 
lady's name — at the words " honour of his company," 
resumed her gravity, but looked round to see what the 
rest of the company thought. 

" Give me leave, Mr. Russell," said Mrs. Howard, as 
soon as he came into the room, '' to introduce you to a 
gentleman for whose works I know you have a great 
esteem." The gentLoaaan was a celebrated traveller, Just 
returned from abroad, whose conversation was as much 
admired as his writings. 
31 



148 THB GOOD A17NT. 

The conversation now took a literary turn. The trav» 
eller beinff polite, as well as entertaining, drew out Mr 
Russell's knowledge and abilities. Charles now looked 
up to liis tutor with respect. Children have sufficient 
penetration to discover the opinions of others by their 
countenance and manner, and their sympathy is quickly 
influenced by the example of those around them. Mrs. 
Howard led the traveller to speak of what he had sc^n :<i 
different countries— of natural history — of the beaver, 
and the moose-deer, and the humming-bird, that is scarcely 
larger than a humble-bee ; and the mocking-bird,.that can 
imitate the notes of all other birds; Charles niched him- 
self into a corner of the sofa upon which the gentlemen 
were sittmg, and grew very attentive. He was rather 
surprised to perceive that his tutor was as much enter- 
tained with the conversation as he was himself. 

" Pray, sir,** said Mrs. Howard to the traveller, " is it 
true that the humming-bird is a passionate little animal ! 
Is the story told by the author of tiie Farmer's Letters 
true ?" 

" What story t" said Charles, eagerly. 

" Of a humming-bird that flew into a fury with a flower, 
and tore it to pieces because it could not get the honey 
out of it all at once." 

" O, ma'am," said little Charles, peeping over his tutor's 
shoulders, " will you show me that 1 Have you got the 
book, rfear aunt 1" 

** Tt is Mr. Russell's book," said liis aunt. 

**Your book!" cried Charles; "what! and do you 
know all about animals, and those sort of entertaining 
things, as well as Latin 1 And can you tell me, then, 
what I want very much to know, how they catch the 
humming-bird 1" 

"They shoot it." 

" Shoot it ! but what a large hole they must make in 
its body and beautiful feathers ! I thought you said its 
whole body was no bigger than a bee — a humble-bee." 

" They make no hole in its body — ^they shoot it without 
ruffling even its feathers." 

" How, how ?" cried Charles, fastening upon his tutor, 
whom he now regarded no longer as a mere man of 
Latin. 

" They charge the gun with water," said Mr. Russell, 
"and the poor little humming-bird is stunned by the dis- 
charge." 
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The conyersation next turned upon the entertaining 
chapter on instinct in Dr. Darwin's Zoonomia. Charles 
did not understand all that was said, for the gentlemen 
did not. address themselves to him. He never listened 
to what he did not understand : but he was very quick 
at hearing whatever was within the limits of his com- 
prehension. He heard of the tailor-bird, that uses its 
long bill as a needle, to sew the dead and the living leaf 
together, of which it makes its light nest, lined with 
. feathers and gossamer: of the fish called the "old sol- 
dier,*' who looks out for the empty shell of some dead 
animal, and fits this armour upon himself : of the Jamaica 
spider, who makes. himself a house under ground, with a 
door and hinges, which door the spider and all the mem- 
bers of his family take care to shut after them, whenever 
they go in and out. 

Little Charles, as he sat eagerly attentive in his comer 
of the sofa, hesurd of the trumpet of the common gnat,* 
and of its proboscis, which serves at once for an awl, a 
saw, and a pump. 

*' Are there any more such things," exclaimed Charles, 
" in these books 1" 

" A great many," said Mr. Russell. 

" I'll read them all !" cried Charles, starting up — ^' may 
I ? may not I, aunt ?" 

" Ask Mr. Russell," replied his aunt : " he who is 
obliged to give you the pain of learning wiiat is tiresome, 
should have the pleasure of rewarding you with enter- 
taining books. Whenever he asks me for Dr. Darwin 
and St. Pierre, you shall have them. We are both of 
one mind. We know that learning Latin is not the most 
amusing occupation in the world, but still it must be 
learned." 

" Why," said Charles, modestly, " you don't understand 
Latin, aunt, do you 1" 

" No," said Mrs. Howard ; " but I am a woman, and it 
is not thought necessary that a woman should understand 
Latin ; nor can I explain to you, at your age, why it is 
expected that a gentleman should ; but here are several 
gentlemen present — ^ask them whether it be not neces- 
sary that a gentleman should." 

Charles gathered all the opinions, and especially that 
o£ the entertaining traveller. 

* 8L Viam, Etades de la Natnre. 
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Mrs. HoUoway, the siDj ladj, during that part of the 
conversation from which she might have acquired some 
knowledge, had retired to the further end of the room, 
to a game of trictrac with an obsequious chaplain. Her 
game being finished, she came up to hear what the crowd 
round the sofa could be talking about; and hearing Charles 
ask the opinions of the genUemen about the necessity of 
learning Latin, she nodded sagaciously at Mrs. Howard, 
and, by way of making up for former errors, said to 
Charles, in the most authoritative tone, 

" Yes, I can assure you, Mr. Charles, I am quite of the 
gentlemen's opinion, and so is everybody — and this is a 
point upon which I have some right to speak ; for my 
Augustus, who is only a year and seven months older 
than you are, sir, is one of the best scholars of his age, 
I am told, in England. But then, to be sure, it was flog- 
ged into him well at first at a public school, which, I un- 
derstand, is the best way of making good scholars.'^ 

" And the best way of making boys love literature," 
said Mrs. Howard. 

" Certainly, certainly," said Mrs. Holloway, who mis- 
took Mrs. Howard's tone of inquiry for a tone of asser- 
tion, a tone more famiUar to her — " Certainly, ma'am, I 
knew you would come round to my notions at last. I'm 
sure my Augustus must be fond of his Latin, for never 
in the vacations did I ever catch him with any English 
book in his hand." 

** Poor boy!" said Charles, with unfeigned compassion. 

" And when, my dear Mrs. Howard," continued Mrs. 
Holloway, laying her hand upon Mrs. Howard's arm, 
with a yet untasted pinch of snuflf between her fingers, 
** when will you send Mr. Charles to school 1" 

" Oh, aunt, don't send me away from you — Oh, sir ! 
Mr. Russell, try me — I will do my very, very best, with- 
out having it flogged into me, to learn Latin— K)nly try 
me." 

" Dear sir, I really beg your pardon," said Mrs. Hol- 
loway to Mr. RusseU ; " I absolutely only meant to sup- 
port Mrs. Howard's opinion for the sweet boy's good ; 
and I thought I saw you go out of the room, or some- 
body else went out, while I was at trictrac. But I'm 
convinced a private tutor may do wonders at the same 
time : and if my Augustus prejudiced me in favour ot 
pubUc education, you'll excuse a mother's partiality 
Besides, I make it a rule never to mterfere in the educa 
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lk)B of my boys. Mr. HoUoway is answerable for them, 
and if he prefer public schools to a private tutor, you 
must be sensible, sir, it would be very wrong in me to 
set my poor judgment in opposition to Mr. Holloway's 
opinion*" 

Mr. Russell bowed ; for when a lady claims a gentle- 
man's assent to a series of inconsistent propositions, 
what answer can he make but — a bow 1 Mrs. Hol- 
loway's carriage was now at the door, and, without 
troubling herself any further about the comparative 
merits of public and private education, she departed. 

When Mrs. Howard was left alone with her nephew, 
she seized the moment while his mind was yet warm, 
to make a lasting impression. Charles, instead of going 
to Bufifon's account of the elephant, which he was very 
impatient to read, sat down resolutely to his Latin les- 
son. Mrs. Howard looked over his shoulder, and when 
he saw her smile of approbation, he said, " Then you 
won't send me away from you J" 

"Not unless you obUge me to do so," said his aunt; 
^ I love to have you with me, and I will try for one year 
whether you have energy enough to learn what is dis- 
agreeable to you, without — ^" 

" Without its being flogged into me," said Charles : — 
*• you shall see." 

This boy had a great deal of energy and application. 
The Latin lessons were learned very perfectly ; and as 
he did not spend above an hour a day at them, he was 
not disgusted with application. His general taste for 
literature, and his fund of knowledge, increased rapidly 
from year to year, and the activity of his mind promised 
continual improvement. His attachment to Mrs. How- 
ard increased as he grew up, for she never claimed any 
gratitude from her pupil, or exacted from him any of 
those little observances which women sometimes con- 
sider as essential proofs of affection. She knew that 
these minute attentionsare particularly irksome to boys, 
and that they are by no means the natural expressions of 
their feelings. She had sufficient strength of mind to 
be secure in the possession of those qdalities which 
merit esteem and love, and to believe that the child 
whom she had educated had a heart and understanding 
that must feel and appreciate her value. 

When Charles Howard was about thirteen, an event 
happened which changed his prospects in life. Mrs. 
Q3 
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Howard?s large fortune was principally derived from an 
estate in the West Indies, which had been left to her by 
her grandfather. She did not particularly wish to be the 
proprietor of slaves ; and from the time that she came 
to the management of her own affairs, she had been de- 
sirous to sell her West India property. Her agent rep- 
resented to her that this could not be done without con- 
siderable loss. From year to year the business was de- 
layed, till at length a gentleman, who had a plantation 
adjoining to hers, offered to purchase her estate. She 
was neither one of those ladies who, jealous of their 
free-will, would rather act for themselves, that is to say, 
follow their own whims m matters of business, than 
consult men who possess the requisite information ; nor 
was she so ignorant of business, or so indolent, as to be 
at the mercy of any designing agent or attorney. After 
consulting proper persons, and after exerting a just pro- 
portion of ner own judgment, she concluded her bargain 
with the West Indian. Her plantation was sold to him, 
and all her property was shipped for her on board the 
Lively Peggy. Mr. Alderman HoUoway, husband to the 
silly Mrs. HoUoway, was one of the trustees appointed 
by her grandfather's will. The alderman, who was sup- 
posed to be very knowing in all worldly concerns, sanc- 
tioned the affair with his approbation. The lady was at 
this time rich; and Alderman HoUoway applauded her 
humanity in having stipulated for the liberty ^n^ provision 
grounds of some old negroes upon her plantation ; he 
even suggested to his son Augustus, that this would 
make a very pretty, proper subject for a copy of verses, 
to be addressed to Mrs. Howard. The verses were 
written in elegant Latin ; and the young gentleman was 
proceeding with some difficulty in his Engush translation 
of them, when they were suppressed by parental au- 
thority. The alderman changed his opinion as to the 
propriety of the argument of this poem: the reasons 
which worked upon his mind were never distinctly ex- 
pressed; they may, however, be deduced fiom the pe- 
rusal of the following letter : — 

^ TO MRS. FRANCES HOWARD. 
" DEAR MADAM, 

Sorr}"^ am I to be under the disagreeable necessity 
Of communicating to you, thus abruptly^ the melancholy 
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ti«W8 of the loss of * the lively Peggy,' with your vain- 
ubie consignment on board, viz. sundry puncheons of 
mm, and hogsheads of sugar, in which commodities (as 
usual) your agent received the purchase-money of your 
late fine West India estate* I must not, however reluct- 
antly, omit to mention the casket of your grandmother*s 
jewels, which 1 now regret was sent by this opportunity. 
*Tis an additional loss^-^ome thousands, I apprehend. 

** The captain of the vessel I have just seen, who was 
8et on shore, on the 15th ultimo, on the coast of Wales { 
his mate mutinied, and, in conspiracy with the crewy 
have run away with the vessel. 

*U have only to add, that Mrs. Hollo way and m^ 
daughter Angelina sincerely unite with me in cpmf^i* 
tnents and condolence ; and I shall be happy if I can be 
of any service in the settlement of your affairs. 

•* Mrs. HoUoway desires me to say, she would do her* 
self the honour of waiting upon you to*morrow, but is 
setting out for Margate. 

'* I am, dear madam, 
^ Your most obedient and humble servant, 

*' A. T. HOLLOWAT. 

** p. S. Your agent is much to blame for neglecting to 
insure.*' 

Mrs. Howard, as soon as she had perused this epistle, 

gave it to her nephew, who was reading in the room with 
er when she received it. He showed more emotion on 
reading it than she had done. The coldness of the alder-> 
man's letter seemed to strike the boy more than the loss 
of a fortune—** And this is a friend !'' he exclaimed with 
indignation. 

** No, my love," said Mrs. Howard, with a calm smile, 
** I never thought Mr. HoUoway any thing more than a 
common acquaintance : I hope-^I am sure I have chosen 
my friends better." 

Charles fixed an eager, inquiring eye upon his aunt, 
which seemed to say, *' Did you mean to call me one of 
your friends J" and then he grew very thoughtful. 

** My dear Charles," said the aimt, after nearly a quar* 
ter of an hour's silence, ** may I know what you have 
been thinking of all this time 1" 

• ** Thinking of, ma'am !" said Charles, starting from his 
ireverie— " of a great many things— of all you have done 
for me— of*-of what I could do^I don't meaa now ) ior 
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I know « am a child, and can do nothing— I don't mean 
nethtng.'^l shall soon be a man, and then I can be a 
physician, or a lawyer, or something. — ^Mr. Russell told 
me the other day, that if 1 applied myself, 1 might be 
whatever I pleased. What would you wish me to be, 
ma'am T— because that's what I will be— if I can." 

" Then I wish you to be what you are." 

^ Oh madam,'' said Charles, with a look of great mor 
tification, '* but that's nothing. Won't you make me of 
some use to you 1 — But I beg your pardon, I know you 
can't think about me just now.— Good n^t," said hCy 
and hurried out of the room. 

The news of the loss of the Lively Peggy, with all 
the particulars mentioned in Alderman HoUoway's letter, 
appeared in the next day's newspapers, and in the suc- 
ceeding paper appeared an advertisement of Mrs. How- 
ard's house in Portman-square* of her plate, china, fur- 
niture, books, &c. — She had never in affluence disdained 
economy. She had no debts; not a single tradesman 
was a sufferer by her loss. She had always lived within 
her annual income and though her generous disposition 
had prevented her from hoarding money, shehadasmkll 
sum in the funds, which she had prudently reserved for 
any unforeseen exigence. She had also a few diamonds 
which had been her mother's, which Mr. Carat, the jew- 
eller, who had new set them, was very willing to pur- 
chase. He waited upon Mrs. Howard, in Portman- 
square^ to complete the bargain. 

The want of sensibility which Charles showed when 
his aunt was parting with her jewels to Mr. Carat would 
have infallibly ruined him in the opinion of most ladies. 
He took the trinkets up, one by one, without ceremony, 
and examined them, asking, his aunt and the jeweller 

rations about the use and value of diamonds^ about 
working of the mines of Golconda — about the shi- 
ning of diamonds in the dark, observed by the children 
of Cogi Hassan, the rope-maker, in the Arabian Tales— 
about the experiment of Francis the First upon melting 
of diamonds and rubies, Mr. Carat was a Jew, and, 
though extremely cunning, profoundly ignorant. 

" Dat king wash very grand fool, beg his majesty's 
pardon," said the Jew, with a shrewd smile ; ** but kings 
know better no w-a-days. — Heaven bless dere majesties." 

Charles had a great mind to vindicate the philosophic 
fome of Francis the First, but a new idea suddenly, 



THK GOOD AUKT0 151 

Started into his head. ^My dearest atmt,'* cried he» 
stopping her hand as she was giring her diamond ear* 
rings to Mr. Carat— ^ stay, my dearest aunt, one instant, 
till I have seen whether this is a good day for selling 
diamonds." 

•* Oh, my dear yomig gentleman, noway m de Jewish 
calendar more proper for de purchase," said the Jew. 

** For the purchase ! yes," said Charles ; " but for the 
saler 

*• My love," said his aunt, ** surely you are not so fool- 
ish as to think there are lucky and unlucky days." 

** No, I don't mean any thing about lucky and unlucky 
days," said Charles, running up to consult the barome- 
ter; "but what f mean is not foolish indeed: in some 
book Fve read that the dealers in diamonds buy them 
when the air is light, and sell them when it is heavy, if 
they can; because their scales are so nice that they 
vary with the change in the atmosphere. Perhaps 1 
may not remember exactly the words, but that's the 
sense I know : I'll look for the words ; 1 know where- 
abouts to find them." He jumped upon a chair to get 
down the book. 

^ But, master Charles," said the Jew, with a show of 
deference, " I will not pretend to make a bargain with 
you — I see you know a great deal more than I of dese 
traffics." 

To this flattery Charles made no answer, but continued 
looking for the passage he wanted in his book. 

While he was turning over the leaves, a gentleman, k 
friend of Mrs. Howard, who had promised her to meet 
Mr. Carat, came in. He was the gentleman formerly 
mentioned by the name of the traveller: he was a good 
judge of diamonds, and, what is better, he was a good 
judge of the human heart and understanding. He was 
much pleased with Charles's ready recollection of the 
little knowledge he possessed, with his eagerness to 
make that knowledge of use to his aunt, and more with 
his perfect simplicity and integrity ; for Charles, after a 
moment's thought, turned to the Jew and said, 

" But the day that is good for my aunt must be bad for 
you. The buyers and sellers should each have fair play. 
Mr. Carat, your weights should be diamonds, ^d then 
the changes in the weight of the air would not signify 
one way or the other."* 

* This obsenration was literally made by a boy of Im yean eM. 
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Mr. Curat smiled at this speech, bat, suppressing his 
contempt for the yonng gentleman, only observed, that 
he should most certainly follow Mr> Charles's advice, 
whenever he wash rich enough to have diamonds for 
weights. 

The traveller drew from his pocket a small book, took 
a pen, and wrote in the title-page of it. For one whomll 
make a good use of it; and^ with Mrs. Howard's permis- 
sion, he gave the book to her nephew. 

** I do not believe," said the gentleman, ''that there is 
at present another copy in England : I have just got this 
from France by a private hand." 

The sale of his aunt's books appeared to Charles a 
much more serious affair than the parting with her dia- 
monds. He understood something of the value of books, 
and he took a sorrowful leave of many which he had 
read, and of many more which he had intended to read. 
Mrs. Howard selected a few for her own use, and she 
allowed her nephew to select as many for himself as she 
had done. He observed that there was a beautiful edition 
of Shakspeare, which he knew his aunt liked particu- 
larly, but which she did not keep, reserving instead of 
it Smith's Wealth of Nations, which would in a few 
years, she said, be very useful to him. He immediately 
offered his favourite Etudes de la Nature to redeem the 
Shakspeare ; but Mrs. Howard would not accept of it, 
because she justly observed, that she could read Shaks- 

geare almost as well without its being in such a beautiful 
inding. Her readiness to part with all the luxuries to 
which she had been for many years accustomed, and the 
freedom and openness with which she spoke of all her 
affairs to her nephew, made a great impression upon his 
mind. 

Those are mistaken who think that yopng people 
cannot be interested in these sort of things : if no mys- 
tery be made of the technical parts of business, young 
people easily learn them, and they early take aft interest 
in the affairs of their parents, instead of learning to sepa- 
rate their own views from those of their friends. Charles, 
young as he Was at this time, was employed by his 
aunt frequently to copy, and sometimes to write letters 
of business for her. He drew out a careful inventory 
of all the furniture before it was disposed of; he took 
lists of all the books and papers ; and at this work,how. 
ever tiresome, he was indefatigable, because he was on- 
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couraged by the hope of being useAil. This ambitioa 
had been early excited in his mind. 

When Mrs. Howard had settled her affairs, she took 
a small neat house near Westminster school,* for the 
purpose of a boarding-house for some of the Westminster 
boys. This plan she preferred, because it secured an 
independent means of support, and at the same time en- 
abled her, in some measure, to assist in her nephew^ 
education, and to enjoy his company. She was no longei ^ 
able to afford a sufficient salary to a well-informed pri- 
vate tutor; therefore she determined to send Charles to ^ 
Westminster school; and, as he would board with her, 
she hoped to unite by this scheme, as much as possible, 
the advantages of a private and of a public education. 
Mr. Russell desired still to have the care of Mrs. How- 
ard's nephew; he determined to offer himself as a tutor 
at Westminster school ; and, as his alsquirements were 
Tvell known to the literary world, he was received with 
eagerness. 

" My dear boy," said Mrs. Howard to her nephew, 
when he first went to Westminster, " I shall not trouble 
you with a long chapter of advice : do you remember 
that answer of the oracle whichf seemed to strike you 
so much the other day, when you were reading the life 
of Cicero r 

"Yes," said Charles, "I recollect it — ^I shall never 
forget it. When Cicero asked how he should arrive at 
the height of glory, the oracle answered, * By making 
his own genius, and not the opinion of the people, the 
guide of his life.' " 

^ " Well," said Mrs. Howard, smiling, " if I were your 
oracle, and you were to put the same question to me, I 
think 1 should make you nearly the same answer ; ex- 
cept that 1 should change the word genius into good 
sense ; and, instead of the people, I should say the worlds 
which, in general, 1 think, means all the silly people of 
one's acquaintance. Farewell: now go to the Westmin- 
ster world." 

Westminster w;is quite a new world to young Howard. 

The bustle and noise at first astonished his senses, and 

. almost confounded his understanding; but he soon ffrew 

accustomed to the din, and familiarized to the sight of 

numbers. At first, he thought himself much inferior to 

/ See the tccount of lira. C. FoBten, ia Gibb(m*s LUb. 
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an his eompaniolis, because practice had given them toe 
power of doing many things with ease which to him ap- 
peared difficult merely because he had not been used to 
tl»m. In all their games and plays, either of address 
or force, he found himself foiled. In a readiness of re- 
partee, and a certain ease and volubility of conversation, 
he perceived bis deficiency ; and thoi^ he frequently 
was conscious that his ideas were more just, and his ar- 
guments better than those of his companions, yet he 
could not at first bring out his ideas to advantage, or 
manage his arguments so as to stand his ground against 
the mixed raillery and sophistry of his schoolfeUows. 
He had not yet the tone of his new society, and he was 
as much at a loss as a traveller in a foreign country, 
before he understands the language of a people who are 
vociferating round about him. As fast, however, as he 
learned to translate the language of his companions into 
his own, he discovered that there was not so much 
meaning in their expressions as he had been inclined to 
imagine while they had remained unintelUgible : but he 
was good-humoured and good-natured, so that, upon the 
v^hole, he was much likeS ; and even his inferiority, in 
many httle trials of ikill, was, perhaps, in his favour. 
He laughed with those that laughed at him, let them 
triumph in his awkwardness, but still persisted in new 
trials, till at last, to the great surprise of the spectators, 
he succeeded. 

The art of boxing cost him more than all the rest; 
but as he was neither deficient in courage of mind nor 
activity of body, he did not despair of acquiring the ne- 
cessary skill in this noble science — necessary, we say, 
for Charles had not been a week at Westminster before 
he was made sensible of the necessity of {practising this 
art in his own defence. He had yet a stronger motive ; 
he found it necessary for the defence of one who looked 
up to him for protection. 

There was at this time at Westminster, a little boy, 
of the name of Oliver, a Creole, lively, intelligent, open- 
hearted, and affectionate in the extreiTie, but rather pas- 
sionate in his temper, and adverse to application. His 
literary education had bleen strangely neglected before 
he came to school, so that his ignorance of the common 
rudiments of ^[)elling, reading, grammar, and arithmetic, 
made him the laughing-stock of the school. The poor 
boy felt iaexiNressible shame and anguish ; his cheek 
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burned with blushes, when every day m the public class 
he was ridiculed and dissnraced ; but his dark complexion, 
perhaps, prevented those blushes from being noticed by 
his companions, otherwise they certainly would have 
suppressed, or would have endeavoured to repress, some 
of their insulting peals of laughter. He suffered no com- 
plaint or tear to escape him in public ; but his book Was 
sometimes blistered with the tears that fell when nobody 
saw them : what was w^rse than all the rest, he found 
insurmountable difficulties at every step in his gram- 
mar. He was unwilling to apply to any of his more 
learned companions for explanations or assistance. He 
began to sink into despair of his own abilities, and to 
imagine that he must for ever remain, what indeed he 
was every day called, a dunce. He was usually flogged 
three times a week. Day after day brought no relief, 
either to his bodOy or iliental sufferings : at length his 
honest pride yielded, and he applied to one of the elder 
scholars for help. The boy to whom he applied was 
Augustus Hollo way, Alderman Hollo way's son, who was 
acknowledged to be one of the best Latin scholars at 
Westminster. He readily helped Oliver in his exercises, 
but he made him pay most severely for this assistance 
by the most tyrannical usage ; and, in all his tyranny, 
he thought himself fully justifiable, because little Oliver, 
besides his other misfartuiies, had the misfortune to be, 
a fag. 

There may be— though many schoolboys will, per 
haps, think it scarcely possible — there may be, in the 
compass of the civilijsed world, some persons so barbar- 
ously ignorant as not to know what is meant by the 
term fag. To these it may be necessary to explain, that 
at some English schools it is the custom that all little 
boys, when they first go to school, should be under the 
dominion of the elder boys. These little boys are called 
fags, and are forced to wait upon and obey their master- 
companions. Their duties vary in different schools. I 
have heard of its being customary^ in some places, to 
make use of a fag regularly in the depth of winter in- 
stead of a warming-pan, and to send the shivering urchin 
through ten or twenty beds successively, to take off the 
chill of cold for their luxurious masters. They are ex- 
pected in most schools to run of all the elder boys' 
errands, to be ready at their call, and to do all their high 
behests. They must never complain of being tirod, or 
32 
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their complaints wiU, at least, never be regarded^ be- 
cause, as the etymology of the word implies, it is their 
business to be tired. The substantive jag is not to be 
found in Dr. Johnson's Dictionary ; but the verb to fag 
is there a verb neuter, from fatigo, Latin, and is there 
explained to mean, " to grow weaury, to faint with weari- 
ness." This is all the satisfaction we can, after the 
most diligent research, afford the curious and learned 
reader upon the subject ot fags in general. 

In particular, Mr. Augustus HoUoway took great de- 
light in teasing his fag, little Oliver. One day it hap- 
pened that young Howard and HoUoway were playing 
at ninepins together, and little Oliver was within a few 
vards of them, sitting under a tree, with a book upon 
his knees, anxiously l^ing to make out his lesson. Hol- 
loway, whenever the ninepins were thrown down, called 
to Ouver, and made him come from his book and set 
them up again : this he repeatedly did, in spite of How- 
ard's remonstrances, who always offered to setup the 
nine-pins, and who said it teased the poor little fellow 
to call him every minute from what he was about. 

" Yes," said Holloway, " I know it teases him — that 
I see plain enough, by nis running so fast back to his 
form, like a hare — there he is, squatHng^ again : halloo ! 
halloo ! come, start again here," cried Holloway ; " you 
haven't done yet: bring me the bowl, halloo!" 

Howard did not at aU enjoy the the diversion of hunt- 
ing the poor boy about in this manner, and he said, with 
some indignation, '* How is it possible, Holloway, that 
the boy can get his lesson if you interrupt him every 
instant t" 

** Pooh ! what signifies his foolish lesson t" 

" It signifies a great deal to him," replied Howard : 
" you know what he suffered this morning because he 
had not it." 

" Suffered ! why, what did he suffer?" said Holloway, 
upon whose memory the sufferings of others made no 
very deep impression. " 0, ay, true — ^you mean, he was 
flogged : more shame for him ! — ^why did not he mind 
and get his lesson better 1" 

" I had not time to understand it rightly," said Oliver, 
with a deep sigh ; *^ and I don't think I shall have time 
to-day either." 

" More shame for • you," repeated Holloway : " I'll 
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lay any bet on earth I get all you have to get in three 
minutes." 

" Ah, you, to be sure," said .Oliver, in a tone of great 
humiliation; "but then you know what a diflference 
there is between you and me." 

Holloway misunderstood him ; and thinking he meant 
to allude to the difference in their age, instead of the dif- 
ference in their abilities, answered sharply, 

" When 1 was your age, do you think I was such a 
dunce as you are, pray 1" 

" No, that 1 am sure you never were," said Oliver ; 
^ but perhaps you had some good father or mother, or 
somebody who taught you a Uttle before you came to 
school." 

*' I don't remember any thing about that," replied Hol- 
loway ; " I don't know who was so good as to teach me, 
but 1 know I was so good as to learn fast enough, which 
is a goodness, I've a notion, some folks wiU never have 
to boast of—- so trot, and fetch the bowl for me, do you 
hear, and set up the ninepins. You've sense enough to 
do that, have not you t and as for your lesson, I'll drive 
that into your head by-and-by, if I can," added he, rap- 
ping with his knuckles upon the little boy's head. 

"As to my lesson," said the boy, putting aside his 
head from the insulting knuckles ; " I had rather try and 
make it out by myself, if 1 can." 

" If you can !" repeated Holloway, sneering; " but we 
all know you can't. 

** Why can't he, Mr. Holloway t" exclaimed Howard, 
with a raised voice, for he was no longer master of his 
indignation. 

"Why can't het" repeated Holloway, looking round 
upon Howard with a mixture of surprise and insolence. 
" You must answer that question yourself, Mr. Howard : 
I say he can't." 

" And I say he can, and he shall," replied Howard ; 
"and he shall hB.ve time to learn; he's willing and, I'll 
answer for it, able to learn ; and he shall not be called 
a dunce; and he shall have time; and he shall have 
justice." 

" Shall ! shall ! shall !" retorted Holloway, vociferat- 
ing with a passion of a different sort from Howard's. 
" Pray, sir, who allowed you to say shall to me ? and 
how dare you to talk in this here style to me about jus- 
tice I'— and what business have you, I should be glad to 
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knowr to interfere between me and my fagl What 
right have you to him or his time either t And if I 
choose to call him a dunce forty times a day, what then ? 
he is a dunce, and he will be a dunce to the end of his 
days, I say, and who is there thinks proper to contradict 
mef* 

** I," said Howard, firmly ; ** and 111 do more than con 
tradict you — I'll prove that you are mistaken. OUver, 
bring your book to me." 

** Oliver, stir at your peril !" cried HoUoway, clenching 
bis fist with a menacing gesture : nobody shall give any 
help to my fag but myself, sir,'* added he to Howard. 

*' I am not going to help him, I am only going to prove 
to him that he may do it without your help,** said How- 
ard. 

The little boy sprang forward at these words for his 
book ; but his tormentor caught hold of him, and, puUing 
him back, said, *' He's my fag ! do you recollect, sir, he's 
my fag?" 

** Fag or no fag," cried Howard, " you shall not make 
a slave of him." 

" 1 will ! 1 shall ! I will !" cried HoUoway, worked up 
to the height of tyrannical fury : " I will make a slave of 
him, if I choose it — a negro-slave, if I please !" 

At the sound of negro-slave, the little Creole burst into 
tears. Howard sprang forward to free him from his 
tyrant's grasp : HoUoway struck Howard a furious blow, 
which made him stagger backwards. 

** Ay," said HoUoway, " learn to stand your ground 
and fight before you meddle with me, 1 advise you." 

HoUoway was an experienced pugiUst, and he knew 
that Howard was not ; but before his defiance had es- 
caped his Ups, he felt his blow returned, and a battle en- 
sued. Howard fought with aU his ^oid; but the body 
has something to do, as weU as the soul, in the art of 
boxing, and his body was not yet a match for his adver- 
sary's. After receiving more blows than HoUoway, per- 
haps, could have borne, Howard was brought to the 
ground. 

** Beg my pardon, and promise never to interfere be- 
tween me and my fag any more,'" said HoUoway, stand- 
ing over him triumphant : ** ask my pardon." 

" Never," said the faUen hero : " I'U fight you again, 
in the same cause, whenever you please ; I can't have a 
better;" aiid he struggled to nse. 
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Several boys had, by this time, gathered romid the 
combatants, and many admired the fortitude and spirit 
of the vanquished, though it is extremely difficult to boys» 
if not to men, to sympathize with the beaten. Every- 
body called out that Howard had had enough for that 
night ; and though he was willing to have renewed the 
battle, his adversary was withheld by the orhnipotence 
of public opinion. As to the cause of the combat, some 
few inquired into its merits, but many more were con« 
tent with seeing the fray, and with hearing, vaguely, that 
it began about Mr. Howard's having interfered with Mr. 
Hollo way's fag in an impertinent manner. 

Howard's face was so much disfigured, and his clothes 
were so much stained with blood, that he did not wish 
to present himself such a deplorable spectacle before his 
aunt ; besides, no man likes to be seen, especially by a 
woman, immediately after he has been beaten ; there- 
fore, he went directly to bed as soon, as he got home, 
but desired that one of his companions, who boarded at 
Mrs. Howard's, would, if his aunt inquired for him at 
supper, tell her '* that he had been beaten in a boxing- 
match, but hoped to be more expert after another lesson 
or two." This lady did not show her tenderness to her 
nephew by wailing over his disaster : on the contrary, 
she was pleased ta hear that he had fought in so good a 
cause. 

The next morning, as soon as Howard went to school, 
he saw Httle Oliver watching eagerly for him. 

"Mr. Howard — Charles," said he, catching hold of 
him ; " I've one word to say : let him call me dunce, or 
slave, or negro, or what he will, don't you mind any more 
about me — I can't bear to see it," said the affectionate 
child : '* I'd rather have the blows myself, only I know I 
could not bear them as you did." 

Oliver turned aside his head, and Howard, in a playful 
voice, said, " Wliy, my little Oliver, I did not think you 
were such a coward : you must not make a coward of 
me." 

No sooner did the boys go out to play in the evening, 
than Howard called to Oliver, in HoUoway's hearing, and 
said, " If you want any assistance from me, remember, 
I'm ready." 

" You may be ready, but you are not able," cried Hoi- 
loway, "to give him any assistance — therefore, you'd 
better be quiet: remember last night." 
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•• I do remember it perfectly,** said Howard, calml}^. 

'« And do you want any more ?— Come, then, I'll tell 
you what, ril box with you every day, if you please, and 
when you have conquered me, you shall have my fag all 
to yourself, if you please ; but till then, you sHall have 
nothing to do with hinb** 

•* I lake you at your word,** said Howard, and a second 
battle began. As we do not delight in fields of battle, or 
hope to excel, like Homer, in describinj^ variety of 
wounds, we shall content ourselves with relating that^ 
after five pitched battles, in which Oliver's champion re* 
ceived bruises of all shapes and si^es, and of cveiy shade 
of black, blue, green, and yellow, his unconquered spirit 
still maintained the justice of his cause, and with as firm 
a voice as at first he challenged his constantly victorious 
antagonist to a sixth combat. 

" I thought you had learned by this time,** said the 
successful pugilist, ** that Augustus Holldway is not to 
be conquered by one of woman breed.^ ^ To this taunt 
Howard made no reply; but whether it urged him to su» 
perior exertion, or whether the dear-bought experience 
of the ^ve preceding days had taught him all the caution 
that experience only can teach, we cannot determine \ 
but, to the surprise of all the spectators, and to the lively 
Joy of Oliver, the redoubted Holloway was brought, aftei 
an obstinate struggle, fairly to the ground. Everybody 
sympathized with the generous victor, who immediately 
assisted his fallen adversary to rise, and offered his hand 
in token of reconciliation. Augustus Holloway, stunned 
by his fall, and more by his defeat, returned from the 
field of battle as fast as the crowd would l9t him, who 
Btopped him continually with their impertinent astonish* 
ment and curiosity ; for though the boasted unconquera 
ble hero had pretty evidently received a black eye, not 
one person would believe it without looking close in his 
face; and many would not trust the information of their 
own senses, but pressed to hear the news confirmed by 
the reluctant lips of the unfortunate Augustus. In the 
mean time, little Oliver, a fag no longer, exulting in his 
liberty, clapped his joyful hands, sang, and capered round 
his deliverer " And now," said he, fixing his grateful, 
affectionate eyes upon Howard; "you will suffer no 
more for me ; and, if you*ll let me, I'll be your fag. Do, 
will you I pray let me ! I'll run of your errands before 
you can say onC) two, three, and away : only whistle for 
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tne,^ said he, whistling* "^and 111 hear yoOf whererer P 
am. If you only hold up your linger when you want 
tne, Vm sure I bhall see it ; and 1*11 always set up your 
hinepins, and fly for your bail, let me be doing what I 
will. May I be your fag t** 

" Be my friend f said Howard, taking Oliver in his 
Hrms, with emotion which prevented him from artictdat- 
4ng any other words. The word friend went to the Ht# 
lie Creole's heart, and he clung to Howard in silence* 
To complete his happiness, little OUver this day obtained 
permissijn to board at Mrs. Howard^s, so that he was 
now constantly to be with his protector. Howard's 
friendship was not merely the sudden enthusiasm of a 
tnoment; it was the steady, persevering choice of a 
manly mind, not the caprice of a schoolboy. Regularly, 
^very evening, Oliver brought his books to his friend, 
"Who never was too busy to attend to him. Oliver was de- 
lighted to find that he understood Howard's manner of 
explaining : his own opinion of himself rose with the 
opinion which he saw Ms instructer had of his abilities. 
He was convinced that he was not doomed to be a dunce 
for Ufe t his ambition was rekindled ; his industry was 
^encouraged by hope, and rewarded by success. He no 
longer expected daily punishment, and that worst of all 
punishmentsi disgrace. His heart was hght, his spirits 
rose, his countenance brightened with intelhgence, and 
resumed its natural vivacity ; to his masters and his com- 
panions he appeared a new creature. **What has in-' 
spired you 1" said one of his masters to him one day, sur^ 
prised at the rapid development of his understanding*-^ 
** what has inspired you 1" 

** My good genius," said the little hoy, pointing to 
Howard. 

Howard had some merit in giving up a ^od deal of 
his time to Oliver, because he knew the value of time, 
and he had not quite so much as he wished for himself. 
The day was always too short for him ; every moment 
was employed ; his active mind went from one thing to 
another, as if it did not know the possibihty of idleness, 
and as if he had no idea of any recreation but in a change 
of employment. Not that he was always poring over 
books, but his mind was active, let him be about what 
he would ; and, as his exertions were always voluntary, 
there was not that opposition in his opinion between the 
ideas of play and work, which exists so strong in the 
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imaginatioiit of those schoolboys who are drhren t6 
their tasks by fear, and who escape from them to that 
delicioas exercise of their free*wiU which they call play. 

- Comtraint, tiMt tweeteiw liberty * 

often gires a false ralue to its charms, or rather a false 
idea to its nature.— Idleness, ennui, noise, mischief, riot, 
and a nameless train of mistaken notions of pleasure, 
are often classed, in a young man's mind, under the 
general head of liberty. 

Mr. Augustus Holloway, who is necessarily recalled 
to our recollection when we want to personify an ill- 
educated young man, was, in the strictest sense of the 
word, a schoolboy— a clever schoolboy — a good scholar 
-^agood historian: he wrote a good hand-— read with 
fluency— declaimed at a public exhibition of Westminster 
orators with no bad grace and emphasis, and had always 
extempore words, if not extempore sense, at command. 
But still he was but a school-boy. His father thought 
him a man, and more than a man. Alderman Holloway 
prophesied to his friends that his son Augustus would be 
one of the first orators in England. He was in a hurrv 
to have him ready to enter the college, and had a borough 
secure for him at the proper age. The proper age, he 
regretted, that parliament had fixed to twenty-one ; for 
the alderman was impatient to introduce his young 
statesman to the house, especially as he saw honours, 
perhaps a title, in the distant perspective of his son's 
advancement. 

While this vision occupied the father's imagination, a 
vision of another sort ]>layed upon the juvenile fancy of 
his son — a vision of a gig ; for, though Augustus was but 
a schoolboy, he had very manly ideas— if those ideas be 
manly which most young men have. Lord Rawson, the 
son of the Earl of Marryborough, had lately appeared to 
Augustus in a gig. The young Lord Rawson had lately 
been a schoolboy at Westminster like Augustus : he was 
now master of himself and three horses at college. Al- 
derman Holloway had lent the Earl of Marryborough 
certain moneys, the interest of which the earl scrupu- 
lously paid in civility. The alderman valued himself 
upon being a shrewd man; he looked to one of the earl's 
boroughs as a security for his principal, and from long- 
«l^ted political motives, encouraged an intimacy be- 



TBI oooD Auirr. 167 

tween the young nobleman and his son* It was one of 
those useful friendships, one of those fortunate con- 
nexions, which some parents consider as the peculiar 
advantage of a public school. Lord Rawson's example 
already powerfully operated upon his young friend's 
mind, and this intimacy was most likely to have a de- 
cisive influence upon the future destiny of Augustus. 
Augustus was the son of an alderman. Lord Rawson 
was two years older than Holloway — had left school — 
had been at college — ^had driven both a curricle and a 
barouche^ and had gone through all the gradations of 
coachmanship — ^was a man, and had seen the world. How 
many things to excite the ambition of a schoolboy! 
Augustus was impatient for the moment when he might 
" be what he admbred." The drudgery of Westminster, 
the confinement, the ignominious appellation of a boy, 
were ail insupportable to this young man. He had ob- 
tained from his father a promise that he should leave 
school in a few months ; but these months appeared to 
him an age. It was rather a misfortune to Holloway 
that he was 60 far advanced in his Latin and Greek 
studies, for he had the less to do at school ; his school- 
business quickly despatched, his time hung upon his 
bands. He never thought of literature as an amusement 
for his leisure hours ; he had no idea of improving him- 
self farther in general science and knowledge. He was 
told that his education was nearly at an end ; he beheved 
it was quite finished, and he was glad of it, and glad it 
was so well over. In the idle time that hung upon his 
hands, during this intermediate state at Westminster, he 
heartily regretted that he could not commence his manly 
career by learning to drive — to drive a curricle. Lora 
Rawson had carried him down to the country, the last 
summer vacation, in his dog-cart, driven random-tandem. 
The reins had touched his fingers. The whip had been 
committed to his hand, and he longed for a repetition of 
these pleasures. From the windows of the house in 
Westminster where he boarded, Holloway at every idle 
moment lolled, to enjoy a view of every carriage and of, 
every coachman that passed. 

Mr. Supine, Mr. Holloway's tutor, used, at these leisure 
moments, to employ himself with practising upon the 
German flute, and was not sorry to be relieved from his 
pupil's conversation. Sometimes it was provoking to 
the amateur in music to be interrupted by the ezclama* 

Vol. L— R 
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tkms of his pupil ; but he kept his eyes steadily upon his 
music-book, and contented himself with recommending 
a difficult passage, when Mr. HoUoway's raptures about 
horses, and coachmanship, and driving well in hand, 
offended bis musical ear. Mr. Supine was, both from 
nature and fashion, indolent ; the trouble of reproving or 
of guiding his pupil was too much for him ; besides, he 
was sensible that the task of watching, contradicting, and 
thwarting a young gentleman, at Mr. Hollow ay *s time 
of life, would have been productive of the most disagree- 
able scenes of altercation, and could possibly have no 
effect upon the gentleman's character, which, he pre- 
sumed, was perfectly well formed at this time. Mr. and 
Mrs. Holloway were well satisfied with his improve- 
ments. Mr. Supine was on the best terms imaginable 
with the whole family, and thought it his business to 
keep himself well with his pupil ; especially as he had 
some secret hope that, through Mr. HoUoway's interest 
with Lord Rawson, and through Lord Rawson's influence 
with a youn^ nobleman who was just going abroad, he 
might lie invited as a travelling companion in a tour upon 
the continent. His taste for music and painting had 
almost raised him to the rank of a connoisseur : an ama- 
teur he modestly professed himself, and he was fre- 
quently stretched in elegant ease upon a sofa, already in 
revery in Italy, while his pupil was conversing out of 
the window, in no very elegant dialect, with the driver 
of a stage-coach in the neighbourhood. Young Hollo- 
way was almost as familiar with this coachman as with 
his father's groom, who, during his visits at home, sup- 
plied the place of Mr. Supine, in advancing his education. 
The stage-coachman so effectually wrought upon the 
ambition of Augustus, that his desire to learn to drive 
became uncontrollable. The coachman, partly by en- 
treaties, and partly by the mute eloquence of a crown, 
was prevailed iipon to promise, that, if Holloway could 
mans^ it without his tutor's knowledge, he should 
ascend to the honours of the box, and at least have the 
satisfaction of seeing some good driving. 

Mr. Supine was soon invited to a private concert, at 
which Mrs. Holloway was expected, and at which her 
daughter Miss Angelina Holloway was engaged to per- 
form. Mr. Supine's judicious applause of this young 
lady's execution was one of his greatest recommenda* 
lions to the whole family, at least to the female part of 
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It { he could not, therefore, decline an invitation to this 
concert. Hollo way complained of a sore throat, and de- 
sired to be excused from accompanying his tutor, add- 
ing, with his usual politeness, that '* music was the 
greatest bore in nature, and especially Angelina's mu- 
sic." For the night of the concert HoUoway had ar- 
ranged his plan with the stage-coachman. Mr. Supine 
dressed, and then practised upon the German flute till 
towards nine o'clock in the evening. Holloway heard 
the stage-coach rattling tfirough the street, while tus tu- 
tor was yet in the middle of a long concerto : the coach- 
man was to stop at the pubUc-house, about ten doors off, 
to take up parcels and passengers, and there he was to 
wait for Holloway ; but he had given him notice that he 
could not wait many minutes. 

"You may practise the rest without book, in the 

chair, as you are going to street, quite at your easCf 

Mr. Supine," said Holloway to his tutor. 

" Faith, so I can, and I'll adopt your idea, for it's quite a 
novel thing, and may take, if the fellows will only carry 
one steady. Good night : Til mention your sore throat 
properly to Mrs. Holloway." 

No sooner were the tutor and his German flute safely 
raised upon the chairmen's shoulders, than his pupil re- 
covered from his sore throat, ran down to the place 
where the stage was waiting, seized the stage-coachman's 
down-stretched hand, sprang up, and seated himself tri- 
umphant upon the coach-box. 

" Never saw a cleverer fellow," said the coachman • 
" now we are off"." 

" Give me the reins, then," said Holloway 

*' Not till we are out o' town," said the coachman : 
" when we get off the stones, we'll see a little of your 
driving." 

When they eot on the turnpike-road, HoUowav impa- 
tiently seized the reins, and was as much gratified by tnis 
coachman's praises of his driving as ever he had been 
by the applauses he had received for his Latin verses* 
A taste for vulgar praise is the most dan^rous taste a 
young man can have ; it not only leads him into vulvar 
company, but it puts him entirely in the power of his 
companions, whoever they may happen to be. Augustus 
Holloway,. seated beside a coachman, became, to all in- 
tents and purposes, a coachman himself ; he caught» and 
gloried in catching, all his companion's slang, luul with 
R2 
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his language caught all his ideas. Tlie coachman talked 
with rapture of some young gentleman's horses which 
he had lately s^en ; and said that, if he was a gentleman, 
there was nothing he should pride himself so much upon 
as his horses. Holloway, as he was a gentleman, deter- 
mined to have the finest horses that could be had for 
money, as soon as he should become his own master. 

*' And then," continued the coachman, " if I was a 
gentleman bom, Fd never be shabby in the matters of 
wages and perquisites to them that be to look after my 
horses, seeing that horses can't be properly looked after 
for nothing." 

** Certainly not," agreed the young gentleman: "my 
friend, Lord Rawson, I know, has a prodigious smart 
groom, and so will I all in good time." 

** To be sure," said the coachman ; " but it was not in 
regard to grooms I was meaning, so much as in regard ta 
a coachman, which, I take it, is one of the first persons^ 
to be considered in a really grand family, seeing how 
great a trust is placed in him — (mind, sir, if you please, 
the turn at the corner, it's rather, sharp)— seeing how 
great a trust is placed in him, as 1 was observing, a good 
coachman is worth his weight in gOld." 

Holloway had not leisure to weigh the solidity of this 
observation ; for the conversation was now interrupted 
by the sound of a postchaise, which drove rapidly by. 

"The job and four!" exclaimed the coachman, with 
as many oaths " as the o<?casion required.^ 

" Why did you let it pass us 1" And with enthusiasm, . 
which forgot all ceremony, he snatched the whip from 
his young compsmion, and, seizing the reins, drove at a; 
furious rate. One of the chaise postillions luckily dropped- 
his whip. They passed the job and four; and the 
coachman, having redeemed his honour, resigned once 
more the reins to Holloway, upon his promising^ not to 
let the job and four get ahead Of them. The postillions 
were not without ambition : the men called to each other 
and to their horses ; the horses caught some portion of 
their masters' spirit, and began to gain upon the coach.- 
The passengers in the coach put out their heads, and fe» 
male voices screamed in vain. All these terrors in- 
creased the sport ; till at length, at a narrow part of the 
road, the rival coachman and postillions hazarded every 
thing for precedency. Holloway was desperate hi pro- 
portion to his ignorance. The coachman attempted to 
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snatch the reins, but, missing his grasp, he shortened 
those of the off-hand horse, and drew them the wrong 
way : the coach ran upon a bank, and was overturned. 
Holioway was dismayed and silent; the coachman 
poured forth a torrent of abuse, sparing neither friend 
nor foe ; the complaints of ihe female passengers were 
so incoherent, and their fears operated so much upon 
their imagination, that, in the first moments of confu- 
sion, each asserted that she had broken either an arm oi 
a leg, or fractured her skull. 

The moon, which had shone bright in the beginning 
of the evening, was now under a cloud, and the darkness 
increased the impatience of the various complainers; at 
length a lantern was brought from the turnpike-house, 
which was near the spot where the accident happened. 
As soon as the light came, the ladies looked at each 
other, and after they had satisfied themselves that no 
material injury had been done to their clothes, and that 
their faces were in no way disfigured, they began to re- 
cover from their terrors, and were brought to allow that 
all their limbs were in good preservation, and that they 
had been too hasty in declaring that their skulls were 
fractured. Holioway laughed loudly at all this, and 
joined in all the wit of the coachman upon the occasion. 
The coach was lifted up; the passengers got in ; the 
coachman and Holioway mounted the box^ when, just as 
they^cre setting off the coachman heard a voice crying 
to him to stop. He listened, and the voice, which seemed 
to be that of a person in great pain, again called for 
assistance. 

*' It's the mulatto woman," said the coachman : " we 
forgot her in the bustle. Lend me hold of the lantern, 
and stand at the horses* heads, while I see after her,** 
added the coachman, addressing himself to the man who 
had come from the turnpike-house. 

** I sha'n't stir for a mulatto^ I promise you," said Hol- 
ioway, brutally : ''she was on the top of the coach, wasn't 
she 1 She must have had a fuie hoist !" 

The poor woman was found to be much hurt : she had 
been thrown from the top of the coach into a ditch, 
which had stones at the bottom of it. She had not been 
able to make herself heard by anybody, while the ladies* 
loud complaints continued '^ nor had she been able long 
to call for any assistance, for she had been stunned by 
her fall, and had not lecovered her tenses for many 
33 
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minutes. She was not able to stand ; but wnen tbe 
coachman held her up, she put her hand to her head, and 
in broken English, said she felt too ill to travel further 
that night. 

** You shall have an inside place, if you^ll pluck up your 
heart ; and you'll find yourself better with the motion of 
the coach." 

"What, is she hurt — the mulatto woman 1 — ^I say, 
coachy, make haste," cried Holloway, " 1 want to be 
off." 

" So do I," said the coachman, "but we^are not likely 
to be off yet : here's this here poor woman can't stand, 
and is all over bruises, and won't get into the inside of 
the coach, though I offered her a place." 

Holloway, who imagined that the sufferings of all who 
were not so rich as himself could be bought off for 
money, pulled out a handful of silver, and leaning from 
the coach-box, held it towards the fainting woman ; — 
"Here's a shilling for every bruise at least, my good 
.woman :" — but the woman did not hear him, iox she 
was very faint. The coachman was forced to carry her 
to the turnpike-house, where he left her, telling the peo- 
ple of the house that a return chaise would call for her 
iQ an hour's time, and would carry her either to the next 
stage, or back to town, whichever she pleased. Hollo- 
way's diversion for the rest of the night was spoiled, not 
because he had too much sympathy with the poor woman 
that was hurt, but because he had been delayed so long 
by the accident, that he lost the pleasure of driving into 
the town of * * * *. He had intended to have gone the 
whole stage, and to have returned in the job and four. 
This scheme had been arranged before he set out by his 
friend the coachman ; but the postillions in the job and 
four having won the race, and made the best of their way, 
had now returned, and met the coach about two miles 
from the turnpike-house. 

" So," said Holloway, " I must descend, and get home 
before Mr. Supine wakens from his first sleep." 

Holloway called at the turnpike-house, to inquire after 
the mulatto ; or rather one of the postillions stopped as 
he had been desired by the coachman, to take her up to 
town, if she was able to go that night. 

The postillion, after he had spoken to the woman, came 
to the chaise-door, and told Holloway " that he could 
hardly understand what she said, she talked such out* 
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landish English ; and that he could not make out where 
she wanted to be carried to.** 

^ Ask the name of some of her friends in town,** cried 
HoUoway, "and don't let her keep us here all night.** 

" She has no friends, as 1 can nnd,** replied the pos- 
tillion, " nor acquaintance neither.** 

•* Well, who does she belong to then 1** 

^ She belongs to nobody — she's quite a stranger in 
thede parts, and doesn't know no more than a child where 
to go in all London ; she only knows the Christian name 
of an old gardener, where she lodged she says.** 

^ What would she have us to do with her, then 1** said 
Holioway. " Drive on, for I shall be late." 

The postillion, more humane than Holioway, exclaimed, 
** No, master, no !— it's a sin to leave her upon the road 
this ways, though she's no Christian, as we are, poor 
copper-coloured soul ! I was once a stranger myself in 
Lon^oriy without a sixpence to bless myself; so I know 
what it is, master.** 

The good-natured postillion returned to the mulatto 
woman. ** Mistress," said he, " I'd fain see ye safe 
home, if you could but think of the t'other name of that 
gardener that you mentioned lodging with; because 
there be so many Pauls in London town, that 1 should 
never find your Paul, as you don't know neither the 
name of his street — but I'll tell ye now all the streets 
I'm acquainted with, and that's a many: do you stop 
me, mistress, when I come to the right ; for you're sadly 
bruised, and I won't see you left this ways on the road." 

He then named several streets ; the mulatto woman 
stopped him at one name which she recollected to be the 
name of the street in which the gardener hved. The 
woman at the turnpike-house, as soon as she heard the 
street in which he lived named, said she knew this gard* 
ener ; that he had a large garden about a mile off, and 
that he came from London early almost every morning 
with his cart, for garden-stuff for the market : she ad- 
vised the mulatto woman to stay where she was that 
night, and to send to ask the gardener to come on to the 
turnpike-house for her in the morning. The postillion 
promised to go to the gardener's " by the first break oi 
day." The woman raised her head to bless him ; and 
tiie impatient Holioway loudly called to him to retuni to 
bis horses, swearibg that he would not give him OM 
£urthing for himself if he did not. 
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Tlie anxiety which Holloway felt to escape detectioil 
kept him in pain ; but Holloway never measured oresti* 
mated his pleasures and his pains ; therefore he never 
discovered that, even upon the most selfish calculation, 
he had paid too dear for the pleasure of sitting upon a 
coach-box for one hour. 

It was two o'clock in the morning before the chaise 
arrived in town, when he was set down at the house at 
which the stage-coach put up, wa,lked home, got in at 
his bedchamber window — his bedchamber was upon the 
ground-floor. Mr. Supine was fast asleep, and ms pupil 
triumphed in his successful Jr<iiic. 



While Holloway; in his dreams, was driving again, 
and again overturning stage coaches, young Howard, in 
his less maidy dreams, saw Dr. B., the head master of 
Westminster school, advancing towards him, at a public 
examination, with a prize medal in his hand, which 
turned, Howard thought, as he looked upon it, first into 
the face of his aunt, smiling upon him; then into a 
striking likeness of his tutor, Mr. Russell, who also 
smiled upon him; and then changed into the head of 
little Oliver, whose eyes seemed to sparkle with joy. 
Just at the instant, Howard awoke, and opening his eyes, 
saw Oliver^s face close to him, laughing heartily. 

** Why," exclaimed Oliver, " you seized my head with 
both your hands when I came to waken you: what 
could you be dreaming of, Charles I" 

*' I dreamed I took you for a medal, and I was right 
glad to have hold of you,*' said Howard, laughing; •* but 
I shall not get my medal by dreaming about it. What 
o'clock is it 1 I shall be ready in half a second." 

" Ay," said Oliver, " I won^t tell you what o'clock it 
is till you're dressed: make haste; I've been up this 
half-hour, and I've got every thing ready, and I've car- 
ried the little table, and all your books, and the pen and 
ink, and all the things, out to our seat ; and the sun 
shines upon it, and every thing looks cheerful, and you'U 
have a full hour to work, for it's only half after five." 

At the back of Mrs. Howard's house there was a 
little garden ; at the end of the garden was a sort of 
root-house, which Oliver had cleaned out, and which he 
dignified by the title of the seat* There were some pots 
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ol geraniums and myrtles kept in it, with Mrs. Howard's 
permission, by a gardener, who lived next door to her, 
and who frequently came to work in her garden. Oliver 
watered the geraniums, and picked off the dead leaves, 
while Howai3 was writing at the little table which had 
been prepared for him. Howard had at this time two 
grand works in hand, on which he was enthusiasticallv 
intent : he was translating the little French book which 
the traveller had given to him ; and he was writing an 
essay for a prize. The young gentlemen at Westminster 
were engaged in writing essays for a periodical paper; 
and Dr. B. had promised to give a prize medal as the 
reward for that essay, which he, and a jury of critics, to 
be chosenr from among the boys themselves, should pro- 
nounce to be the best composition* 

**I won't talk to you, I won't interrupt you," said 
Oliver to Howard ; *' but only answer me one question : 
what is your essay about ?" 

Howard put his finger upon his lips, and shook his 
head. 

" I assure you I did not look, though I longed to peep 
at it this morning before you were up. Pray, Charles, 
do you think / shall ever be able to write essays 1" 

** To be sure," said Howard : •' why not t" 

**Ah," said Oliver, with a sigh, '* because I've no 
genius, you know." 

"But," sMd Howard, "have you not found out that 
you could do a great many things that you thought you 
could not do 1" 

" Ay, thank you for that : but then, you know, those 
are the sort of things wliich can be done without 
genius." 

" And what are the things," replied Howard, " which 
cannot be dorfe without genius I" 

" 0, a great, great many, I believe," said Oliver : " you 
know Hoiloway said so." 

" But we are not forced to believe it, because Hollo- 
way said so, are we ? Besides, a great many things may 
mean anything, buckling your shoes, or putting on your 
hat, for instance." 

Oliver laughed at this, and said, "These, to be sure, 
are not the sort of things that can't be done without 
genius." • 

**What are the sort of things?" repeated Howard. 
R3 
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** Let U8, now IVe the pea in my hand, make a list (^ 
them*" 

" Take a loneer bit of paper," 

** No, no, the list will not be so very long as you think 
it will. What shall I put first h^make haste for I am la 
a hurry." 

*' Well— writing, then— writing, I'm sure, requires 
genius." 

"Why!" 

** Because I never could write, and Fve often tried 
and tried to write something, but I never could ; because 
IVe no genius for it." 

" What did you try to write t" said Howard* 

•♦ Why, letters," said Oliver : «* my uncle and my aunt, 
and my two cousins desired I would write to them rego* 
iarly once a fortnight ; but I never can make out a letter, 
and Pm always sorry when letter*writing day comes ; 
and if I sit thinking and thinking for ever so long, I can 
find nothing to say. I used always t# beg a beginning 
from somebody ; but then, when I've got over the begin- 
ning, that's only three or four lines ; and if I stretch it 
out ever so much, it won't make a whole letter ; and 
what can I put in the middle I There!s nothing but that 
/ am welly and hope they are all well ; or else, that I am 
Uaming Latin^ as you desired^ dear uncle^ and am forward 
in my English. The end I can manage well enough, be^ 
cause there's duty and love to send to everybody ; and 
about the post is just g<nng out^ and believe me to be in 
hastey your dutiful arul affectionate nephew. But then," 
continued little Oliver, ** this is all nonsense, I know, and 
I'm ashamed to write such bad letters. Now your pen 
goes on, scratch, scratch, scratch, the moment you sit 
down to it ; and you can write three pages of a nice, 
long, good letter, while I am writing * My dear unde 
John} and that's what I call having a genius for writing. 
I 'onder how you came by it: coiud you write go^ 
' tters when you were of my age 1" 

" 1 never wrote any letters at your age," said Howard. 

"O, how happy you must have been! But then, if 
you never learned, how. comes it that you can write 
'them now 1 How can you always find something to 
say t" 

•* I never write but when I have something to say; 
and you know, when you had something to say last post 
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lM«ettt Baster holydavs, your pen, Oliver, went scratch* 
scratch, scratch, as mst as anybody*s.'^ 

** So it did," cried Oliver ; " but then the thing is, Tm 
forced to write when I've nothing about the holydays to 
Bay " 

** Forced r* 

** Yes, because Pm afraid my uncle and cousins should 
be angry if 1 didn't write." 

•* I'm sure I'm much obliged," said Howard, " to my 
dear aunt, who never forced me to write : she always 
said, * Never write, Charles, but when you like it ;' and I 
nevsr did. When I had any thing to say, that is, any 
thing to describe, or any reasons to give upon any sub- 
ject, or any questions to ask which I very much wished 
to have answered, then you know I could easily write, 
because I had nothing to do but to write down just the 
words which I should have said if I had been speaking.** 

^ But I thought writing was quite a different thing 
from speaking, because in writing there must be sen- 
tences, and long sentences, and fine sentences, such as 
there are in books." 

^ In same books," said Howard, ** but not in all." 

** Besides," continued Oliver, ** one person's speaking is 
quite different from another person's speaking. Now I 
believe I make use of a great number of odd words, and 
vulgar expressions, and bad English, which I learned 
(rom being with the servants, I believe, at home. You 
have never talked to servants Charles, I dare say, for 
you have not one of their words." 

"No," said Charles, "never; and my aunt took a 
great deal of pains to prevent me from hearing any of 
uieir conversation; therefore it was iiiipossible that I 
should catch—" 

Here the conversation was interrupted by the appear- 
ance of old Paul the gardener. 

** So, Paul," cried hltle Oliver, •• I*ve been doirtg your 
work for you this morning ; I've watered all the gera- 
niums, and put the Indian com in the sun; what kept 
you so late in your bed this fine morning, Paul ? fy, 
Paul!" 

** You would not say fy, master," replied Paul, " if 
you knew how early I had been out of my bed, this 
iiioniing : I was abroad afore sunrise, so I was, master." 

"And why didn't you come to work then, Paul! 
Vou shall not have the watering-pot till you tell me: 
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don't look 80 grave about it i yoa know yon nrast smile 
when I please, Paul.** 

'* I can't smile just now, master,'' said old Paul; but 
he smiled, and liien told Oliver, that ** the reason he 
could not smile was, that he was a little sick at heart, 
with just coming from the sight of a poor soul who had 
been sadly bruised by a fall from the top of the stage 
which was overturned last night. She was left all night 
at the pike^ and as she had no other friends, she sent for 
me by a return chay-boy* and I went for her, and brought 
her home in my covered cart to my good woman, which 
she liked with good reason, better ten to one than the 
stage. And she's terribly black and blue, and does not 
Beem quite right in her head to my fancy." 

" I wish we could do something for her," said Howard. 
^ As soon as Mr. Russell is up, I'll ask him to go with us 
to see her. We will call as we go by to schodi this 
morning." 

^ But, master," said the gardener, *^ I should warn ye 
beforehand, that mayhap you mayn't pity her so much, 
for she's rather past her best days ; and bad must have 
been her best, for she's swarthy, and not like (me of this 
country ; she comes from over the seas, and they call 
her a — a — not quite a negro." 

** A mulatto ! — ^i like her the better," cried Olivfer, " for 
my nurse was a mulatto. I'll go and waken Mr. RusseU 
this instant, for I'm sure he'll not be angry." He ran 
away to Mr. Russell, who was not angry at being 
awakened, but dressed himself almost as expeditiously 
as Oliver wished, and set out immediately with his pupils, 
delighted to be the companion of their benevolent 
schemes, instead of being the object of their fear and 
hatred. Tutors may inspire affection, even though they 
have the misfortune to be obliged to teach Greek and 
Latin.* 

When the boys arrived at the gardener's, they found 
the poor mulatto woman lying upon a bed, in a smaU 
close room, which was so full of smoke, when they 
came in, that they could hardly breathe ; the little win- 
dow that let in but a glimmering light, could not without 
difficulty be opened. The poor woman made but few 
complaints ; she appeared to be most concerned at the 
thoughts of being a burden to the good old gardener and 

* Vide I>r. Johnson'sassertiorui to the contnury, in Sirs. Fioszi's 
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Iu8 wife« She said that she had been long in England ; 
that she came to liOndon in hopes of finding a family 
who had been very kind to her m her youth ; but that 
after inauiry at the house where they had formerly lived 
she could hear nothing of thenu After a great deal of 
troublct she discovered that a West India gentlemani 
who had l^nown her abroad, was now at Bath ; but she 
had spent the last farthing of her money, and she was 
vtherefore unable to undertake the Journey* She had 
brought over with her, she said, some foreign seeds of 
flowers, which her young tnistress used to be fond of 
when she was a child, which she had kept till hunger 
obliged her to offer them to a gardener for a loaf of 
bread. The gardener to whom she offered them was 
Old Paul, who took compassion upon her distress, lodged 
her {ox a week, and at last paid for an outside place for 
her upon the Bath coach. There was such an air of 
truth and simplicity in this woman, that Mr. Russell, more 
experienced than his pupils, believed her story at once, 
as implicitly as they did. ^ O,*' exclaimed little Oliver, 
**I have but this half-crown for her: I wish Hollo way 
had but paid me my half-guinea ; Til ask him for it again 
to-day; and will you come with us here again, this even* 
ing, Mr. Russell, that I may bring it then T* 

Mr.. Russell and Howard hired the room for a fortnight 
in which the mulatto woman was now lying, and paid 
old Paul the gardener for it, promising at the same time 
to supply her with food. The gardener's wife, at the 
poor woman's earnest request, promised that as soon as 
she was able to sit up, she would get her some coarse 
plain work to do. 

** But," said Oliver, *^how can she see to work in this 
smoke! Pm sure it makes my eyes water so that I 
can hardly bear it, though I have been in it scarcely ten 
minutes.*^ 

** I wish,** exclaimed Howard, turning to Mr. Russell, 
^ that this chimney could be cqred of smoking." 

** O, welladay," said the gardener, *' we must put up 
with it as it is, for Pve had doctors to it, at one time or 
another, that have cost me apower of money ; but, after 
all it's as bad as ever, and my good dame never lights a 
fire in it this fine spring weather; howsomever, she 
(pointing to the mulatto woman) is so chilly, coming 
m>m a country that, by all accounts, is a hot-house com« 
^ared with ours, that she can't sleep o' nights, or live o* 
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days without a small matter of fire, whicfi she's w^ 
come to ; though you see 4t almost fiUs the house with 
smoke." 

Howard, during the gardener's speech, had been trymg 
to recollect where it was that he had lately seen some 
essay upon smoky chimneys ; and he suddenly exclaimed, 
^ It was in Dr. Franklin's works — ^was it not, Mr. Rus- 
seUr 

** What r said Mr. Russell, siniling. 

^That essay upon smoky chimneys which I said I 
would skip over, the other day, because I had nothmg 
to do with it, and I thought I should not understand. 
Don't you remember teUing roe, sir, that I had better not 
skip it, because it might some time or other be useful to 
me ? I wish I could get the book now ; I would take 

gains to understand it, because, perh2^)8, 1 might find out 
ow this poor man's chimney might be cured of smoking. 
^s for his window, I know how that can be easily mended, 
because I once watched a man who was hanging some 
windows for my aunt — ^I'll get some sash-hne." 

•* Do you recollect what o'clock it is, my good friend f 
said Mr. Russell, holding out his watch to IJpward. ^ We 
cannot wait tiU you are perfect master of^he theory of 
smoky chimneys and the practice of hanging Mrindows ; 
it is tim(^. that we should be gone." Mr. Russell spoke 
this with an air of raillery, as he usually did when he 
was particularly pleased. 

As they were going away, Oliver earnestly repeated 
his request, that Mr. Russell would come again in the 
evening, that he might have an opportunity of giving the 
poor woman his haO'-guinea. Mr. RusseU promised him 
that he would; but he at the same time added, '*all 
charity, my dear Oliver, does not consist in giving money 
— it is easy for a man to put his hand in his pocket, and 
take out a few shillings to give to any person in distress.'* 

" I wish," said OUver, " I was able to do more ! what 
can I do 1 111 think of something. Howard, will you 
think of something that I can do 1 But I must see about 
my Latin lesson first, for I had not time to look it over 
this morning before I came out." 

When they got back, the business of the day for some 
hours susfiended all thoughts of the mulatto woman ; but 
in the first interval of leisure, Oliver went in 'search of 
Mr. Holloway, to ask for his half-guinea. HoUoway had 
a crowd of his companions round him, whom he seemed 
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to be entertiaining with some Tery diverting story, for 
they were laughii^ violently when Utile Oliver first came 
up to them ; Init they no sooner perceived him than all 
their merriment suddenly ceased. Holloway first low- 
ered his voice into a whisper, and then observing that 
Oliver still stood his ground, he asked him, in his usual 
peremptory tone, what might be his business ? Oliver 
drew him aside, and asked him to pay ^m the half-guinea. 
*' The half-guinea X** repeated Holloway : ^ man, you talk 
of the half-guinea as if there was but one half-guinea in 
the world : you sliall have the half-guinea, for I hate to 
be dunned — stay, I beUeve I have no hatf-^'gome^ about 
me : you canH give me two half-guineas for a guinea, 
can yet** 

"Mer 

•* Well, then, you must wait till I can get change." 

" Must I wait % But I really want it for a particular 
reason this evening : I wish you could give it me now—' 
you know you promised ; but I don't like putting people 
in mind of their promises, and I would not ask you about 
the money, only that I really want it." 

" Want it ! nonsense : what can you want money for, 
such a little chap as you ! Fll lay you any wager, your 
particular reason^ if the truth was told, is, that you can't 
resist the tart-woman." 

*' 1 can resist the tart-woman," cried Oliver, proudly; 
^*I have a much better use for my money: but I don't 
want to boast, neither ; only, Holloway, do give me the 
half-guinea. Shall 1 run and ask somebody to give you 
two half-guineas for a guinea?" 

" No, no, ril not be dunned into pa}ing you. If you had 
not asked me for it, I should have given it you to-night : 
but since you could not trust to my honour, you'll please 
to wait tiU to-morrow morning." 

** But I did trust to your honour for a whole month." 

** A nionth ! a great while, indeed ; then trust to it a 
day longer ; and if you ask me for the money to-morrow, 
you sha'nt have it till the next day. I'll teach you not 
to be such a little dun : nobody that has any spirit can 
bear to be dunned, particularly for such small sums. I 
thought you had been above such meanness, or, I promise 
you, 1 should never have borrowed your half-guinea," 
added Holloway ; and he left his unfortunate creditor to 
reflect upon the new ideas of meanness and spirit which 
bad been thus artfully thrown out. 
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Oliver was roused from bis reflections by his fiiend 
. oward. ^ Mr. Russell is ready to go with us to the 
gardener's again," said Howard : ** have you a mind to 
come t" 

*'A great mind; but I am ashamed, for I've not got 
my half-guinea which I lent." Here his newly-acquired 
fear of meanness checked Oliver; and without couiplain- 
ing of his creditor's want of punctuality, he added, **but 
I should like to see the poor woman, though, for all that." 

They set out, but stopped in their way at a bookseller's, 
where Howard inquired for thai essay of Dn Franklin 
on smoky chimneys, which tie was mipatient to see. 
This bookneiler was well acquainted with Mr. RusseU. 
Howard had promised to give the booksellier the trans- 
lation of the little French book which we formerly men- 
tioned ; and the bookseller, on his part, was very obliging 
in furnishing Howard with any books he wanted. 

Howard was deep in the essay on smoky chimneys, 
and examining the references in the print belonging to it, 
while Mr. Russell was looking over the prints in the 
Encyclopedia, with little Oliver. They were all so intent 
upon what they were aboiit, that they did, not perceive 
the entrance of Holioway and Mr. Supine. Mr. Supine 
called in merely to see what Mr. Russell could be looking 
at with so much appearance of interest The indolent 
are always ciuious, though they will not ^ways exert 
themselves even to gratify their curiosity. 

" Only the Encyclopedia prints," said Supine, looking 
over Mr. Russell's shoulder: **I thought you had got 
something new." 

" Only smoky chimneys,"^ exclaimed Holioway, looking 
over Howard's shoulders ; ** what upon earth, Howard, 
can you find so entertaining in smoky chimneys! Are 
you turned chimney-doctor or chimney-sweeper t This 
will be an excellent thing for Lord Rawson, won't it, Mr. 
Supine 1 We'll tell it to him on Thursday; it will be a 
good joke for us for half the day. Pray, I)octor Charles 
Howard,'* continued the wit, with mock solemnity, ^^ do 
you go up the chimneys yourself I" 

Howard took this raillery with so much ffood-humour 
that Holioway looked quite disappointed; ana Mr* Supine, 
in a careless tone, cried, ** I take it, reaiicling such things 
as these will scarcely improve your style, sir : will they, 
think ye, Mr. RusseU 1" 

^*X am not sure," replied Mr. RusseU, ** that Mr. How- 
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^rd^B first object in reading: is to improve his style ; bot,'* 
cidded he, turning to the tiUepage^ and pointing to Frank-^ 
lin's name, " you, perhaps, did not know—*' 

" Oh ! Dr. Franklin's works !" interrupted Supine : ** I 
did not see the name before-^to be sttre I must bow 
down to that,^ 

Having thus easily satisfied Mr« Si^>iae*s critical scru^ 
pies by the authority of a name, Mr. Russell rose to depart, 
as he perceived that there was no chance of getting rid 
of the idlers. 

" What are you going to do with yourself, Russell 1" 
said Mr. Supine. *' We'll walk witii you, if you are for 
walking this fine evening; oi^y don't let's walk like 
penny-postmen." 

" But he's in a hurry," said Oliver ; ** he's going to see 
a poor woman." 

. **A poor woman!** said Supine; "down this close 
lane, too !" 

" O, let's see all that's to be seen,'* whisi)ered Hol- 
lo way; ^'ten to one we shall get soiae diversion out of 
it : Russell's a quiz worth studying, and Howard's his 
ditto." 

They came to the gardener's house. Holloway's high 
spirits suddenly subsKied when he beheld the figure of the 
mulatto woman. 

•* What's the matter V* said Oliver, d>serving that he 
started ; " why did you start so 1" 

•* Tell Howard I want to speak one word with him this 
instant, in the street ; bid him come out to me," whis^ 
pered HoUoway ; and he hastily retreated before the poor 
woman saw his face. 

** Howard," cried Holloway, " I sent for you to tell you 
a great secret." 
•* I'm sorry for it," said Charles, ** for 1 hate secrets." 
•• But you can keep a secret, man, can't you 1" 
" If it was necessary, I hope I could ; but I'd rather 
not hear—" 

" Pooh," nonsense !" interrupted HoUoway; "you must 
hear it ; I'll trust to your honour ; and, besides, I have 
not a moment to stand shilly-shally : I've got a promise 
from my father to let me go down, this Easter, with 
Lord Rawson to Marryborough, in his dog-carty random- 
tandem^ you know." 

" I did not know it, indeed,*^ said Charles ; ** but whi^ 
then?" 

34 
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** Why then, yon see, I most be upon my good behavkrar 
-^-and you would not do such an ill-natuced trick as to | 
betray me." 

'* Betray you ! I d(Mi*t know what you mean,** said 
Howard, astonished. 

Holloway now briefly told him his stage-coach adven- 
ture, and concluded by saying he was afraid that the 
mulatto woman should recolk^t either his face or voice, 
and should blow Mm, 

'* And what,*' said Howard, shocked at the selfishness 
which Holloway showed ; '* and what do you want me to 
do t why do you tell me all this 1*' 

•* Because,^ said Holloway, •* I thought if you heard 
what the woman said when she saw me, you would have 
got it all out of her, to be sure ; therefore I thought it 
best to trust you with my secret, and so put you upon 
honour with me. All I ask of you is to hold your tongue 
about my — my — my — frolic, and just make some excuse 
for my not going mto the room again where the mu- 
latto woman is : you may tell Supine, if he asks what's 
become of me, that Tm gone to the music-shop to get 
some new music for him : that will keep him quiet.— 
Good-by." 

When Howard returned to the room where the mu- 
latto woman lay, he expected to be questioned by Mr. 
Supine about Holloway's sudden departure ; but this gen- 
tleman was not in the habit of paying great attention to 
his pupil's motions. He took it for granted that Hol- 
loway had escaped, because he did not wish to be called 
upon for a cbantable subscription. From the same fear, 
Mr. Supine a£fected unusual absence of mind while Mr. 
Russell talked to the mulatto woman, and at length, pro- 
fessing himself unable to endure any longer the smell of 
smoke, he pushed his way into the street. ** Mr. Hol- 
loway, I suppose," said he, " has taken himself home, 
very wisely, and I shall follow him : we make it a rule, 
I think, to miss one another ; but to keep a young man 
in leading-strings would be *a great bore. We're upon 
the best footing in the world together : as to the rest — ^ 

New difficulties awaited Holloway. He got home some 
time before Mr. Supine, and found his friend the stage- 
coachman waiting for him with a rueful face. 

*• Master," said he, " here's a sad job : there was a parcel 
lost last night in the confusion of the overturn of the 
coach, and I must make it good ; for it's booked, and it's 
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booked to the value of five guineas, for it was a gold 
iHuslin gown that a lady was very particular about ; and, 
master, I won't peach if you'll pay : but as for losing my 
place, or making up five guineas afore Saturday, it's wha 
1 can't take upon me to do." 

Holloway was much dismayed at this news; he now 
began to tmnk he should pay too dear for his frolic. The 
coachman persisted in his demand. Mr. Supine appeared 
at the comer of the street ; and his pupil was forced to 
get rid immediately of the coachman, by a promise that 
the money should be ready on Saturday. When Hol- 
loway made this promise, he was not master of two 
guineas in the world; how to procure the whole sum 
was now the question. Alderman Holloway, with the 
hope of exciting in his son's mind a love for literature, 
made it a practice to reward him with solid gold when- 
ever he brought home any certificate of his scholarship. 
Holloway had lately received five guineas from his father 
for an approved copy of Latin verses ; and the alderman 
had promised to give him five guineas more if he brought 
home the medal which was to be the reward for the li^st 
essay in the periodical paper which the Westminster 
boys were now writing. Holloway, though he could 
write elegant Latin verses, had not any great facility in 
English composition ; he, consequently, according to the 
usual practice of Uttle minds, undervalued a talent which 
he did not possess. He had ridiculed the scheme of 
writing an English essay, and had loudly declared that 
he did not thii^L it worth his while to write English. His 
opinion was, however^ somewhat changed by his father's 
promised rew£urd ; and the stage-coachman's impatience 
for his money now impelled Holloway to exertion. He 
began to write his essay late on Friday evening-- the 
medal was to be g^ven on Saturday morning — ^so that 
there could not be much time for revisal and corrections. 
Corrections he affected to disdain, and piqued himself 
upon the rapidity with which he wrote. Howard," said 
he, when they met to deliver in their compositions, " you 
have been three weeks writing ypur essay; I ran mine 
off in three hours and a quarter. 

Mr. Holloway had not considered that what is written 
with ease is not always read with ease. His essay was 
written with such a careless superfluity of words, and 
nuch a lack of ideas appeared in the performance, that the 
j udges unanimously ^new it aside* as unworthy of theijr 
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notice. <' Gentlemen," cried Dr. B., oomingr forward 
among the anxious crowd of expectants, "which of you 
owns this motto 1-*- 

** * Hew it, ye senateii, tMsr ttUs truth sublime, 
He wtu> allows Digression stiares the crime.' ^ 

•* It's his ! — ^it's bis ! — it's his !" exclaimed little Oliver, 
clapping his hands-^" it's Howard's, sir." 

Dr. B., pleased with this grateful little boy's honest 
joy, put the medal into his hands, without speaking, and 
Oliver ran with it to his friend. ** Only," said he, " only 
let me be by, when you show it to your aunt." 

How much the pleasure of success is increased by the 
sympathy of our friends ! The trium|>h of a schoofooy 
over his competitors is sometimes despicable ; but How* 
ard's joy was not of the selfish and puerile sort. All the 
good passions had stimulated him to exertion, and he 
was rewarded by his own generous feelings. He would 
not have exchanged the delight which he saw in his little 
friend Oliver's face, the approving smile of his aunt, and 
the proud satisfaction Mr< Russell expressed at the sight 
of his medal, for all the solid gold which Alderman 
HoUoway deemed the highest reward of hterature. 

Alderman HoUoway was filled with indignation when 
he heard fVom Mr. Supine that his son's essay had been 
rejected with contempt. The young gentleman was also 
much surprised at the decision of the judges; and his 
tutor, by way of pleasing his pupil's friends, hesitated 
not to hint, that there " certainly was great injustice done 
to Mr. Augustus Holloway's talents." The subject was 
canvassed at a turtle dinner at the alderman's. " There 
shall not be injustice done to my Augustus," said the 
irritated father, wisely encouraging his Augustus in all 
his mean feelings. " Never mind *em all, my boy ; you 
have a father, you may thank Heaven, who can judge 
for himself, and tM: you shall not be the loser by Dr. 
B.'s or doctor anybody's injustice } m make it up to you, 
my boy ; in the mean time join us in a bumper of port. 
Here's to Dr. B.'s better judgment ; wishing him health 
and happiness these Easter holydays, and a new pair ^ 
spectacles-^hej, Mr. Supine !" 

This well-chosen toast was drunk with much applause 
aud laughter by the company. The alderman insiistQd 
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upon having his Augustus's essay produced in the evdn- 
ing. Holloway had now ample satisfaction, for the 
whole company were unanimous in their plaudits, after 
Mr. Supine had read two or three sentences : the alder- 
man, to confirm his own critical judgment, drew out his 
purse, and counting out ten bright guineas, presented 
them, with a look of high self-satisfaction, to his son. 
" Here, Augustus, my boy,** said he: "I promised you 
five guineas if you brought me home the prize medal ; 
but I now present you with ten, to make you the amends 
you so richly deserve, for not having got their medd. 
Thank God, I am able to afford it ; and I hope," added 
the alderman, looking round, and laughing, ** l hope I*m 
as good a patron of the belles lettres as the head doctor 
of Westminster himself." 

Hollowa3r's eyes sparkled with joy at the sight of the 
glittering bribe. He began some speech in reply, in 
which he compared his father to Meecenas ; but bBing 
entangled in a sentence in which the nominative case 
had been too long separated from the verb, he was com- 
pelled to pause abruptly. Nevertheless, the alderman 
rubbed his hands with exultation ; and, ** Hear him ! hear 
him ! — hear your member !" was vociferated by all the 
friends of the young orator. ** Well, really," concluded 
his mother to the ladies, who were complimenting her 
upon her son's performance, " it was not a bad speech, 
considering he had nothing to say !" 

Lord Rawson, who was one of the company, now con- 
gratulated his friend in a whisper — " You've made a good 
job of it to-day, Augustus," said he ; " solid pudding's 
better than empty praise. We're going," continued his 
lordship to the alderman, " to try my new horses this 
evening ;" and he pulled Augustus with him out of the 
room. 

" There they go," said the prudent father, delighted 
with his own son's being the chosen friend of a noble- 
man — ^^ there they go, arm in arm, a couple of rare ones . 
we shall have fine work with them,.I foresee, when Au- 
gustus gets to college — ^but young men of spirit must not 
be curbed like common boys — ^we must make allowances 
—I have been young myself— hey, Mr. Supine 1" 

" Certainly, sir," said the obsequious tutor ; *' and you 
have still all the sprightliness of youth ; and my ideas of 
education square completely with yours." 

According to Alderman Holloway's ideas of educa- 



188 THS GOOD AVKT« 

tion, the hc^ydays were always to be made a season €t( 
complete idleness and dissipation, to relieve his son from 
his school studies. It was his great delight to contrast 
the pleasures of home with the hardships of school, and 
to make his son compare the indulgence of a father with 
the severity of a schoolmaster. How he could expect 
an education to succeed which he sedulously endeav- 
oured to counteract, it may be difficult for any rational 
person to conceive. 

After Lord Rawson and HoUoway had enjoyed the 
pleasures of driving the new horses, tandem, in a dog- 
cart, and had conversed about dogs and horses till they 
had nothing left to say to each other, his lordship pro- 
posed stepping in to Mr. Carat, the jeweller's shop, to 
look at some new watches : his lordship said he was 
tired of his own, for he had had it six months. Mr 
Carat was not in the way when they first went in. One 
of the young* men who attended in the shop said, " that 
his master was extremely busy, in settling some ac- 
counts with a captain of a ship who was to leave Eng- 
land in a few days." 

" Don't tell me of settling accounts," cried Lord Raw- 
son — " I hate the sound of settling accounts : run and 
tell Mr. Carat that Lord Rawson is here, and must speak 
to him this instant, for I'm in a desperate hurry." 

A quarter of an hour elapsed before the impatient lord 
could be obeyed ; during this time, his lordship and Hol- 
loway rummaged over every thing in the shop. A pretty 
bauble to hang to his watch caught his lordship's fancy. 
His lordship happened to have no money in his pocket. 
"Holloway," said he, "my good fellow, you've ten 
guineas in your pocket, I know : do lend me them here." 
HoUoway, rather proud of his riches, lent his ten guineas 
to his noble friend with alacrity ; but a few minutes after- 
ward recollected that he should want five of them, that 
very night, to pay the poor stage-coachman. His recol- 
lection came too late, for after Lord Rawson had paid 
three or four guineas for his trinket, he let the remainder 
of the money down, with an absent nonchalance, into 
his pocket. " We'll settle — 111 pay you, HoUoway, to- 
morrow morning, you know." 

HoUoway, from false shame, replied, " O, very weU." 
And at this instant Mr. Carat entered the shop, bowing 
and apologizing to his lordship for having been busy. 

'*l'm always, to be sure, in a yery great hurry," cried 
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Lord Rawson ; " I never have a minute that I can call 
my own. All* I wanted, though, just now, was to tell 
you that I could not settle any thing — ^you understand— 
till we come back from Marryborough. I go down there 
to-morrow." 

The Jew bowed with unlimited acquiescence, assuring 
his lordship that he should ever wait his perfect conve- 
nience. As he spoke he glanced an inquiring eye upon 
Holloway. 

" Mr. Holloway, the eldest, the only son of Alderman 
Holloway — rich as a Jew ! and he'll soon leave West- 
minster," whispered Lord Rawson to the Jew. ** Hol- 
loway," continued he, turning to his friend, " give me 
leave to introduce Mr. Carat to you. You may," added 
his lordship, lowering his voice, " find this Jew a useful 
friend some time or other, my lad. He's my man in ail 
money jobs." 

The Jew and the schoolboy seemed equally flattered 
and pleased by this introduction; they were quickly 
upon familiar terms with one another ; and Mr. Carat, 
who was willing that such an acquaintance should begin 
in the most advantageous and agreeable manner on his 
part, took the young gentleman, with an air of mystery 
and confidence, into a little room behind the shop ; there 
he produced a box full of old-fashioned second-hand 
trinkets, and Without giving Holloway time to examine 
them, said that he was going to make a lottery of these 
things. "If I had any young favourite friends," con- 
tinued the wily Jew, " I should give them a Uttle whisper 
in the ear, and bid them try their fortune ; they never 
will have a finer opportunity." He then presented a 
handbill, drawn up in a style which even Messrs. Good- 
luck and Co. need not have disdained to admire. The 
youth was charmed with the composition. The Jew 
made him a present of a couple of tickets for himself, 
and gave him a dozen more to distribute among his com- 
panions at Westminster. Holloway readily undertook 
to distribute the tickets^ upon condition that he might 
have a list of the prizes in the lottery. " If they don't 
see a list of the prizes," said he, " not a soul will 
put in." 

The Jew took a pen immediately, and drew, up a cap- 
tivating list of prizes. 

Holloway promised to copy it, because Mr. Carat said 
his hand must not appear in the business, and it must be 
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conducted with the strictest secrecy ; because " the law,** 
added the Jew, *' has a little jealousy of these sort of 
things — government likes none but licensed lotteries, 
young gentleman." 

" The law ! I don't care what the law likes," replied 
the schoolboy ; " if I break the law I hope I'm rich 
enough to pay the forfeit, or my father will pay for me, 
which is better still." 

To this doctrine the Jew readily assented, and they 
parted, mutually satisfied with each other. 

It was agreed that Lord Rawson should drive his 
friend to Marryborough the next Tuesday, and that he 
should return on Wefiiesday, with Holloway, to West- 
minster, on purpose that he might meet Mr. Carat there, 
who was then to deUver the prizes. 
, •* I'll lay you a bet," cried Lord Rawson, as he left the 
Jew's, ** that you'll have a prize yourself. Now are you 
not obliged to me for introducing you to Carat t" 

" Yes, that I am," replied Holloway : " it's easier to 
put into the lottery than to write Latin verses and Eng- 
lish essays. I'll puzzle and bore myself ik> more with 
those thuiffs, I promise my father." 

" Who does, after thejr've once left school, I want to 
know t" said his noble friend. " I'm sure I've forgot all 
I ever learned from Latin and Greek fellows ; you know 
they tell just for nothing when one gets into the 
world. I make it a principle never to talk of books, for 
nobody does, you know, that has any thing else to talk 
of. None but quizzes and quozzes ever came out with 
any thing of that sort. Now, how they'd stare at Mar- 
ryborough, Holloway, if you were to begin six)rting 
some of your Horace and Virgil !" 

The dashing, yet bashful schoolboy, with much emo- 
tion, swore that he cared as little for Horace and Virgil 
as his lordship did. Holloway was really an excellent 
scholar, but he began to be heartily ashamed of it in his 
lordship's company, and prudently resolved tc» adopt the 
principles he had just heard ; to forget, as fast as possi- 
ble, all he had learned ; never to talk of boolcs ; and to 
conceal both his knowledge and abilities, lest they should 
stare at him at Marryborough. 

The lottery-tickets were easily disposed of among the 
young gentlemen at Westminster. As young men can 
seldom calculate, they are always eady to trust to their 
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mdiTidual ^ood fortune, and they are, consequently, ever 
ready to put into any species of lottery. 

" Look here !" cried little Oliver, showing a lotteiy- 
ticket to Howard; "look what Holloway has just 
offered to give me, instead of half-a*guinea, which he 
owes me. I told him I would just run and ask your 
advice. Shall I accept of it 1'* 

" I would advise you not," answered Howard : " you 
are sure of your half-guinea, and you have only a chance 
of getting any thing in the lottery." 

•* 0, but then I've a chance of such a number of fine 
things ! You have not seen the list of prizes. Do you 
know there's a watch among them ? Now, suppose my 
ticket should come up a prize, and that I should get a 
watch for my half-guinea ! — a real watch ! — a watch that 
would go ! — a watch that I should wind up myself every 
night ! O, Charles ! would not that be a good bargain 
for my half-guinea? I'm sure you have not read the 
list of prizes, have youl" 

" No ; I have not," said Howard : "have you seen the 
list of blanks r 

" Of blanks ! no," said Oliver, with a changed counte 
nance ; " I never thought of the blanks." 

" And yet in most lotteries there are many more Uanks 
than prizes, you know." 

" Are there ? Well, but I hope I shall not have a 
blank," said Oliver. 

" So everybody hopes, but some people must be dis- 
appointed." 

" Yes," said the Uttle boy, pausing — "but then some 
people must win, and I have as good a chance as another, 
have not I ?" 

"And do you know what the chance against your 
winning is ? Once I had a great mind, as you have now, 
Oliver^ to put into a lottery. It was just after my aunt 
lost all her fortune, and I thought that if 1 were to get 
the twenty thousand pound prize, I could give it to her." 

" I'll give my watch (if I get it, I mean) to somebody. 
I'll f^ye it to the mulatto woman, because she is poor. 
No ; I'll give it to you, because you are the best, and I 
love you the best, and I am more obliged to you than to 
anybody in the world, for you have taught me more ; 
and you have taught me as I was never taught before, 
without laughing at, or scolding, or frightening, or call- 
ing me blockhead or dunce; and you have made mo 

Vol. l,--S 
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think a ereat deal better of myself; and I am always 
happy when Vm with you; and I'm quite another crea- 
ture since you came to schooL I hope yonVl nerer 
leave school while I am here," cried Oliver. 

*' But you have quite forgot the lottery," said Howard, 
smiling, and much touched by his little friend's simfdi- 
city and enthusiasm. 

** 0, the lottery ! ay," said Oliver, "you were telling 
me something about yourself; do go on.** 

" I once thought, as you do now, that it would be a 
charming thing to put into a lottery.** 

** Wel^ and did you win I** 

"No.** 

** Did you lose V 

" No.'* 

"How then t" 

" I did not put into the lottery, for I was convinced 
that it was a foolish way of spending money.** 

** If you think it's fooUsh or wrong," said Oliver, "I'll 
have nothing to do with this lottery." 

" I don't want to govern you by my opinion," said 
Howard ; " but if you have patience to attend to all the 
reasons that convinced me, you will be able to judge, 
and form an opinion for yourself. You know I must 
leave school some time or other, and then — ^ 

" Well, don't talk of that, but tell me all the reasons, 
quick." 

" I can't tell them so quickly," said Howard, laugh- 
ing : " when we go home this evening, I'll ask my aunt 
to look for the passage in Smith's Wealth of Nations, 
which she showed me." 

" Oh !" interrupted Oliver, with a sigh, " SmMs 
Wealth of what 1 That's a book, I'm sure, I shall never 
be able to understand : is it not that great large book 
that Mr. Russell reads 1" 

"Yes." 

" But I shall never understand it.'* 

" Because it's a large book t" 

" No," said Oliver, smiling, " but because I suppose 
it's very difficult to understand." 

" Not what I have read of it : but I have only read 
passages here and there. That passage about lotteries, 
I think you would understand, because it is so plainly 
written." 

" I'll read it, then," said OUver, " and try ; and in tho 
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mean time 111 go and tell HoUoway that I had rather not 
put into the lottery till I know whether it's right or 
not.'' 

Holloway flew into a violent passion with little Oliver 
when lie went to return his lottery-ticket. He abused 
and ridiculed Howard for his interference, and succeeded 
so well in raising a popular cry, that the moment How- 
ard appeared on the play-ground, a general hiss, suc- 
ceeded by a deep groan, was heard. Howard recol- 
lected the oracle's answer to Cicero, and was not dis- 
mayed by the voice of the multitude. Holloway threw 
down half-a-guinea, to pay Oliver, and muttered to him- 
self, " I'll make you remember this, Mr. Oliver." 

'* I'll give this half-guinea to the mulatto woman, and 
that's much better than putting it into a lottery, Charles,** 
said the Uttie boy ; and as soon as the business of the 
dajr was done, OUver, Howard, and Mr. Russell took 
their usual evening's walk towards the gardener's house. 

" Ay, come in," cried old Paul, " come in ! God bless 
you all ! I don't know which is the best of you. I've 
been looking out of my door this quarter of an hour for 
ye," said he, as soon as he saw them ; '* and I don't know 
when I've been idle a quarter of an hour afore. But 
I've put on my best coat, though it's not Sunday, and 
wife has treated her to a dish of tea, and she's up and 
dressed — the mulatto woman, I mean — and quite hearty 
again. Walk in, walk in ; it will do your hearts good to 
see her ; she's so grateful too, though she can't speak 
good English, which is her only fault, poor soul ; but we 
can't be bom what we Uke, or she would have been as 
good to Englishman as the best of us. Walk in, walk 
in. And the chimney does not smoke, master, no more 
tiian I do ; and the window opens too ; and the paper's 
up, and looks beautiful. God bless ye, God bless ye — 
walk in." Old Paul, while he spoke, had stopped the 
way mto the room ; but at length he recollected that 
they could not walk in while he stood in the doorway, 
and he let them pass. 

The little room was no longer the smoky, dismal, 
miserable place which it was formerly. It was neatly 
papered ; it was swept clean ; there was a cheerful fire, 
which burnt quite clearly: the mulatto woman was 
cleanly dressed and rising from her work, she clasped 
her hands together with an emotion of joyful gratitude, 
which said more than any words could have expressed. 
S3 
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This room was not papered, nor was the chimney 
cured of smoloDg, nor was the woman clad in new 
clothes, by magic. It was all done by hmnan meana- 
by the industry and abilities of a benevolent boy. 

The translation of the little French book, which How- 
ard had completed, procured him the means of doing 
good. The bookseller, to whom he offered it, was both 
an honest man, and a good judge of literary productions, 
Mr. Russell's name also operated in his pupil's favour, 
and Howard received ten guineas for his translation. 

Oliver was impatient for an opportunity to give his 
half-guinea, which he had held in his hand till it was 
quite warm. '* Let me look at that pretty thimble of 
yours," said he, going up to the mulatto woman, who 
had now taken up her work again; and as he playfully 
pulled off the thimble, he slipped his half-guinea into her 
nand : then he stopped her thanks by running on to a 
hundred questions about her thimble. '* What a strange 
thimble ! How came you by such a thimble 1 Was it 
given to you 1 Did you buy it ? What's the use of this 
screw round the inside of the rim of it ? Do look at it, 
Charles!" 

The thimble was, indeed, remarkable ; and it seemed 
extraordinary that such a one should belong to a poor 
woman, who had lately been in great distress. 

*' It is gold," said Mr. Russell, examining it, ^ and 
very old gold." 

The mulatto woman sighed ; and as she put the thim- 
ble upon her finger again, said, that she did not know 
whether it was gold or not ; but she had a great value for 
it ; that she had had it a great many years ; that it had 
been given to her by the fest friend she had ever had. 

" Tell me about that best friend," said Oliver ; " I like 
to hear about best friends." 

" She was a very good friend indeed ; though she was 
but young, scarcely bigger than yourself, at the time she 
gave me this thimble : she was my young mistress ; I 
came all the way from Jamaica on purpose to find out, 
and in hopes to live with her in my elder days." 

"Jamaica!" cried Howard — "Jamaica!" cried Oliver, 
in the same breath ; " what was her name 1" 

" Frances Howard." 

" My aunt !" exclaimed Howard. 

" I'U run and tell her ; I'll run and bring her here this 
instant !" said Oliver. But Mr. Russell caught hold of 
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him, and detained him while they further questioned the 
vomah. Her answers were perfectly consistent and 
satisfactory. She said that her mistress's estate, in 
Jamaica, had been sold just before she left the island ; 
that some of the old slaves had been set at hberty, by or- 
ders which came, she understood, in her mistress's last 
letter; and that, among the rest, she had been freed: 
that she had heard say, that her good mistress had de- 
sired the agent to give her also some little provtston 
ground upon the plantation, but that this had never been 
done ; and that she had sold all the clothes and little 
things she possessed to raise money to pay for her pas- 
sage to England, hoping to find her mistress in London. 
She added, that the agent had given her a direction to her 
mistress ; but that she had in vain applied at the house, 
and at every house in the same street. "Show us the 
direction, if you have it," said Mr. Russell. The woman 
said she had kept it very carefully; but now it was 
almost worn out. The direction was, however, still 
legible upon the ragged bit of paper, which she produced 
—To Mrs, France* Howard, Portman'square, London, 
The instant Mr. Russell was satisfied, he was as expe- 
ditious as Oliver himself^ they all three went honie im- 
mediately to Mrs. Howard: she had some time before 
been confined to her room by a severe toothache. " You 
promised me, aunt," said her nephew, " that as soon as 
you were well enough, you would go to old Paul's with 
us to see our poor woman ; can you go this evening !" 

" O do ! do, pray ; I'm sure you won't catch cold," said 
Oliver; " for we have a very particular reason for wish- 
ing you to go." 

" There is a sedan chair at the door," said Mr. Russell, 
" if you are afraid, madam, of catching cold." ' 

"I am not rich enough to go out in sedan chairs," in- 
terrupted Mrs. Howard, '' nor ptudent etiough,! am afraid, 
to stay at home." 

*«Oht thank you," said OHver, who had her clogs 
ready in his hands ; "now youll see something that will 
surprise you." 

" Then take care you don't tell me what it is, before I 
see it," said Mrs. Howard. 

Oliver with some difiiculty held his tongue during the 
walk, and contented himself with working off his^nijMr- 
fluous animation by jumping over every obstacle in hit 
way. 

36 
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The meeting between the poor mulatto woman and 
her mistress was as full of joy and surprise as little 
Oliver had expected ; and this is saying a great deal, for 
where much is expected there is usually iiiuch disap- 
pointment ; and very sympathetic people are often angry 
with others for not being as much astonished, or as 
much delighted, as they think the occasion requires. 



The day which Mr. Augustus Holloway imagined 
would bring him such complete fehcity — the day on 
which Lord Rawson had promised to call for him in his 
dog-cart, and to drive him down, random-tandem^ to Mar* 
ry borough — was now arrived. His lordship, in his dog- 
cart, was at the door; and Holloway, in high spirits, was 
just going to get into the carriage, when some oj^ pulled 
his coat, and begged to speak a few words withBp. It 
was the stage-coachman, who was absolutely i^Bstress 
for the value of the lost parcel, which Hollovm^ had 
promised him should be punctually paid : but HoOoway, 
now that his excursion to Marryborough was perfectly 
secure, thought but very little of the poor coachman^s 
difficulties ; and thdbgh he had the money which he had 
raised by the lottery-tickets in his pocket, he determined 
to keep that for his amusements during tl^e Easter holy- 
daysk " You must wait till I come back from Marry- 
borough ; I can't possibly speak to you now ; I can't pos- 
sibly, you see, keep Lord Rawson waiting. Why didn't 
you call sooner? lam not at all convinced that any 
parcel was lost." 

" I'll show you the books — ^it's book'd, sir," said the 
man, eagerly. 

" WeU, well, this is not a time to talk of booking. I'll 
be with you in an instant, my lord," cried Holloway 
to Lord Rawson, who was all impatience to be off. But 
the coachman would not quit his hold. " I'm sorry to 
come to that, master," said he : " as long as we were 
both upon honour together it was very well ; but if you 
break squares with me, being a gentleman, and rich, you 
can't take it ill, I being a poor man and my place and all 
at stake, if I take the shortest way to get my own : I 
must go to Dr. B. for justice, if you vvon't give it me 
without my peaching," said the coachman. 

" I'll see you again to-morrow morning," said Hollo- 
way, alarmed : " we come up to town again to morrow . 
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"To-morrow won't do," said the coachman; **I shall 
lose my place and my bread to-day. I know how to 
trust to young gentlemen's to-morrows." 

A volley of oaths from Lord Rawson again summoned 
his companion. At this instant, Mr. Russell, young 
Howard, and little Oliver, came up the street, and were 
passing on to Mrs. Howard's, when Holloway stopped 
Howard, who was the last of the party. ** For Heaven's 
sake," said he, in a whisper, '* do settle for me with this 
confounded coachman! I know you are rich; your 
bookseller told me so ; pay five guineas for me to him, 
and you shall have them again to-morrow, there's a good 
fellow. Lord Rawson's waiting; good-by." 

" Stay, stay," said Howard, who was not so easily to 
be drawn into difficulties by a moment's weakness, or by 
the want of a moment's presence of mind ; " I know no- 
thing of this business ; I have other uses for my money ; 
I cannot pay five guineas for you, Holloway." 

" Then let it alone," cried Holloway, with a brutal ex- 
ecration; and he forcibly broke from the coachman, 
shook hands with his tutor Mr. Supine, who was talking 
to Lord Rawson about the varnish of his gig, jumped into 
the carriage, and was whirled away from all reflection in 
a moment by his noble companion. 

The poor coachman entreated Howard to stay one in- 
stant to hear him. - He explained the business to him, 
and reproached himself bitterly for his folly. " I'm sure 
I thought," said he, *' I was sure of a gentleman's hon- 
our; and young gentlemen ought to be above not paying 
handsome for their frolics, if they must have frolics ; and 
afrohc's one thing, and cheating a poor man like me is 
another; and he had like to have killed a poor mulatto 
woman, too, by the overturn of the coach, which was all 
his doings." 

" The woman is got very well, and is very well off 
now," interrupted Howard; "you need say nothing 
about that." 

" Well, but my money, I must say about rAa/," said the 
coachman. Here Howard observed that Mr. Supine had 
remained at the door in a lounging attitude, and was 
quite near enough to overhear their conversation. How- 
ard, therefore, to avoid exciting his attention by any 
mysterious whispers, walked away from the coachman ; 
but in vain ; he followed ; " I'll peach," said he, " I must, 
in my own defence." 
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** Stay till to-molTOw morning," said Howard ; « per- 
haps you'll be paid then.** 

The coachman, who was a good-natured fellow, said, 
** Well, I don't like making mischief among young gen- 
tlemen; I will wait till to-morrow, but not a day more, 
master, if you'd go down on your knees to me." 

Mr. Supine, whose curiosity was fully awake, called to 
the coachman the moment Howard was out of hearing, 
and tried by rarious questions to draw the secret from 
him. The words ** overturn of the coach — mulatto womarh^ 
and the sentence, which the irritated coachman had pro- 
nounced in a raised voice, that ^^ young gentlemen should 
be above not paying handsome for their frolics,^ had reached 
Mr. Supine's attentive ear before Howard had been 
aware that the tutor was a listener. Nothing more could 
Mr. Supine draw, however, from the coachman, who 
now felt himself upon honour, having promised Howard 
not to peach till the next morning. Difficulties stimu- 
lated Mr. Supine's curiosity; but he remained, for the 
present, satisfied in the persuasion that he had discovered 
afine frolic' of the immaculate Mr. Charles Howard; his 
own pupil he did not suspect upon this occasion. Hol- 
loway's whisperings with the coachman had ended the 
moment Mr. Supine appeared at the door, and the tutor 
had in the same moment been so struck with the beau- 
tiful varnish of Lord Rawson's dog-cart, that his pupil 
might have whispered longer without rousing his atten- 
tion. Mr. Supine was further confirmed in his mistake 
about Howard from the recollection of the mulatto 
woman whom he had seen at the gardener's; he knew 
that . she had been hurt by a fall from a stage-coach. He 
saw Howard much mterested about her. All this he 
joined with what he had just overheard about a frolic, 
and he was rejoiced at the idea of impUcating in this 
business Mr. Russell, whom he disliked. 

Mr. Supine, having got rid of his pupil, went imme- 
diately to Alderman Hollo way's, where he had a general 
invitation to dinner. Mrs. Hollo way approved of her 
son's ti^tor full as much for his love of gossiping as for 
his musical talents : Mr. Supine constantly supplied her 
with news and anecdotes; upon the present occasion, 
he thought that his story, however imperfect, would be 
eagerly received, because it concerned Howard. 

Since the affair of the prize essay and the medal Mrs. 
HoUoway had taken a disUke to young Howard, whom 
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she considered as the enemy of her dear Augustus. No 
sooner had she heard Mr. Supine's blundering informa- 
tion than, without any further examination, she took the 
whole for granted : eager to repeat the anecdote to Mrs. 
Howard, she instantly wrote a note to her, saying that 
she would drink tea with her that evening. 

When Mrs. Holloway, attended by Mr. Supine, went 
in the evening to Mrs. Howard's, they found with her 
Mrs. B., the lady of Dr. B., the master of Westminster 
school. 

" Is not this an odd rencounter 1" whispered Mrs. Hol- 
loway to Mr. Supine, as she drew him to a recessed 
window, commodious for gossiping: *^I shall be called 
a tell-tale, I know, at Westminster; but I shall tell our 
story notwithstanding. I would keep any other boy's 
secret ; but Howard is such a saint : and I hate saints." 

A knock at the door interrupted Mrs. Holloway ; she 
looked out of the window. ** 0, here he comes up the 
steps,** continued she, " after his sober evening prome- 
nade, and his Mr. Russell with — rand, I declare, the mu- 
latto woman with him. Now for it !" 

Howard entered the room, went up to his aunt, and 
said, in a low voice, 

" Ma'am, poor Cuba is come ; she is rather tired with 
walking, and she is gone to rest herself in the front 
parlour." 

" Her lameness, though," pursued little Oliver, who 
followed Howard into the room, ** is almost well. I just 
asked her how high she thought the coach was from 
which she was — ^" 

A look from Howard made Oliver stop short; for 
though he did not understand the full meaning of it, he 
saw it was designed to silence him. Howard was afraid 
of betraying Hollo way's secret to Mr. Supine or to Mrs. 
Holloway ; his aunt sent him out of the room with some 
message to Cuba, which gave Mrs. Holloway an oppor- 
tunity of opening her business. 

" Pray," said she, " might I presume to ask — ^for I per- 
ceive the young gentleman has some secret to keep from 
me, which he may have good reasons for — may I, just to 
satisfy my own mind, presume to ask whether, as her 
name leads one to guess, your Cuba, Mrs. Howard, is a 
mulatto woman 1" 

Surprised by the manner of the question, Mrs. Howard 
coldly replied, " Yes, madam — ^a mulatto woman." 
S3 
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** And she is lame, I think, sir, you mentioned t^ per* 
sisted the curious lady, turning to little Oliver. 

^ Yes, she's a little lame still; but she will soon be 
quite weiL" 

^ 0, then her lameness come, I presume, from an ac- 
cident, sir, and not from her birth r* 

" From an accident, ma'am." 

" Oh ! an accident — a fall^-a fall from a coach — from a 
stage-coach, perhaps," continued Mrs. Hollo way, smiling 
siguificantly at Mr. Supine : "you take me for a conjuror, 
young gentleman, I see by your astonishment," continued 
she to Oliver ; ** but a little bird told me the whole story, 
, and I see Mrs. Howard knows how to keep a secret as 
well as myself." , 

Mrs. Howard looked for an explanation. 

**Nay," said Mrs. HoUoway; '*you know best, Mrs. 
Howard ; but as we're all out of school now, I shall not 
be afraid to mention such a little affair, even before the 
doctor's lady ; for, to be sure, she would never let it reach 
the doctor's ears." 

** Really, ma'am," said Mrs. Howard, " you puzzle me 
a little ; I wish you would explain yourself: 1 don't know 
what it is that you would not have reach tde doctor's 
ears." 

"You don't! — ^well, then, your nephew must have 
been very clever, to have kept you in the dark ; mustn't 
he, Mr. Supine t" 

" I always, you know, thought the young gentleman 
very clevevf ma'am," said Mr. Supine, with a malicious 
emphasis. 

Mrs. Howard's colour how rose, and with a mixture 
of indignation and anxiety she pressed botn Mr. Supine 
and Mrs. HoUoway to be explicit. " I hate mysteries I" 
said she. Mrs. HoUoway still hung back, saying it was 
a tender point, and hinting that it would lessen her esteem 
and confidence in one most dear to her, to hear the 
whole truth. 

"Do you mean Howard, ma'am 1" exclaimed little 
Oliver: " 0, speak ! speak ! it's impossible Charles How- 
ard can have done any thing wrong." 

" Go for him, my dear," said Mrs. Howard, resuming 
her composure ; " let him be present. I hate mysteries." 

" But, my dear Mrs. Howard," whispered Mrs. HoUo- 
way, " you don't consider ; you'U get your nephew into 
a shocking scrs^ ; the story will infallibly go from Mrs. 
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B. to Dr. B. You are warm, and donH consider con- 
sequences." 

" Charles," said Mrs. Howard to her nephew, the mo- 
ment he appeared, " from the time you were i^ve years 
old tin this instant I have never known you tell a false- 
hood ; I should therefore be very absurd* as w^ell as very 
unjust, if I were to doubt your integrity. Tell me — ^have 
you got into any difficulties 1 I would rather hear of 
them from yourself than from anybody else. Is there 
any mystery about overturning a stage-coach, that you 
know of, and that you have concealed from me ?" 

"There is a mystery, ma'am, about overturning a 
stage-coach," replied Howard, in a firm tone of voice ;i 
** but when I assure you that it is no mystery of mine — 
nothing in which I have myself any concern, I am sure 
that you will believe me, my dear aunt ; and that you will 
press me no further." 

"Not a word further, not a frown further," said his 
aunt, with a smile of entii-e confidence ; in which Mr. 
Russell joined, but which appeared inconiprehen^Me to 
Mr. Supine. 

" Very satisfactory indeed !" said that gentleman, lean- 
ing back in his chair; "I never heard any thing more 
satisfactory to my mind." 

** Perfectly satisfactory, upon my word !" echoed Mrs. 
Hollo way; but no looks, no innuendoes, could now dis- 
turb Mrs. Howard's security, or disconcert the resolute 
simplicity which appeared in her nephew's countenance. 
Mrs. Hollo way, internally devoured by curiosity, was 
compelled to submit in silence. This restraint soon be- 
came so irksome to her^ that she shortened her visit as 
much as she decently could. 

In crossing the passage to go to her carriage, she 
caught a glimpse of the mulatto woman, who was going 
into a parlour. Resolute, at all hazards, to satisfy her- 
self, Mrs. Holloway called to the retreating Cuba— 4)egsui 
by asking some civil questions about her health ; then 
spoke of the accident she had lately met with ; and, in 
short, by a skilful cross-examination, drew her whole 
story from her. The gratitude with which the poor 
woman spoke of Howard's humanity was by no means 
pleasing to Mr. Supine. 

" Then it was not he wko overturned the coach ?" said 
Mrs. Holloway. 

The woman eagerly replied, "O no, madam!" and 
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proceeded to draw, ^is well as she could> a description 
of the youth who had been mounted upon the coach-box ; 
she had seen him only by the light of the moon, and 
afterward by the light of a lantern; but she recollected 
his figure so well, and described him so accurately, that 
Mr* Supine knew the picture instantly, and Mrs. Hollo- 
way whispered to him, " Can it be Augustus ?" 

"Mr. Hollo way! — impossible! — I suppose — ^ 

But the woman interrupted him by saying that she 
recollected to have heard the young gentleman called by 
that name by the coachman. 

The mother and the tutor were nearly alike confounded 
by this discovery. Mrs. Hollo way got into her carriage, 
and, in their way home, Mr. Supine represented that he 
should be ruined for ever with the alderman, if this trans- 
action came to his knowledge ; that, in fact, it was a mere 
boyish frolic ; but that the alderman might not consider 
it in that light, and would, perhaps, make Mr. Augustus 
feel his serious displeasure. The fooUsh mother, out of 
mistaken good-nature, at length promised to be silent 
upon the subject. But before he slept, Alderman Hollo- 
way heard the whole story. The footman who had at- 
tended the carriage was at the door when Mrs. Hollo- 
way was speaking of the mulatto woman, and had lis- 
tened to every word that was said. This footman was in 
the habit of telling his master, when he attended him at 
night, all the news which he had been able to collect in 
the day. Mr. Supine was no favourite of his ; because, 
whenever the tutor came to the house, he gave a great 
deal of trouble, being too indolent, to do any thing for 
himself, and yet not sufficiently rich, or sufficiently gen- 
erous, to pay' the usual premiums for the active civility 
of servants. This footman was not sorry to have an op- 
portunity of repeating any story that might injure Mr. 
Supine with his master. Alderman Hollo way heard it 
under the promise of concealing the name of the person 
who had given him the information, and resolved to dis- 
cover the truth of the affair the next day, when he was to 
visit his son at Westminster. 

But we must now return to Mrs. Howard's. We men- 
tioned that Mrs. B. spent the evening with her. Dr. B., 
soon after Mrs. Holloway went away, called to take his 
lady home : he had been engaged to spend the evening at 
a card assembly ; but as he was a man who liked agree 
able conversation better than cards, he had made his 
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escape from a rout, to spend half an hour with Mrs. How- 
ard and Mr. RusselL The doctor was a man of various 
literature ; able to appreciate others, he was not insensi- 
hie to the pleasure of seeing himself appreciated. Half 
an hour passes quicldy in agreeable- conversation: the 
doctor got into an argument concerning the propriety uf 
the distinction made by some late metaphysical writers 
between imagination and fancy. Thence he was led to 
some critical remarks upon Warton's beautiful Ode to 
Fancy ; then to the never-ending debate upon original 
genius ; including also the doctrine of hereditary temper 
and dispositions, which the doctor warmly supported, and 
which Mrs. Howard coolly questioned. 

In the midst of their conversation they were suddenly 
interrupted by a groan. They all looked round to see 
whence it came. It came from little Oliver : he was 
sitting at a little table at the farther end of the room, 
reading so intently in a large book, that he saw nothing 
else : a long unsnuffed candle, with a perilous fiery sum- 
mit to its black wick, stood before him, and his left arm 
embraced a thick china jar, against which he leaned his 
head. There was, by common consent, a general silence 
in the room, while every one looked at Oliver as at a 
picture. Mrs. Howard moved gently round behind his 
chair to see what he was reading : the doctor followed 
her. It was the account of the execution of two rebel 
Koromant3m negroes, related in Edwards's History of the 
West Indies.* To try Whether it would interrupt OUver's 
deep attention, Mrs. Howard leaned over him, and snuffed 
his dim candle ; but the light was lost upon him — ^he did 
not feel the obhgation. Dr. B. then put his hand upon 
the jar, which he pulled from Ohver's embrace. " Be 
quiet ! I must finish this !" cried Oliver, still holding fast 
the jar, and keeping his eyes upon the book. . The doc- 
tor gave a second pull at the jar, and the little boy made 
an impatient push with his elbow ; then casting his eye 
upon the large hand which pulled the jar, he looked up, 
surprised, in the doctor^s face. 

The nice china jar which Oliver had held so sturdily 
was very precious to him. His uncle had just sent him 
two jars of fine West India sweetmeats. One of these 
he had shared with his companions : the other he had 
kept to give to Mrs. Howard^ who had once said, in his 

* V«l. iL p. 57, second editloo. 
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hearing, that she was fond of West India sweetmeats. 
She accepted Oliver's Uttle present. Children sometimes 
feel as much pleasure in giving away sweetmeats as in 
eating them ; and Mrs. Howaiti too well understood the 
art of education, even in trifles, to deny to grateful and 
generous feelings their natural and hecessary exercise. 
A child can show gratitude and generosity only in trifles. 

** Are these all the sweetmeats that you have left, Oli- 
ver 1" said Mrs. Howard. 

"Ves— aU." 

** Was not Rousseau wrong, Dr. B.," said Mrs. How- 
ard, " when he asserted that no child ever gives away Am 
last mouthful of any thing good?" 

" Of any thing good /" said the doctor, laughing ; " when 
I have tasted these sweetmeats, I shall be a better judge.'* 

** You shall taste them this minute, then," said Mrs. 
Howard ; and she rang for a plate^ while the doctor, to 
little Oliver's great amusement, exhibited various pre- 
tended signs of impatience, as Mrs. Howard deliberate^ 
untied the cover of the jar. One cover after another she 
slowly took off; at length the last transparent cover was 
lifted up ; the doctor peeped in ; but lo ! instead of sweet- 
meats, there appeared nothing but paper. One crumpled 
roll of paper after another Mrs. Howard pulled out ; still 
no sweetmeats. The jar was entirely stufled with paper 
to the very bottom. Oliver was silent with amazement. 

" The sides of the jar are quite clean," said Howard. 

^' But the inside of the paper that covered it is stained 
with sweetmeats," said Dr. B. 

"There must have been sweetmeats in it lately," 
said Mrs. Howard, " because the jar smells so strongly 
of them." 

Among the pieces of crumpled paper which had been 
pulled out of the jar. Dr. B. espied one on which there 
appeared some writing : he looked it over. 

" Humph ! What have we here ? What's this 1 What 
can this be about a lottery ? — ^tickets, price half-a-guinea 
— ^prizes — gold watch ! — silver ditto— <;hased tooth-pick 
case — ^buckles — ^knee buckles. What is all this I — ^April 
10th, 1797 — the drawing to begin— prizes to be de- 
livered at Westminster School, by Aaron Carat, jeweller ! 
Hey, young gentlemen," cried Dr. B., looking at Oliver 
and Charles, " do you know any thing of this lottery 1" 

"I have no concern in it, sir, I assure you,"" said 
Howard. 
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« Nor I, thank goodness— I mean, thank you, Charles," 
exclaimed Oliver ; " for you hindered me from putting 
into the lottery: how very lucky I was to take your 
advice !" 

" How very wise, you should say, Oliver," said Dr. 
B. ** I must inquire into this business ; I must find out 
who ordered these things from Mr. Aaron Carat. There 
shall be no lotteries, no gaming at Westminster School, 
while I have power to prevent it. To-jnorrow morning 
ril inquire into this affair ; and to-morrow morning we 
shall also know, my little fellow, what became of your, 
sweetmeats." 

" O, never mind that^^ cried the good-natured Ohver ; 
" don't say any thing, pray, sir, about my sweetmeats : 
I don't mind about them 5 I know already — I guess, now, 
who took them ; therefore you need not ask ; I dare say 
it was only meant for a joke." 

Dr. B. made no reply, but folded up the paper which 
he had been reading, put it into his pocket, and soon 
after took his leave. 



Lord Rawson was one of those young men who mea- 
sure their own merit and felicit}' by the number of miles 
which their horses can go in a day ; he undertook to 
drive his friend up from M arryborough to Westminster, 
a distance of forty miles, in five hours. The arrival of 
his lordship's gig was a signal for which several people 
were in waiting at Westminster School. The stage- 
coachman was impatiently waiting to demand his money 
from Holloway. Mr. Carat, the jeweller, was arrived, 
and eager to settle with Mr. Holloway about the lottery : 
he had brought the prizes in a small case, to be delivered, 
upon receiving from Holloway the money for all the 
tickets of which he had disposed. Dr. B. was waiting 
for the arrival of Mr. Holloway, as he had determined 
to collect all his pupils together, and to examine into the 
lottery business. Little Oliver was also watching for 
Holloway, to prevent mischief, and to assure him of for- 
giveness about the sweetmeats. 

Lord Rawson's dog-cart arrived : Holloway saw the 
stage-coachman as he alighted, and abruptly turning 
from him, shook hands with little Oliver, saying, " You 
look as if you had b^en waiting for me." 
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" Yes," saii Oliver: " but I can't say what I want to 
Hay before everybody." 

•* rU wait upon you presently " said Hollowly, escap- 
ing from the coachman. As he crossed the hall, he 
descried Mr. Carat, and a crowd of boys surrounding 
him, crying, " Mr. Carat's come — he has brought the 
prizes — ^he's brought the prizes ! he'll show them all as 
soon as you've settled with him." HoUoway called 
to the Jew ; but little Oliver insisted upon being heard 
first. 

^You must hear me : I have something to say to you 
about the prizes — about the lottery." 

The words arrested Holloway's attention : he followed 
Oliver ; heard with surprise and consternation the his- 
tory of the paper which had been found in the jar, by 
Dr. B. " I've done for myself now, faith !" he exclaimed ; 
** I suppose the doctor luiows all about the hand / have 
in the lottery." 

** No," replied Oliver, " he does not." 

" Why, you must have known it ; and did not he ques- 
tion you and Howard 1" 

" Yes ; but when we told him that we had nothing to 
do with it, he did not press us further." 

** You are really a noble little fellow," exclaimed Hol- 
loway, ^ to bear me no malice for the many ill turns I 
have done you : this last has fallen upon myself, as ill- 
luck would have it ; but before we go any further — your 
sweetmeats are safe in the press, in my room ; I cUdn't 
mean to steal them; only to plague you, child: — but 
you have your revenge now." 

" I don't want any revenge, indeed," said Ohver, " for 
I'm never happy when I've quarrelled with anybody: 
and even when people quarrel with me, I don't feel quite 
sure thajt I'm in the right, which makes me uncomfort- 
able ; and, besides, I don't want to find out that they are 
quite in the wrong ; and that makes me uncomfortable 
the other way. After all, quarrelling and bearing malice 
are very disagreeable things, somehow or other* Don't 
you, when you have made it up with people, and shaken 
hands, Holloway — don't you feel quite hght, and ready 
to jump again ? So shake hands, if you are not above 
shaking hands with such a little boy as I am ; and X 
shall never think again about the sweetmeats, or old/o^ 
times." 

Holloway could not help feeling touched. "Here's 
toy hand," cried he ; " I'm sorry I've tormented you so 
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often; 111 never plague you any more. But now — I 
don*t know what upon earth to do. Where's Charles 
Howard ? If he can't help me, I'm undone. I have got 
into more scrapes than I can get out of, I know. I wish 
I could see Howard." 

" I'll run and bnng him to you ; he's the best person at 
knowing what should be done — at least for me, I know 
—that ever i saw." 

Hollo way abruptly began, as soon as Howard came 
up to him : " Howard," said he, ** you know this plaguy 
lottery business— but you don't know half yet : here's 
Carat come to be paid for his tickets ; and here's that 
dunning stage-coachman sticks close to me for his five 
guineas ; and not one farthing have I upon earth !" 

'* Not a farthing ! but you don't mean that you have 
not the money for Mr. Carat?" 

" But I <io though." 

"Why, you cannot have spent it since yesterday 
morning]" 

** No ; but I have lost half and lent half; and the half 
that I have lent is gone for ever, I'm afraid, as much as 
that which I lost." 

" Who did you lend the money to t How did you 
lose it 1" * 

^ I lost part to Sir John O'Shannon, last night, at 
billiards— more fool I to play, only because I wanted to 
cut a figure among those fine people at Marryborough. 
I wonder my father lets me go there ; I know I sha'n't 
go back there this Easter, unless Lord Rawson makes 
me an apology^ I can tell him. I've as good a right to 
be upon my high horse as he has ; for though his father's 
an earl, my father's a great deal richer, I know ; and has 
lent him a great deal of money too, and that's the only 
reason he's civil to us ; but I can tell him—" 

Here Howard brought the angry Holloway from his 
high horse, by asking what all tins had to do with Mr. 
Carat, who was waiting to be paid 1 

" Why, don't I explain to you," said Holloway, " that 
I lent him — Lord Rawson I mean — all the money I had 
left yesterday, and I couldn't get it out of him again, 
though I told him my distress about the stage-coach- 
man ! Did you ever know any thing so selfish 1 Did 
you ever know any thing so shabby? so shameful? And 
then to make me his butt, as he did last night at supper, 
because there were two or three dashing young men oy ; 
I think more of thai than all the rest. Do you know^ 
36 
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he asked me to eat custard with my apple-pie, just to 
point me out for an alderman's son ; and when I only 
differed from him about Captain Shouldham's puppy's 
ears, Lord Rawson said, to be sure, I must know about 
dogs' 'ears, just to put me in mind that I was a school- 
boy ; but I'll never go to Marryborough any more, unless 
he begs my pardon. I've no notion of being an humble 
friend ; but it does not signify being in a passion about 
it now," continued Hollo way. "What I want you, 
Howard, to do for me is, just to think ; for I can't think 
at present, I'm in such a hurry, with all these things 
coming across me at once. What can I do to find money 
for the stage-coachman and for. Mr. Carat 1 Why both 
together come to fifteen guineas.— And what can I do 
about Dr. B, t And do you know my father is coming 
here this very morning 1 Ho w shall I manage ? He'd 
never forgive me : at least he'd not give me any money, 
for I don't know how long, if these things were to come 
out. What would you advise me to do 1" 

Howard, with his usual honest policy, advised Hol- 
loway at once to teU all the circumstances to his father. 
Holloway was at first much alarmed at this proposal, 
and insisted upon it that this method would not do at aU 
with^he alderman, though it might do very well with 
such a woman as Mrs. Howard. At length, however, 
overcome, partly by the arguments, and partly by the 
persuasion of his new adviser, Holloway determined 
upon his confession. 

Alderman Holloway arrived^ and was beginning to 
talk to Dr. B. of his son's proficiency in his studies, when 
the young gentleman made his a^^arance, with a coun- 
tenance extremely embarrassed and agitated. The sight 
of Dr. B. deprived Holloway of courage to speak, 'flie 
doctor fixed his penetrating eye upon the pale culprit, 
who immediately stopped short in the middle of the 
room, stammering out, "I came to speak, sir — I had 
something to say to my father, sir — ^I came, if you please, 
to speak to my father, sir." To Holloway's utter as- 
tonishment, Dr. B.'s countenance and manner suddenly 
changed at these words ; all his severity vanished ; and, 
with a look and voice the most encouraging, he led the 
abashed youth towards his father. 

" You came to speak to your father, sir 1 Spjeak to 
him then without fear, without reserve : you wfll cer- 
tainly find in a father your most indulgent friend. YVi 
^ieave vou together." 
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This opening of the case by Dr. B. was of equal ad- 
Tantage both to the father and to the son. Alderman 
HoUoway, though without literature, was not without 
understanding ; his affection for his son made him quickly 
comprehend the good sense of the doctor's hint. The 
alderman was not surprised by the story of the overturn 
of the stage-coach, because he had heard it before from 
his footman. But the lottery transaction with the Jew 
^-and, above all, with the loss and loan of so much 
money to his friend Lord Rawson struck him with some 
astonishment; yet he commanded his temper, '»'hich 
was naturally violent ; and, after a constrained silence, 
he begged his son tp summon Mr. Supine. " At least," 
cried the alderman, *' I've a right to be in a passion with 
that careless, indolent, dilettanti puppy, whom I've been 
paying all this while for taking such care of you. I 
wish I had hold of his German f&te at this instant. You 
are very right, Augustus, to come like a man, and tell 
me all these things ; and now I must tell you that some 
of them I had heard of before. I wish I had that Jew, 
that Mr. Carat of yours, here ! and that stage-coachman, 
who had the impertinence to take you out with him at 
night. But it's all Mr. Supine's fault — and mine, for not 
choosing a better tutor for you. As to Lord Rawson, I 
can't blame you either much for that, for I encouraged 
the connexion, I must own. I'm glad you have quar- 
relled with him, however; and pray look out for a 
better friend as fast as possible. You were very right 
to tell me sdl these things ; on that consideration, and 
that only, I'll lend my hand to getting you out of these 
scrapes." 

" For that," cried HoUoway, " I may thank Howard, 
then ; for he advised and urged me to tell you all this at 
once." 

** Call him ; let me thank him," said the alderman ; 
"he's an excellent young man then — call him." 

Dr. B. now entered the room with little Oliver. ' 

When HoUoway returned with Howard, he beheld 
the stage-coachman standing silent on one side of his 
father ; Mr. Carat, the Jew, on the other side, jabbering 
an unintelUgible vindication of himself; while Dr. B. 
was contemplatmg the box of lottery prizes, which lay 
open upon the table. Mr. Supine, leaning against the 
chimney-piece, appeared in the attitude of an Antinoua^ 
in despair. 
. " Come, my Uttle friend," said Dr. B. to DUver, *• you 
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did not put into the lottery, I understand. Cboose ftom 
among these things whatever you please. It is better 
to trust to prudence than fortune, you see. Mr. Howard, 
I know that I am rewarding you at this instant, in the 
manner you best like, and best deserve." 

There was a large old-fashioned chased gold toothpick 
case, on which Oliver immediately fixed his eye. After 
examining it very carefully, he drew the doctor aside, 
and, after some consultation, Oliver left the room hastily ; 
while the alderman, with all the eloquence of which he 
was master, expressed his gratitude to Howard for the 
advice which he had given his son. " Cultivate this 
young gentleman's friecSship,** added he, turning to Hoi- 
loway : " he has not a title ; but even /, Augustus, am 
now ready to acknowledge he is worth twenty Lord Raw- 
sons« Had he a title, he would grace it ; and that's as 
much as I can say for any man." 

The Jew, all this time, stood in the greatest trepida- 
tion ; he trembled lest the alderman' should have him 
t^en up and committed to jail for his illegal, unlicensed 
lottery. He poured forth as many protestations as his 
knowledjge of the English language could afford of the 
purity of his intentions; and, to demonstrate his disin^ 
terestedness, began to display the trinkets in his prize- 
box, with a panegyric upon each. Dr. B. interrupted 
him by paying for the toothpick case which he had 
bought for Oliver. " Now, Mr. Carat," said the doctor, 
^ you will please to return, in the first place, the money 
you have received for your illegal lottery tickets." 

The word illegal^ pronounced in a tremendous tone, 
operated instantaneously upon the Jew ; his hand, which 
had closed upon Holloway's guineas, opened ; be laid the 
money down upon the table ; but mechanically seized 
his box of trinkets, which he seemed to fear would be 
the next seized, as forfeits. No persons are so appre- 
hensive of injustice and fraud as those who are them- 
selves dishonest. Mr. Carat, bowing repeatedly to Al- 
derman Holloway, shuffled towards the door, asking if 
he might now depart ; when the door opened with such 
a force as almost to push the retreating Jew upon his face. 

Little Oliver, out of breath, burst into the room, whis* 
pered a few words to Dr. B. and Alderman Holloway, 
who answered, *< He may come in ;" and a tall, stout 
man, an officer from Bow-street, immediately entered. 
^.There's your man, sir," said the alderman, pointing to 
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the Jew; "there is Mr. Carat." The man instantly 

seized Mr. Carat, produced a warrant from Justice , 

for apprehending the Jew upon suspicion of his having 
in his possession certain vahiahle jewels, the property 
of Mrs. Frances Howard. 

Oliver was eager to explain. " Do you know, How- 
ard," said he, " how all this came about ? Do you know 
your aunt's gone to Bow-street, and has taken the mu- 
latto woman with her, and Mr. Russell has gone with her; 
and she thinks — and /think — she'll certainly have her jew- 
els, her grandmother's jewels, that were left in Jamaica." 

** How t but how ?" exclaimed Howard. 

"Why," said Oliver, "by the toothpick case. The 
reason I chose that toothpick case out of the Jew's box 
was, because it came into my head, the minute I saw it, 
that the mulatto woman's curious thimble — ^you remem- 
ber her thimble, Howard — would just fit one end of 
it. I ran home and triAl it, and the thimble screwed on 
as nicely as possible ; and the chasing, as Mr. Russell 
said, and the colour of the gold, matched exactly. O ! 
Mrs. Howard was so surprised when we showed it to . 
her — so astonished to see this toothpick case in Eng^ 
land; for it had been left, she said, with all her grand- 
mother's diamonds and things, in Jamaica." 

"Yes," interrupted Howard ; "I remember my aunt 
told us, when you asked her about Cuba's thimble, that 
she gave it to Cuba when she was a child, and that it be- 
longed to some old trinket. Go on." 

" Well, where was I ? — O, then, as soon as she saw 
the toothpick case, she asked how it had been found ; 
and I told her all about the lottery and Mr. Carat.; then 
she and Mr. Russell consulted, and away they went, with 
Cuba, in a coach ; and all the rest you know ; and I wish 
I could hear the end of it !" 

" And so you shall, my good little fellow ; we'll all go 
together, to hear the Jew's examination : you shall go with 
me in my coach to Bow-street," said Alderman HoUoway. 

In the midst of their bustle, the poor stage-coachman, 
who had waited with uncommon patience in hopes that 
Alderman Holloway would at last recollect him, pressed 
forward, and petitioned to be paid his five guineas for the 
lost parcel. " I have lost my place already," said he, 
" and the little goods I have will be seized this day for 
the value of that unlucky parcel, master." 

The alderman put his hand slowly into his pursej but 
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just when he had polled out five gvdae?^ a servant came 
into the room to inform Dr. B. that a sailor was waiting 
in the hall, who desired to speak, directly, about some- 
thing of consequence, to the stage-coachman. 

Dr. B., who imagined that the sailor might have some- 
thing to do with the business in question, ordered that 
he might be shown into the room. 

'* I wants one Gregory Giles, a slage*coachman, if such 
a one be here amongst ye, gentlefolks, and nobody else,** 
cried the sailor, producing a parcel, wrapped up in brown 
paper. 

** It's my very parcel,** exclaimed the stage-coachman. 
" I am Gregory Giles ! God bless your honest heart ! — 
Where did ye find iti — Give it me !" 

The sailor said he had found it in a dry ditch on the 
Bath road, a little beyond the first turnpike going out of 
town ; that he had inquired at the turnpike-house ; had 
heard that the stage had been ovdrtumed a few days be- 
fore, and that a parcel had been lost, about which the 
coachman had been in great trouble ; that he had gone 
directly to the inn where the coach put up; had traced 
^e coachman from place to place, and was heartily glad 
he had found him at last. 

" Thank'ee, with all my heart,** said the coachman, 
" for all the trouble you've been at ; and here's the crown 
reward that I offered for it, and my thanks into the bargain.** 

*' No, no,** said the honest sailor, pushing back the 
money ; " I won't take any thing from a poor fellow like 
myself : put your silver into your pocket : I hear you lost 
your place already by that parcel. There was a great 
talk at the turnpike-house about your losing your place, 
for giving some young gentleman a lift. Put up your 
money." 

All present were eager in rewarding the honest sailor. 

A hackney-coach was now come to the door for Mr. 
Carat, and everybody hurried off as fast as possible. 

** Where are they all steering to 1" said the sailor. The 
stage-coachman told him all that he had heard of the 
matter. ** I'll be in their wake, then,** cried the sailor ; 
" I shall like to see the Jew upon his court-martial ; I 
was choused once by a Jew myself.'* He got to Bow- 
street as soon as they did. 

The first thing Howard learned was, that the jewels, 
which had been all found at Mr. Carat's, precisely an- 
swered the description which his aunt had given of them 
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The Jew was in the utmost eonsteniation : findiug that 
the jewels were positively sworn to, he declared, upon 
his examination, that he had bought them from a captain 
of a ship ; that he had paid the full value for them ; and 
that, at the tinie he purchased them, he had no suspicion 
of their having been fraudulently obtained. This defence 
appearing evidentl}^ evasive, the ma^strates who ex- 
amined Mr. Carat informed him, that unless he could 
produce the person from whom he had bought the jewels, 
he must be committed to Newgate, for receiving stolen 
goods. Terrified at this sentence, the Jew, though he 
had at first asserted that he knew nothing of the captain 
from whom he had received the diamonds, now acknow- 
ledged that he actually lodged at his house. 

** Hah !" exclaimed Holloway : " I remember the day 
that I and Lord Rawson called at your house, you were 
settling accounts, your foreman told us, with a captain 
of a ship, who was to leave England in a few days : it's 
well he's not off," 

An officer was immediately sent to Mr. Carat's in 
quest of this captain ; but there were great apprehen- 
sions that he might have escaped at the first alarm of 
the search for the jewels. Fortunately, however, he 
had not been able to get off, as two. constables had been 
stationed at Mr. Carat's house. ^ The officer from Bow- 
street found him in his own bedchamber, rummaging a 
portmanteau for some papers which he wanted to burn. 
His papers were seized, and carried along with him be- 
fore the magistrate. 

Alderman Holloway knew the captain the moment he 
was brought into the room, though his dress and whole 
appearance were very different from what they had been 
when he had waited upon the alderman some months be- 
fore this time, with a dismal, plausible story of his own 
poverty and misfortunes. He had then told him that 
nis mate and he had a quarrel, upon the voyage from 
Jamaica; that the mate knew what a valuable cargo he 
had on board; that just when they got in sight of land, 
the crew rose upon him ; the mate seized him, and by 
force put him into a boat, and set him ashore. 

The discovery of the jewels at Mr. Carat's at once 
overturned the captain's whole story ; cunning people 
often insert something in their narration to make it bet* 
ter, which ultimately tends to convict them of falsehood. 
The captain, having now no other resource, and having 
the horrors of imprisonment, and the certainty of con* 
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demnation upon a public trial full before him, threw him- 
self, as the only chance that remained for him, upon 
Mrs. Howard's mercy ; confessed that all that he had 
told her before was false ; that his mate and he had 
acted in concert ; that the rising of the crew against him 
had been contrived between them ; that he had received 
the jewels, when he was set ashore, for his immediate 
share of the booty ; and that the mate had run the ship 
oflf to Charleston, to sell her cargo. According to 
agreement, the captain added, he was to have had a share 
in the cargo; but the mate had cheated him of that; he 
had never heard from him, or of him, he would take his 
oath, from the day he was set ashore, and knew nothing 
of him or the cargo. 

" Avast, friend, by your leave," cried the honest sailor 
who had found the stage- coachman's parcel — ^^ avast, 
friend, by your leave," said he, elbowing his way between 
Alderman HoUoway and his next neighbour, and getting 
clear into the middle of the circle — " I know more of 
this matter, my lord, ot please your worship, which is 
much the same thing, than anyblody here ; and Fm glad 
on't, mistress," continued the tar, pulling a cud of to- 
bacco out of his mouth, and addressing himself to Mrs. 
Howard : then turning to the captain, ** Wasn't she the 
Lively Peggy, pray 1 — it's no use tacking. Wasn't your 
mate one John Matthews, pray? Captain, your face 
tells truth, in spite of your teeth." 
' The captain instantly grew pale and trembled : on 
which the sailor turned abruptly from him and went on 
with his^ story. " Mistress,'* said he, ** though I'm a 
loser by it, no matter. The Lively Peggy and her cargo 
are safe and sound in Plymouth at this very time being, 
and we have' her mate in limbo, curse him. We made a 
prize of him coming from America, for he was under 
French colours, and a fine prize we thought we'd made. 
But her cargo belongs to a British subject ; and there's 
an end of our prize-money : no matter for that. There 
was an ugly look with Matthews from the first ; and I 
found the day we took her something odd in the look 
of her stern. The rascals had done their best to paint 
over her name ; but J, though no great scholar, made a 
shift to spell the Lively Peggy through it all. We have 
the mate in limbo at Plymouth : but it's all come out, 
without any more to do ; and, mistress, I'll get you her 
bill of lading in a trice, and I give ye joy with all my 
heart." 
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Aldennan Holloway, a man used to business, would 
not indulge himself in a single compliment upon this oc- 
casion, till he had cautiously examined the captain's 
papers. The bill of lading which had been sent with the 
Lively Peggy from Jamaica, was found among them ; il 
was an exact list, corresponding precisely with that 
which Mrs. Howard's agent had sent her by post, of the 
consignment shipped suiter the sale of her plantation. 
The alderman, satisfied, after counting the puncheons of 
rum and hogsheads of sugar, turned to Mrs. Howard, 
and shook hands with her, with a face of mercantile 
congratulation, declaring that ** she was now as good a 
woman as ever she had been, and need never desire to 
be better." 

" My dear Oliver," cried Howard, " this is all owing to 
you : you discovered—" 

" No, no, no !" interrupted Oliver, precipitately: "all 
that I did was accident ; all that you did was not acci- 
dent. You first made me love you, by teaching me that 
I was not a blockhead, and by freeing me from — ^" 

" A tyrant^ you were going to say," cried Holloway, 
colouring deeply ; " and if you had, you'd have said the 
truth. I thougnt, Howard, afterward, that you were a 
brave fellow for taking his part, I confess. But, Oliver, 
I thought you had forgiven me for all these things." 

** Forgiven ! Oh yes, to be sure," cried little Oliver ; 
" I wasn't thinking of myself, or you either; I was only 
thinking of Howard's good-nature ; and then," continued 
he, " Howard was just as good to the mulatto woman as 
he was to me — wasn't he, Cuba?" 

" That he was !" replied the poor woman ; and look- 
ing at Mrs. Howard, added, " Massa's heart as good as 
hers." 

" And his heatPs as good as his heart, which makes it 
all better still," continued Oliver, with enthusiasm. 
" Mr. Russell, you know how hard he worked at that 
translation to earn money to support poor Cuba, and to 
paper the room, and to pay the bricklayer /or the smoky 
chimney : these things weren't done by accident, were 
they ? though it was by accident that I happened to ob- 
serve Cuba's curious thimble." 

"There are some people," interrupted Mr. Russell, 
** who, by accident, never observe any thing. We will 
not allow you, Oliver, to call your quick habit of obser 
vation accident ; your excellent capacity will—" 

Vov I.— T 
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" My excellent capacity !^ repeated Oliver, with un- 
feigned surprise : " why you know 1 get by rote slower 
than anybody in the world." 

" You may," said Dr. B., " notwithstanding, have an 
excellent capacity : much may be learned without books ; 
much more with books, Oliver; but for your comfort 
you need not learn them by rote." 

" I'm glad of it, heartily," cried Oliver ; " but this pui 
something out of my head that I was in a great hurry 
to say — Oh, one other thing about accident. It was not 
accidents but it was Howard's sense in persuading me 
not to put into the lottery, that was the very cause of 
Dr. B.'s giving me the choice of all the things in the 
Jew's box — was it ?" 

" Well, Oliver, we are ready to allow all j'ou want us 
to perceive ; in one word, that your friend Howard has 
not been educated hy accident,^ said Dr. B., looking at 
Mrs. Howard. 

The Jew and the captain of the Lively Peggy were 
now left in the hands of the law. The sailor was prop- 
erly rewarded. Mr. Russell was engaged to superintend 
the education of HoUoway. He succeeded, and was 
presented by the alderman with a living in Surrey. Mr. 
Supine never visited Italy, and did not meet with any 
consolation but in his German flute. Howard continued 
eager to improve himself; nor did he imagine that the 
moment he left school, and parted from his tutor, his 
education was finished, and that his books were " like 
past misfortunes," good for nothing but to be forgotten. 
His love for literature he found one of the first pleasures 
of his life ; nor did he, after he came into the possession 
of a large fortune, find that his habits of constant occu- 
pation lessened his enjoyments, for he was never known 
to yawn at a window upon a rainy morning ! 

Little Oliver's understanding rapidly improved ; his 
affection for his friend Howard increased as he grew up, 
for he always remembered that Howard was the first 
person who discovered that he was not a dunce. Mrs. 
Howard had the calm satisfaction of seeing an education 
well finished which she had well begun ; and she enjoyed 
in her nephew's friendship, esteem, and unconstrained 
gratitude, all the rewards which her good sense, firmness^ 
and benevolence had so well deserved. 
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